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INTRODUCTION 


Wbilb  tilis  l>ook  is  properly  termed  an  Anthology,  its  scope  la  limited  to  the 
yiild  •£  one  nation  during  a  single  reign.  Its  compiler's  office  is  not  that  of  one 
who  ranges  the  whole  field  of  English  poetry,  from  the  baUad  period  to  our  own 
tioMi  — thot  haying  eight  centuries  from  which  to  choose  liis  songs  and  idylst  each 
"nMUid  msd  perfect  as  a  star.*'  This  has  been  irariously  essayed  ;  once,  at  least,  in 
ndi  a  maimer  aa  to  render  it  unlikely  that  any  new  effort,  for  years  to  come,  will 
hm&t  the  remit  attained. 

On  tbt  other  hand,  the  present  work  relates  to  the  poetry  of  the  English  people, 
and  of  tha  £ngUsh  tongue,  that  knight  peerless  among  languages,  at  this  stage  of 
their  manifold  development*  I  am  fortunate  in  being  able  to  make  use  of  such 
moorcee  for  the  purpose  of  gathering,  in  a  single  yet  loduaiTe  volume^  a  Yicto- 
nan  garland  fairly  entitled  to  its  name.  The  conditions  not  only  permit  hut 
twpuro  me  —  while  choosing  nothing  that  does  not  further  the  general  plan  — 14 
W  loroewhat  less  rigid  and  eclectic  than  if  examining  the  full  domain  of  English 
f*  Thai  plan  is  not  to  offer  a  collection  of  absolutely  flawless  poems,  long  since 
» daani:  and  accepted  as  models ;  but  in  fact  to  make  a  truthful  exhibit  of  the 
Mortfi  of  long  during  the  last  sixty  years,  as  shown  by  the  poets  of  Great  Briton 
b  tlw  beat  of  their  shorter  productions. 

Otlienri»e,  and  as  the  title-page  implies,  this  Antliology  is  designed  to  sapplement 
n^  **  Victorian  Poets/'  by  choice  and  typical  examples  of  the  work  diseossed  in 
tkH  renew.  These  are  given  in  unmutilated  form,  except  that,  with  respect  to 
■  fev  extended  narrative  or  dramatic  pieces,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  make  extracts 
ehieh  are  somewhat  complete  in  themselves  ;  it  being  difficult  otherwise  to  repre- 
ml  certain  names,  and  yet  desirable  that  they  shall  be  in  some  wise  represented. 

Al  fint  I  thought  to  follow  a  strictly  chronological  method :  that  is,  to  give 
SikliQte  eneeesslon  in  the  order  of  their  birth-dates ;  but  had  not  gone  far  before  it 
vw  pUa  tint  etich  an  arrangement  conveyed  &o  taie  idea  of  the  poetio  movement 
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within  the  years  involved.  It  wm  diiMtroniily  inownirteiit  with  the  ooufw  taiw& 
in  the  critical  survey  now  familiar  to  readett  #f  fwiooa  edifticiis  anoe  iti  ori^ 
inal  issue  in  1875  and  extension  in  1887.  In  that  wovk  the  hading  poets,  and 
the  various  groups  and  <' schools,"  are  examined  for  the  most  part  in  the  order  of 
their  coming  into  vogue.  Some  of  the  earlier^Knn  psUialied  late  in  Hfe,  or  other- 
wise outlasted  their  juniors,  and  thus  belong  to  the  later  rather  than  the  opening 
divisions  of  the  period.  In  the  end,  I  conformed  to  the  plan  shown  in  the  oianing 
<'Tableof  Contents."  This,  it  will  be  perseived,  is  first  set  off  into  three  divisiona 
of  the  reign,  and  secondly  into  classes  of  poets,  -^  which  in  each  daas,  fina%|  are 
quoted  in  order  of  their  seniority.  For  page-reference,  fheUf  the  reader  will  nol 
depend  upon  the  *<  Contents,"  bat  torn  to  the  Indesee  of  Anthony  First  liiieii 
and  Tides,  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 

It  is  an  arbitrary  thing,  at  the  beet,  to  classify  poets,  like  S0Dg4»rds,  into  generm 
and  species ;  nor  is  this  attempted  at  all  in  my  later  division,  which  aimi  to  pre- 
sent them  chronologically.  Time  itself,  however,  is  a  pretty  logical  curator,  and  at 
least  decides  the  associations  wherewith  we  invest  the  names  of  singers  long  g^one 
by.  Those  so  individual  as  to  fall  into  no  obvious  alliance  are  called  *'  distinctive," 
in  the  first  and  middle  divisions  at  large.  Song  and  hymn  makers,  dramatists, 
meditative  poets,  etc.,  are  easily  differentiated,  and  the  formation  of  other  groups 
corresponds  with  tiiat  outlined  in  '<  Victorian  Poets."  Upon  the  method  thus 
adopted,  and  with  friendly  allowance  for  the  personal  equation,  it  seems  to  me 
that  a  conspectus  of  the  last  sixty  years  can  be  satisfactorily  obtained.  The  shorter 
pieces  named  in  my  critical  essays,  as  having  distinction,  are  usually  given  here. 
While  representing  the  poetic  leaders  most  fully,  I  have  not  overlooked  choice 
estrays,  and  I  have  been  regardful  of  the  minor  yet  significant  drifts  by  which 
the  tendencies  of  any  literaiy  or  artistic  generation  f  requenUy  are  discerned.  In 
trying  to  select  the  best  and  most  characteristic  pieces,  one  sometimes  finds,  by 
a  paradox,  that  an  author  when  most  characteristic  is  not  always  at  his  best  On 
the  whole,  and  nearly  always  with  respect  to  the  elder  poets  whose  work  has  under- 
gone long  sifting,  poems  well  known  and  favored  deserve  their  repute ;  and  pref- 
erence has  not  been  given,  merely  for  the  sake  of  novelty,  to  inferior  productions. 
Authors  who  were  closely  held  to  task  in  the  critical  volume  are  represented,  in  the 
Anthology,  by  their  work  least  open  to  criticism.  Finally,  I  believe  that  all  those 
discussed  in  the  former  book,  whether  as  objects  of  extended  review  or  as  minor 
contemporaries,  are  represented  here,  except  a  few  that  have  failed  to  justify  their 
promise  or  have  produced  little  suited  to  such  a  collection.     In  addition,  a  showing 
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of  Tamils  poeU  hopefully  come  to  light  since  tbe  extension  of  my  sanrey, 
in  1BS7.  Others  of  equal  merit,  doubtless,  are  omitted,  but  with  youth  ou  their 
■d«  they  may  well  await  tbe  recogtiitiou  of  future  editors. 

Tbis  Ifitroductian  go©B  beyond  the  scope  of  the  usual  Preface,  in  order  that  those 
wbo  (at  students  of  English  poetry)  avail  themselves  of  the  Anthology,  and  who 
ka^ie  bol  a  limited  knowledge  of  the  modem  field,  may  readily  understand  the  gen* 
mwl  and  «eeondary  diTiaioaa.  To  such  readers  a  word  concemiug  the  period  may 
bt  ol  tiUereit* 

la  a  latter  to  the  editor.  Canon  Dixon  speaks  of  '^  the  Yictorian  Period  '"  as  ^*  one 
ol  the  loageet  In  literary  history;  perhaps  the  longest.**  With  regard  to  an  indi- 
vidm],  or  lo  a  reign^  length  of  years  is  itself  an  aid  to  distinction,  through  its  pro- 
of a  specific  tendency  or  motive.  The  reign  now  closing  has  been  one  in 
a  kiiagdom  has  become  an  empire ;  its  power  has  broadened  and  its  wealth 
KTanfcioa  have  increased  as  never  before.  In  science^  —  and  in  works  of 
imagijiation,  despite  the  realistic  stress  of  journalism,  —  twen^  years  of  the 
era  outvie  any  fifty  between  tlie  Protectorate  and  the  beginning  of  our 
During  every  temporary  lull  we  fear  sterihty,  but  one  need  not  confine 
hm  reiraapeetioa  to  the  blank  from  1700  to  1795  to  be  assured  that  an  all-round 
ooBipariaoa  with  tlie  past  must  be  in  our  favor.  While,  then,  it  is  but  a  hazardous 
ihiay  to  aedmate  one*s  own  day,  the  essays  to  which  the  Anthology  is  a  complement 
voald  aol  liave  been  written  but  for  a  convieUon  tliat  the  time  under  review  was 
lo  rank  with  the  foremost  times  of  £ngland*s  intellectual  activity, —  to  be 
it  well  might  be,  among  the  few  culminating  eras  of  European  thought  and 
mU  ae  oae  to  which  even  the  title  of  "Age"  should  be  applied.  We  speak  of 
Qaiiin  Anne's  time ;  of  the  Georgian  Period,  and  we  have  epochs  within  periods ; 
but  we  say  tbe  Age  of  Pericles,  the  Augustan  Age,  the  Elizabethan  Age,  and  it  is 
lol  htfond  conjecture  that  posterity  may  award  tbe  master  epithet  to  the  time  of 
Otfl^fe  and  Froude,  of  Mill  and  Spencer  and  Darwin,  of  Dickens,  Thackeray,  and 
ihiir  ■oaeeasora,  of  Tennyson  and  Browning,  —  and  tlius  not  only  for  its  wonders 
of  powar*  science,  invention,  but  for  an  imaginative  fertility  unequalled  since  *'  the 
days  "  of  the  Virgin  Queen.  The  years  of  her  modem  successor,  whoso 
away  betokens  such  an  evolution,  have  been  so  prolonged,  and  so  beneficent 
thm  aontintiotts  wisdom  of  her  statesmen,  that  the  present  reign  may  find  no 
equal  in  centuries  to  come.  An  instinctive  recognition  of  this  seems  now  to 
pfiiaO  Even  the  adjective  '^  Victorian  **  was  unfamiliar,  if  it  had  been  employed 
It  allv  wbaa  I  med  It  in  the  title  of  a  magazine  essay  (the  germ  of  my  sabseqnenl 
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volome)  pablished  in  January,  1878.  It  is  now  as  wdl  in  nae  as  '^  EUsabethaa  **  or 
<<  Greorgian,"  and  adyisedly,  for  the  ejde  bearing  the  name  has  so  roonded  upon  it^ 
self  that  an  estimate  of  its  charaeteristio  porti<m  ean  be  made  ab  eaetrd;  tH  the 
more,  because  in  these  latter  days  "die  thongfats  of  men**  are  not  only  ^^wktened,'' 
but  hastened  toward  just  conclusions,  as  if  in  geometrieal  progrewiwL  What,  tben,- 
my  early  essays  found  an  ample  groond  for  stady,  the  present  eompihitioD  seeks  to 
illustrate,  and  I  trust  that,  although  restricted  to  brief  ezemplifloaftionsy  it  will  some- 
what justify  this  preliminary  claim. 

In  the  foUowing  pages,  then,  the  period  is  divided  into,  first,  the  eariy  yean  of 
the  reign ;  second,  the  Victorian  epoeh  proper ;  third,  the  present  tune.  Asnnrejof 
the  opening  division  brings  out  an  interesting  faet  Of  die  poets  eited  as  prominent 
after  1835  and  until  the  death  of  Wordsworth,  scarcely  one  shows  any.  trace  of  the 
artistic  and  Speculative  qualities  which  are  essentially  l^etorian.  WeU-informed 
readers  may  be  surprised  to  find  so  many  antedating  the  infinenoe  of  Tennyson, 
untouched  by  his  captivating  and  for  a  long  time  dominating  style.  Their  work  is 
that  of  a  transition  era,  holding  over  into  the  present  reign.  It  was  noted  for  ita 
songs  and  sentiment  The  feeling  of  Wordsworth  is  plain  in  its  meditative  verse ;  yet 
to  this  time  belong  Bulwer,  Macaulay,  the  *'  Blackwood  "  and  '^  Bentiey  *'  coteries, 
"  Barry  Cornwall,"  and  those  '^  strayed  Elizabethans,*'  Darley  and  Beddoes.  Mil- 
man,  Talfourd,  Knowles,  and  others  are  not  quoted,  partiy  on  account  of  their  lack  of 
quality,  but  chiefly  because  at  their  best  they  are  late  Greorgian  rather  than  early 
Victorian.  Praed  comes  in  as  the  pioneer  of  our  society-verse ;  Elliott  as  a  bard  of 
^'  the  new  day."  In  fact,  the  Reform  Bill  crisis  evoked  the  humanitarian  spirit, 
poetically  at  its  height  in  the  writings  of  Hood  and  Mrs.  Browning.  To  include 
Wordsworth,  the  Queen's  first  laureate  of  her  own  appointment,  farther  than  by  a 
prelude  on  ^  the  passing  of  the  elder  bards  "  would  be  to  rob  the  Greorgian  Period  of 
the  leader  of  one  of  its  great  poetic  movements ;  yet  Wordsworth  breathes  through- 
out our  entire  selection,  wherever  Nature  is  concerned,  or  philosophic  thought,  and 
not  only  in  the  contemplative  verse,  but  in  the  composite,  and  never  more  strenu- 
ously than  in  Palgrave  and  Arnold,  of  the  middle  division,  and  such  a  poet  as  Wat- 
son, of  the  third.  Landor,  though  the  comrade  of  Southey,  the  foil  of  Byron,  and 
the  delight  of  Shelley,  begins  this  volume,  as  he  began  its  predecessor ;  for  Landor 
with  his  finish,  his  classical  serenity,  and  his  wonderful  retention  of  the  artistic  le- 
nity until  his  death  —  a  score  of  years  after  the  Accession — belonged  to  no  era 
more  than  to  our  own, — and  we  may  almost  say  that  in  poetry  he  and  Swinburne 
were  of  the  same  generation. 
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Two  tliinU  of  our  spiuse  are  nataraUj  required  for  seleetions  from  the  typical 
dtvittoii*  Tills  ia  aeeti  to  begin  with  the  appointment  of  Tennyson  as  laareate,  since 
hm  MmriMly  had  a  following  until  about  that  date.  In  him  we  find,  on  the  reflective 
rido,  m  sense  of  Nature  akin  to  Wordsworth's,  and  on  the  lesthetic,  an  artistic  per- 
bMon  foretokened  by  Keats^  —  in  other  words,  insight  and  taste  united  through 
kia  feoioa  had  their  outcome  in  the  composite  idyllic  ]>ichoi»K  supremely  represent 
ol  the  Victorian  prime,  Tennyson  idealized  tlie  f i]U  advance  of  nineteenth 
spacolation,  ethical  and  scientific,  in  the  pi*oduction  of  ^*  In  Memoriam/* 
■ad  lo  tlie  end  in  such  a  poem  as  **  Vastness.^^  Possibly,  also^  it  was  out  of  his  early 
ai0di»ral  romanticism  that  the  next  most  striking  school  arose  with  Rossetti  and  his 
Mloir  Pre-Raphaelites  who  are  grouped  as  Poets  of  the  Renaissance :  their  revival  in* 
dadiog  both  Greek  and  Gothic  modes  and  motives,  as  finally  combined  in  the  ma^ 
lirvork  of  Swinburne*  Tlie  third  and  equal  force  of  the  e]>och  is  that  of  Brownings 
Ifomg  Holding  his  rugged  ground  alonei  as  afterward  with  half  the  world  to  stay  him  ; 
but,  tike  other  men  of  unique  genius,  not  the  founder  of  a  school,  —  his  manner  fail- 
ing in  weaker  liands*  In  Arnold's  composite  verse  the  reflective  prevails  over  the  les- 
ibttiie*  Beaides  these  chiefs  of  the  quarter-century  are  van'oua  ''  distinctive  "  poets, 
«i  ia  the  earUeir  division,  each  belonging  to  no  general  group.  Then  we  have  the 
im^giterB,  for  whom  all  of  oa  confess  a  kindly  feeling  ;  the  balhidists  withal,  and  tlie 
iJillMthtWi — such  as  they  are;  also  the  makers  of  lighter  verse,  and  other  lyrists 
•I  a  modeil  station,  often  yielding  something  that  lends  a  special  grace  to  an 
AntJiiilogy. 

Ill©  dosing  era  is  of  the  recent  poets  of  Great  Britain,  and  begins  very  clearly 
§kmA  twenty  years  ago.  At  that  date,  tlie  direct  influences  of  Tennyson,  Brown- 
tBi^  Swinburne,  and  Bossetti  began  to  appear  less  obviously,  or  were  blended,  where 
WfifmnaU,  in  the  verse  of  a  younger  generation^  The  new  lyrists  had  motives  of 
their  own^  and  here  and  there  a  new  note.  There  wa^  a  lighter  touch,  a  daintineas 
of  Wit  and  espriL  a  revival  of  early  minstrel  ^^  forma,''  and  every  token  of  a 
Msllit  Attd  eourtly  Ecole  IntermMiaire  :  evidence^  at  least,  of  emancipation  from 
the  etrasa  of  the  long  dominant  Victorian  chord.  The  change  has  become  decisive 
ram  ibt  "Jubilee  Year,*'  to  which  my  supplementary  review  was  extended,  and 
•f  hto  we  have  a  distinctly  lyrical^  though  minor  song-burst,  even  if  tlie  mother 
cniisl^  be  not,  as  in  its  springtime  of  pleasant  minstrelsy,  ^*  a  ne^t  of  singing-birds.** 
In  the  later  ditties  England's  hawthorn-edged  lanes  and  meadows  come  to  mind, 
tkt  sltjlark  carols,  and  we  have  verse  as  pastoral  as  Mr.  Abl>ey*s  drawings  for 
Btrrkk  and  Goldsmith.     This,  to  my.  view,  if  not  very  great,  is  more  genuine  and 
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hopef al  than  any  further  iteration  of  **  Frendi  FonnSy''  and  tfao  Mono  mmj  bo  oeea 
sionally  said  for  those  town-lyrics  wlueh  strive  to  express  certain  garishy  waadorii^ 
phases  of  the  London  of  to-day.  Irish  TOTBOy  wliieh  always  haa  had  qnali^i  begins 
to  take  on  art  Bat  the  strongest  reeent  woric  is  found  in  the  ballads  of  a  few  men 
and  women,  and  of  these  balladists,  one  bom  oat  of  Great  Britain  is  first  withooft  tk 
seeming  effort  As  for  the  drama  (considering  the  whole  niga^  its  signifleaal 
poetry,  beyond  a  few  stmctores  meddled  after  the  anti^pe,  and  those  of  Homo^  Tsf> 
lor,  and  Swinbnme,  is  found  mainly  in  the  pecoliar  and  masterfolwoikof  Browning; 
nevertheless,  lyrical  song  indicates  a  dramatie  insfnration,  becanse  it  is  so  hanun, 
and  if  the  novel  did  not  afford  a-continnoos  exercise  of  die  dramaftie  gift,  I  would 
look  to  see  the  drama,  or  verse  with  pronooneed  dramatic  qualities,  attend  the  rise 
of  the  next  poetic  schooL  If,  on  die  other  hand,  there  is  to  ensoe  a  non-imaginft- 
tive  era,  a  f aUow  interval,  it  will  be  tieither  strange  nor  much  to  be  deploired  after 
the  productive  affluence  of  the  rrign  now  ending  with  die  century. 

A  selection  from  the  minstrelsy  of  Great  Britain's  colonies  fills  out  the  scheme 
of  the  Anthology.  The  Australian  yield  is  sufficiently  meagre,  but  I  have  chosen 
what  seems  most  local  and  characteristic  Canada  is  well  in  the  lists  with  a  group 
of  lyrists  whose  merit  has  made  their  names  familiar  to  readers  of  our  own 
periodicals,  and  who  feel  and  healthfully  express  the  sentiment,  the  atmosphere,  of 
their  northern  land.  I  am  sure  that  the  space  reserved  for  them  in  this  volume 
will  not  seem  ill-bestowed.  One  noteworthy  trait  of  colonial  poetry  is  the  frequency 
with  which  it  takes  the  ballad  form.  In  a  rude  way  this  is  seen  in  the  literature 
of  our  own  colonial  period,  and  along  our  more  recent  frontier  settlements.  By 
some  law  akin  to  that  which  makes  balladry  —  repeated  from  mouth  to  mouth  — 
the  natural  song  of  primitive  man,  of  the  epic  youth  of  a  race  or  nation,  so  its  form 
and  spirit  appear  to  characterize  the  verse  of  a  people  not  primitive,  though  the 
colonial  pioneers  of  life  and  literature  in  a  new  land. 

To  a  few  exquisite  but  unnamed  quatrains  and  lyrics  by  Landor,  I  have  pre- 
fixed the  felicitous  titles  given  to  them  by  Mr.  Aldrich  in  the  little  book  ''  Cameos," 
of  wluch  he  and  I  were  the  editors  a  score  of  years  ago.  From  the  early  min- 
strels a  compiler's  selections  are  not  hard  to  make.  The  panel  already  has  been 
struck  by  time  itself,  which  declares  that,  even  in  the  case  of  some  uneven  roisterer, 
one  or  two  fortunate  catches  shall  preserve  his  name.  More  embarrassment  comes 
from  the  knowledge  that  lovers  of  such  poets  as  Tennyson,  who  made  no  imperfect 
poem,  and  Browning,  who  wrote  none  that  was  meaningless,  are  slow  to  understand 
why  certain  pieces,  for  which  an  editor,  doubtless,  shares  their  own  regard,  are 
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porfbree  omitted.  To  somuBe,  moreover,  which  is  the  one  lasting  note  of  a  new  voice 
or  which  of  all  the  yoonger  band  is  to  win  renown,  this  is  the  labor  and  the  work, 
seeing  dial  as  to  finish  they  are  aU  sensitive  enoogh,  except  now  and  then  one  who 
invilea  attention  by  contempt  for  it.  Nothing  is  more  evident  than  the  good  crafts- 
>  of  latterday  English  and  American  verse-makers,  —  a  matter  of  coarse, 
'  ttkb  object-lessons  g^ven  by  their  immediate  forbears.  All  in  all,  the  antholc^ 
gist  most  rest  his  cause  npon  its  good  intention.  In  speaking  of  those  who  hunt 
op  and  reprint  the  f aolty  work  of  authors,  —  ^  the  imperfect  thing  or  thought " 
which  in  mature  years  they  have  tried  to  suppress,  — Palgrave  justly  says  in  his 
^FkoMortds,'*  — 

**  Nor  has  the  dead  wobm  foe  Hiaii  he 
Who  rakes  these  sweepings  of  the  artist's  room. 
And  piles  them  on  his  tomh." 

Convaraefy,  one  perhaps  earns  some  right  to  count  himself  the  artist's  friend, 
wlioea  endeavor  is  to  discover  and  preserve,  from  the  once  cherished  treasures  of 
even  a  humble  fellow  of  the  craft,  at  least  **  one  gem  of  song,  defying  age." 

Compact  Biographical  Notes,  upon  all  the  poets  represented,  follow  the  main 
text  Where  authorities  conflict,  and  usually,  also,  in  the  cases  of  recent  authors, 
effort  has  been  made  to  secure  the  desired  information  at  first  hand.  For  this, 
and  for  the  general  result,  my  hearty  thanks  are  due  to  the  skill  and  patience  of 
IGm  Yemetka  E.  Colemaiu  who  has  prepared  the  greater  portion  of  the  Notes. 
The  faithfulness  of  the  text  at  large  has  been  enhanced  by  the  cooperation  of  the 
Riverside  Press,  and  thb  is  not  the  first  time  when  I  have  been  grateful  to  its 
Corrector  and  his  assistants  for  really  critical  attention  given  to  a  work  passing 
through  their  hands. 

£.c.a 

Nxw  YoBK,  SepUmUr,  1806. 


NOTE 

Fob  the  text  of  the  seleotions  in  this  Anthology^  ttumedptM  hf  liMa  made,  —  l>r  «■  potrible, 
from  the  books  of  the  retpeotiye  authon,  anany  of  whieh  ToliiiMa  are  npoB  the  editof^a  ahalvaa. 
Much  dependenoe,  however,  lias  been  placed  on  tha  Aafeor,MiereaBtila,  Golnmbia  CoUaga,  and  Soci- 
ety Libraries,  and  the  Library  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  AssoHation.  To  the  librariaaa  of  thaaa  insthntlona 
the  editor^s  aoknowledf^ents  are  rendexad  fbv  eourteoua  awistanoa.  Wb  thanka  aia  dna,  alao,  to 
Mr.  R.  H.  Stoddard,  Mr.  R.  W.  Gilder,  Ph>f.  Brander  Matthews,  and  Prof.  F.  D.  Sherman,  of 
New  York,  Mr.  Harrison  S.  Morris,  of  Philadelphia,  Mr.  G.  H.  Ellwangper,  of  Rochester,  and  Ph>f. 
C.  G.  D.  Roberts,  late  of  Windsor,  N.  S.,  for  g^iving  him  the  use  of  their  collections,  and  to  a  few 
other  friends  for  various  services.  With  respect  to  attraotive  single  poems,  and  to  authors  whoaa 
original  editions  could  not  be  obtained,  he  has  found  the  eight  ▼olumes  of  Mr.  Miles's  **Tha 
Poets  and  the  Poetry  of  the  Century  *'  welcome  aids  to  his  research.  Use  also  has  been  made  of 
Mr.  Sharp's  " Canterbury  Poets"  series, Prof.  Sladen's  ''  Australian  Poets,*'  Mr.  Schuyler^Ught- 
hairs  **  Songs  of  the  Great  Dominion,"  and  of  several  minor  coUectiona  of  Scottish,  Irish,  and 
English-dialect  verse. 

Bis  thanks  are  rendered  to  many  living  British  poets,  who  now,  under  the  amended  copyright 
law,  are  so  closely  affiliated  with  iia,  for  the  privilege  cheerfully  given  of  taking  his  own  selections 
from  their  works.  This  usufruct  has  been  generously  confirmed  by  the  pubushers  issuing  their 
American  editions.  The  editor  desires  to  ezprefls  his  grateful  oblintions  to  Measrs.  Mae- 
millan  it  Co.  and  Messrs.  Longmans,  Gbeen  A  Co.,  of  London  and  New  York ;  to  Messrs.  Charles 
Scribner*s  Sons,  Messrs.  Dodd,  Mead  &  Co.,  Messrs.  G.  P.  Putnam  s  Sons,  and  the  Frederick  A. 
Stokes  Company,  of  New  York ;  to  Messrs.  Roberts  Brothers  and  Messrs.  Copeland  &  Day,  of 
Beaton ;  and  to  Mesars.  Stone  &  Kimball  and  Messrs.  Way  &  Williams,  of  Chicago. 
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EARLY  YEARS  OF  THE  REIGN 

(TRANSITION   PERIOD) 

CLOSE  OF  SOUTHEV'S  LAUREATESHIP :  1837-43 
LAUREATESHIP  OF   WORDSWORTH:  1843-50 

Accession  of  Victoria  J?.,  yune  20,  i8j/ 


THE  PASSING  OF  THE  ELDER  BARDS 

FROM  THE  "EXTEMPORE  XPFUBIOir  UTON  THE  DBATR  OF  JAMBS  BOOO" 


THEinigliijlfiMtNll 

Mid  movlludag  >!^  lov  ^  ] 


HaBoloied 


imm  tarn  nmm  of  z  i 
1&  Sheplmdipoot^ 


Nor  has  the  rolling  year  twice  meaBored, 
From  sign  to  sign,  its  steadfast  comsey 
Since  every  mortal  power  of  Coleridge 
Was  &oxen  at  its  marvellons  source ; 

The  'rapt  One,  of  the  g^odlike  forehead, 
The  heaven-eyed  creatore  sleeps  in  earUi: 
And  Lamb,  the  frolic  and  the  gentle, 
Has  vanished  from  his  lonely  hearth. 

Uke  donds  that  rake  the  monntain-sniAmitm 
Or  waves  that  own  no  curbing  hand, 
Ho^  fast  has  brother  followed  brother, 
From  snnshine  to  the  sunless  land  I 

Tet  I,  whose  lids  from  infant  slumber 
Were  earlier  raised,  remain  to  hear 
A  timid  voice,  that  asks  in  whispers, 
**  Who  next  will  drop  and  disappear  ?  ** 


November,  1836. 


WILLLiM  WORDSWORTH. 


EARLY  YEARS  OF  THE   REIGN 

(TRANSITION   PERIOD) 

DISTINCTIVE  POETS  AND  DRAMATISTS 


Waixtc  Jba)iase  Xantioc 


OVERTURE 

FROM   "THRASYMEDES  AND  EUN06  " 

Who  will  away  to  Athens  with  me  ?  who 
Lores  choral  songs  and  maidens  orown'd 

with  flowers, 
Unenyious  ?  mount  the  pinnaee  ;  hoist  the 

sail. 
I  promise  je,  as  manj  as  are  here, 
Te  shall  not,  while  ye  tarry  with  me,  taste 
From  unrins'd  barrel  the  minted  wine 
Of  a  low  vinejajrd  or  a  plant  ill  prun'd. 
Bat  soch  as  anciently  the  Mt^etLo.  isles 
Ponr'd  in  libation  at  their  solemn  feasts  : 
And    the  same  goblets    shall    ye    grasp, 

emboss'd 
With  no  Tile  fiffores  of  loose  languid  boors, 
Bat  such  as  gods  haye  liy'd  with  and  haye 

led. 


THE  HAMADRYAD 

Rbaicos  was  bom  amid  the  hills  where- 

from 
Gnidos  the  light  of  Caria  is  disoem'd. 
And  small  are  the  white-crested  that  play 


I       And  smaller  onward  are  the  purple  wayes. 
'       Tlienoe  festal  choirs  were  yisible,  all  crown'd 
^      With  rose  and  myrtle  if  they  were  inborn ; 
I      If  from  Fandion  sprang^  they,  on  the  coast 
Where  stem  Athene  rais'd  her  citadel, 


Then  oliye  was  entwin'd  with  yiolets 
Cluster'd  in  bosses,  regular  and  large  ; 
For  yarious  men  wore  yarious  coronals, 
But  one  was  their  deyotion  ;  't  was  to  her 
Whose  laws  all  follow,  her  whose  smile 

withdraws 
The  sword  from  Ares,  thunderbolt  from 

Zeus, 
And  whom  in  his  chill  cayes  the  mutable 
Of  mind,  Poseidon,  the  sea-king,  reveres, 
And  whom  his  brother,  stubborn  Dis,  hath 

pray'd 
To  turn  in  pity  the  ayerted  cheek 
Of  her  he  bore  away,  with  promises, 
Nay,  with  loud  oath  before  dread  Styx  it- 
self. 
To  giye  her  daily  more  and  sweeter  flowers 
Than  he  made  drop  from  her  on  Enna's  dell. 
Rhaicos  was  looking  from  his  father's 

door 
At  the  lonff  trains  that  hastened  to  the  town 
From  all  Uie  yalleys,  like  bright  riyulets 
Gurgling  with  gladness,  waye  outrunning 

waye. 
And  thought  it  hard  he  might  not  also  go 
And  offer  up  one  prayer,  and  press  one 

hand. 
He  knew  not  whose.    The  father  call'd  him 

in 
And  said,    "Son  Rhaicos  I  those  are  idle 

games ; 
Long  enough  I  haye  liy'd  to  find  them  so.** 
And  ere  he  ended,  sigh'd  ;  as  old  men  do 
Alvrays,  to  think  how  idle  such  games  are. 


DISTINCTIVE  POETS  AND  DRAMATISTS 


**  1  have  not  yet/*  thought  Rhaioos  in  his 

heart, 
And  wanted  proof. 

"  Suppose  thou  go  and  help 
Echion  at  the  hill,  to  oark  yon  oak 
And  lop  its  branches  ofif,  before  we  delve 
About  the  trunk  and  ply  the  root  with  aze : 
This  we  may  do  in  winter." 

Rhaioot  went ; 
For  thence  he  could  see  farther,  and  see 

more 
Of  those  who  hurried  to  the  city-gate. 
Echion  he  found  there,  with  naked  ann 
Swart-hair*d,  8trong-sinew*d,  and  his  eyes 

intent 
Upon  the  place  where  first  the  axe  should 

fall: 
He  held  it  upright.    "  There  are  bees  about. 
Or  wasps,  or  hornets,"  said  the  cautious  eld, 
«<Look  sharp,  O  son  of  Thallinos  I"    The 

youth 
Inclin'd  his  ear,  afar,  and  warily. 
And  cavem'd  in  his  hand.     He  heard  a  buzz 
At  first,  and  then  the  sound  grow  soft  and 

clear. 
And  then  divided  into  what  seemed  tune. 
And  there  were  words  upon  it,  plaintive 

words. 
He  tum'd,  and  said, "  Echion  I  do  not  strike 
That  tree :  it  must  be  hollow ;  for  some 

god 
Speaks  from  within.    Come  thyself  near." 

Again 
Both  turu'd  toward  it :  and  behold  I  there 

sat 
Upon  the  moss  below,  with  her  two  palms 
Pressing  it,  on  each  side,  a  maid  in  lonn. 
Downcast  were  her  long  eyelashes,  and  pale 
Her  cheek,  but  never  mountain-ash  displayed 
Berries  of  color  like  her  lip  so  pure. 
Nor  were  the  anemones  about  her  hair 
Soft,  smooth,  and  wavering  like  the  face 

beneath. 
"What  dost  thou  here?"  Echion,  half- 

afraid. 
Half-angry,  cried.     She  lifted  up  her  eyes. 
But  nothing  spake  she.    Rhaicos  drew  one 

step 
Backward^  for  fear  came  likewise  over  him. 
But  not  such  fear :  he  panted,  gasp'd,  drew 

in 
His  breath,  and  would  have  tum'd  it  into 

words. 
But  could  not  into  one. 

"0  send  away 


That  sad  old  man  fsMdsho.  TUoldmaa 

went 
Without  a  wmndng  from  his  master's  mm. 
Glad  to  escape,  for  sorely  he  now  foar'd. 
And  the  aze  shone  behind  him  in  their  eyes. 
Hamad.  And  wouldst  thou  too  shed  the 

most  innooent 
Of  blood?    No  TOW  demands  it;  no  fod 

wills  • 

The  oak  to  bleed. 
Rkaico$.  Who  art  thou?  whoiee?  whf 

here  ? 
And  whither  wouldst  thou  go  ?   Among  the 

roVd 
In  white  or  saffron,  or  the  hue  that  most 
Resembles  dawn  or  the  dear  slnr,  is  none 
Array'd  as  thou  art    What  so  beantifal 
As  that  gray  robe  which  dings  aboot  thee 


Like  moss  to  stones  adhering,  leaves  to 

trees, 
Yet  lets  thy  bosom  rise  and  fall  in  turn. 
As,  touch'd  by  zephyrs,  fall  and  rise  the 

boughs 
Of  gracefiu  platan  by  the  river-side  ? 
Hamad.  Lovest  thou  well  thy  father's 

house? 
Rhaicos,  Indeed 

I  love  it,  well  I  love  it,  yet  would  leave 
For  thine,  where'er  it  be,  my  father's  house. 
With  all  the  marks  upon  the  door,  that  show 
My  growth  at  every  birthday  since  the  third. 
And  all  the  charms,  o'erpowerihg  evil  eyes. 
My  mother  nail'd  for  me  against  my  bed. 
And  the  Cydonian  bow  (which  thou  shalt 

see) 
Won  in  my  race  last  spring  from  Eutychos. 
Hamad.   Bethink  thee  what  it  is  to  leave 
a  home 
Thou  never  yet  hast  left,  one  night,  one  day. 
Rhaicos.  !No,  't  is  not  hard  to  leave  it : 
't  is  not  bard 
To  leave,  O  maiden,  that  paternal  home 
If  there  be  one  on  earth  wnom  we  may  love 
First,  last,  for  ever  ;  one  who  says  that  she 
Will  love  for  ever  too.    To  say  which  word, 
Only  to  say  it,  surely  is  enough. 
It  shows  such  kindness  ^—  if  't  were  possible 
We  at  the  moment  think  she  would  indeed. 
Hamad.   Who  taught  thee  all  this  folly  at 

thy  age? 
Rhaicos.   I  have  seen  lovers  and  have 

leam'd  to  love. 
Hamad.  But  wilt  thou  spare  the  tree  ? 
Rhaicoi,  My  father  wants 
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» bark ;  the  tree  mftjhold  its  place  awlule. 
Awhile?    thj   father   numbers 
then  my  days  ? 

Are  there  no  others  where  the 
mofifi  beneath 
Ii  quite  a«  tufty  ?     Who  would  send  thoe 

forth 
Or  nk  ibcfi  why  thou  tarnest  7   Is  thy  flock 
Ainrwbei^  near? 

HamoiL  I  have  do  fl<xik  :  I  kill 

Koihing  that  breathes,  that  stirs,  that  feels 

the  air, 
Tba  stui,  the  dew.    Why  should  the  beaati* 

fid 
£Aiid  Ibou  art  lieantifitl)  disturb  the  sotiroe 
WibMicS  apHaga  all  beauty?     Hmi  thou 

■ever  beard 
OfHainadfTMla? 

Hknirm*  Heard  of  them  I  have  : 

IVJl  n»e  some  tale  about  them.     May  I  sit 
BoiideUiyreet?    Art  thou  not  tired  ?    The 

berba 
Are  very  soft ;  I  will  not  come  too  nieh  ; 
Do  bat  sit  there,  nor  tremble  so,  nor  doubt 
Bt»y,  stay  an  instant :  let  me  first  explore 
""^     IT  acurn  of  last  year  be  left 

Ithm  ti  ;  thy  thin  robe  too  ill  protects 
ty  dainty  Umbs  against  the  harm  one  small 
Atcm  may  do.    Here  's  none*   Another  day 
TtihI  me  ;  till  then  let  me  sit  opposite. 
AdHOif,   I  seat  me  ;  be  thou  seated,  and 

fMNitent. 
Mkakm.  O  sight  for  gods  1  ye  men  be- 
low] adore 
A{ihn»dii6  I     Ii  she  there  below  ? 
iiti  thit  bere  before  me?  as  she  sate 
Bbfom  the  ahepherd  on  those  heights  that 

ftbaile 
Hm  Hellecpo&ty  and  brought  his  kindred 


^ 

t' 


Mamati,    ReTerenco  the  higher  Powers  ; 
nur  ileem  amiss 
Of  bar  who  pleads  to  thee,  and  would  re^ 

Aik  not  how  much  —  but  very  much.     Rise 

not : 
So^  Rltaiisos,  no  1     Without  the  nuptial  vow 
Lot*  is  onboly.     Swear  tu  me  tidt  nrme 
Of  iBortal  maids  shall  ever  taste  thy  kiss, 

lake  tboa  mine;   then  take  it,  not 

before. 

Hearken,  all  gods  aboTe  !    O 

Apbrtxlilu  I 
0  Bar^  I     IM  my  tow  be  ratified  f 
£ui  will  tbon  come  into  my  f ather^s  house? 


Hamad.  Nay  :  and  of  mine  I  cannot  give 

thee  part. 
RhaicoH,   Where  is  it  ? 
liantad.  In  this  oak. 

Jihaicos.  Ay  ;  now  begim  < 

The  tale  of  Hamadryad  :  tell  it  through, 
Hamad.   Pray  of  thy  father  never  to  cut 
down 
My  tree  ;  and  promise  him,  as  well  thou 

mayst. 
That  every  year  he  shall  receive  from  nie 
More  honey  thou  will  buy  him  nine  fat  sheep; 
More  wax  than  he  will  bum  to  all  the  gods, 
Why  fall  est  thuti  upon  thy  face  ?     &>ome 

thorn 
May  scratch  it,  rash  young  man  !    Rise  up  ; 
for  shame  ! 
Rhaicos,   For  shame  I  cannot  rise.    O  pity 
me  J 
I  dare  not  sue  for  love  —  but  do  not  hate  I 
Let  me  ouce  more  behold  thee  —  not  onee 

more. 
But  many  days  :  let  me  love  on  —  imlov*d  ! 
I  aim^d  too  high  :  on  my  own  head  the  bolt 
Falls  back,  and  pierces  to  the  very  brain. 
Hamad »   Go  —  rather  go»  than  make  me 

Bay  I  love. 
Rhaicos,    If  happiness  la  immortality, 
f  .And  whence  enjoy  it  else  Uie  ijods  above  ?) 
I  am  immortal  too  ;  my  vow  is  heard  — 
Hark  1  on  the  left  —  Nay,  turn  not  from  me 

now, 
I  claim  my  kiis. 

Hamad,    Do  men  take  first,  then  claim  ? 
Do  thus  the  seasons  run  their  course  with 
tliem? 

Her  lips  were  sealed  ;  her  head  sank  on 

his  breast. 
^is  said  that  laughs  were  heard  witlun  the 

wood  : 
But  who  should  hear  them?  and  whoM 

laughs  7  and  why  ? 

Savory  was  the  smell  and  long  past  noon* 
Thailinos  I  in  thy  house  ;  for  marjoram, 
Ba«il  and  mint,  and  thyme  and  rosemary, 
Were  sprinkled  on  the  kid^s  well  roasted 

lonffthj 

Awaiting  RliHicos.     Home  he  came  at  last. 
Not  hungry,  but  pretending  hunger  keen, 
With  head  and  eyee  just  o*er  the   maple 

plate. 
■<Thou  see'stbut  badly«  coming  from  the 


; 
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Boy  Rh^cosI"  said  tlie  father.    <<That 

oak's  bark 
Must  have  been  toagh,  with  little  sap  be- 
tween ; 
It  ought  to  run  ;  but  it  and  I  are  old.** 
Rhaicos,  although  each  morsel  of  the  bread 
Increased  by  chewing,  and  the  meat  grew 

cold 
And  tasteless  to  his  palate,  took  a  draught 
Of  gold-bright  wine,  which,  thirsty  as  he 

was, 
He  thought  not  of,  until  his  father  fill'd 
The  cup,  averring  water  was  amiss, 
But  wine  had  been  at  all  times  pour'd  on  kid. 
It  was  religion. 

He  thus  fortified 
Said,  not  quite  boldly,  and  not  quite  abaah'd, 
**  Father,  that  oak  is  Zeus's  own ;  that  oak 
Year  after  year  will  bring  thee  wealth  from 

wax 
And  honey.    There  is  one  who  fears  the 

gods 
And  the  gods  love  —  that  one  " 

(He  blush'd,  nor  said 
What  one) 

"  Has  promised  this,  and  may  do  more. 
Thou  hast  not  many  moons  to  wait  until 
The  bees  have  done  their  best ;  if  then 

there  come 
Nor  wax  nor  honey,  let  the  tree  be  hewn." 
"  Zeus  hath  bestow'd  on  thee  a  prudent 

mind," 
Said  the  glad  sire  :  **  but  look  thou  often 

there. 
And  gather  all  the  honey  thou  canst  find 
In  every  crevice,  over  and  above 
What  has  been  promis'd ;  would  they  reckon 

that?" 

Rhaic^s  went  daily ;  but  the  nymph  as  oft. 
Invisible.    To  play  at  love,  she  knew. 
Stopping  its  breathings  when  it  breathes 

most  soft. 
Is  sweeter  than  to  play  on  any  pipe. 
She  play'd  on  his  :  she  fed  upon  his  sighs  ; 
They  plcas'd  her  when  they  gently  wav'd 

her  hair, 
Cooling  the  pulses  of  her  purple  veins. 
And  when  her  absence  brought  them  out, 

they  pleas'd. 
Even  among  the  fondest  of  them  all. 
What  mortal  or  immortal  maid  is  more 
Content  with  giving  happiness  than  pain  ? 
One  day  he  was  retnrmng  from  the  wood 
Despondently.    She  piti^  him,  and  said 


"<  Come  baok  !  **  and  kwin'd  her  flngea  h 

the  hem 
Above  his  shoulder,    llieii  she  lad  his  stops 
To  a  oool  rill  that  ran  o'er  level  sand    ■ 
Tbrongh  lentiskand  thiongh  oleander;  there 
fiath'd  she  his  feet»  lifting  them  on  ha  lap 
When  hath'df  and  drying  them  in  both  her 


He  dar^d  complain ;  for  those  who  i 

lov'd 
Most  dare  it ;  but  not  harsh  was  his  eom- 

plaint. 
<<Othoa]noon8tant!''saidhe,  "ifstomlaw 
Bind  thee,  or  will,  stronger  than  sternest 

law, 
O,  let  me  know  henoef  orward  when  to  liope 
The  fruit  of  love  that  grows  for  me  bol 

here." 
He  spake  ;  and  plnok'd  it  from  its  pliant 


<' Impatient  Rhaicos  I    Why  thus  mfc 
The  answer  I  would  give  ?    There  is  a  bee 
Whom  I  have  fed,  a  bee  who  knows  my 

thoughts 
And  executes  my  wishes  :  I  will  send 
That  messenger.    If  ever  thou  art  false, 
Drawn  by  another,  own  it  not,  but  drive 
My  bee  away  :  then  shall  I  know  my  fate, 
And  —  for  thou  must  be  wretched  —  weep 

at  thine. 
But  often  as  my  heart  persuades  to  lay 
Its  cares  on  thine  and  throb  itself  to  rest, 
Expect  her  with  thee,  whether  it  be  mom 
Or  eve,  at  any  time  when  woods  are  safe." 

Day  after  day  the  Hours  beheld  them 

blest. 
And  season  after  season  :  years  had  past, 
Blest  were  they  still.    He  who  asserts  that 

Love 
Ever  is  sated  of  sweet  things,  the  same 
Sweet  things  he  fretted  for  in  earlier  days. 
Never,  by  Zeus  1  lov'd  he  a  Hamadryad. 

The  nights  had  now  grown  longer,  and 

perhaps 
The  Hamadryads  find  them  lone  and  dull 
Among  their  woods ;  one  did,  alas  I    She 

caird 
Her    faithful    bee:  'twas  when  all  bees 

should  sleep, 
And  all  did  sleep  but  hers.    She  was  sent 

forth 
To  bring  that  light  which  never  wintry  blast 
Blows  out,  nor  rain  nor  snow  exting^nishes. 
The  light  that  shines  from  loving  eyes  upon 
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Efes  tbat  lore  back,  till  they  ean  see  no 


Beti 


m»  aittiog  at  his  fatber^s  heattb  : 
them  stood  the  table,  not  o*er- 
tproail 
Willi  miiU  which  nattimn  now  profttsely 

Kor  utiM  eakei,  nor  odorous  wine ;  but 

Tbe  dfmfi'board  was  expanded  i  at  which 

nino 
Tftttm^kaiii  flat  old  Thalliiiofl  ;  the  son 
Waa  |KU»lod«  Tex'd»  discomftted^  diatraugfat. 
A  b«iss  was  at  his  ear  :  up  went  his  hand 
And  it  was  heard  do  louger.     The  poor  bee 
titrti'd    (but  not   tinttl  the  mom  shone 

bright) 
id  foatia  the  Hamadryad  with  her  head 
her  aching  wrist-,  and  showed  one  wing 
f^bfoketi  off,  the  other*»  meshes  marr'd, 
were  bruises  which  do  eye  could 

Si^Ting  A  itaioadrjad's. 

At  this  sight 
Down  fell  the  languid  brow,  both  hands  feU 

dowQi 
A  aWek  was  carried  to  the  ancient  hall 
Of  lUlinoa  :  he  heard  it  not :  his  son 
Haard  it,  and  ran  forthwith  into  the  wood* 
No  bark  vas  on  the  tree,  no  leaf  was  green, 
Tbe  tiii&k  was  riven  through.    From  that 

day  forth 
vord  nor  whisper  sooth 'd  his  ear,  nor 


Iveo  ckf  tttseel  wing  ;  but  loud  laments 
The  woodmen  nod  the  shepherds  one  long 

year 
Btmrd  day  and  night ;  for  Rhaiooa  would 

iioii|ait 
Tim  aolitary  place,  but  moan*d  and  died. 


tnilk  and  honey  wonder  not,  O  guest, 
'  Ml  duly  on  the  hoUow  stone. 


m 


'THE  DEATH  OF  ARTEMIDORA 

■■  ASTSmPOlLA  t     Gods  inTisLble, 
W^ile  Ihou  art  lying  faint  along  the  couch, 
Rafe  tM  the  aandal  to  thy  Temed  feet, 
And  atand  beside  thee,  ready  to  oonTcy 
Tlijr  wwmrf  steps  where  other  rivers  flow. 
Rmwahinff  shades  will  waft  thy  weariness 
Away,  nod  voices  like  thine  own  come  nigh, 
ff,  nor  vainly,  thy  embrace**' 


Artemidorn  sigb'd,and  would  have  pressed 
The  hand  now  pressing  hers,  but  was  too 

weakt 
Fate's  shears  were  over  her  dark  hair  un- 
seen 
While  thus  Elpenor  spoke  :  he  look'd  into 
Eyes  that  had  given  light  and  life  erewhile 
To  those  above  them,  those  now  dim  with 

tears 
And  watchfulness.     Again  he  spake  of  joy, 
EtemoL     At  tbat  word,  that  sad  word,/o,y. 
Faithful  and  fond  her  bosom  heaved  onoe 

more, 
Her  head  fell  back  :  one  sob,  one  loud  deep 

sob 
Sweird  through   the  darkened  chamber ; 

't  was  not  hers  : 
With  her  that  old  boat  incorruptible, 
Unwearied,  undiverted  in  its  course, 
Had  plash'd  the  water  up  the  farther  strand* 


FROM  «MYRTIS" 

Friends,  whom  she  looked  at  blandly  from 

her  couch 
And  her  white  wrist  above  it,  geni>bedewM, 
Were  arguing  with    Pentheusa  :   she    had 

heard 
Report  of  Creon*s  death,  whom  years  before 
She   listeuM  to,   well-pleased ;    and    sigbs 

arose ; 
For  sighs  full  often  fondle  with  reproofs 
And  will  bo  fondled   by  them.     When  1 

came 
After  the  rest  to  visit  her,  she  said, 
^*  Myrtis  I  how  kind  1  Who  better  knows 

than  thou 
The  pangs  of  love  ?  and  my  first  love  was 

he!- 
Tell  me  (if  ever,  Eros  !  are  revealed 
Thy  secrets  to  the  earth)  have  they  been 

true 
To  any  love  who  speak  about  the  first  ? 
What  I  shall  these  holier  lights,  like  twin* 

kling  stars 
In  the  few  hours  assigned   them,  change 

their  place. 
And,  when  comes  ampler  splendor,  disap^ 

pear? 
Idler  I  am,  and  pardon,  not  reply, 
Implore  from  thee,  thus  questiou'd ;  well 

I  know 
Then  strikest,  like   Olympian    Jove,  but 
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LITTLE  AGLAE 

TO  HER  FATHER,  ON  HER  STATUE  BBINO 
CALLED  LIKE  HER 

Father  I  the  little  girl  we  see 
Is  not,  I  fancy,  so  like  me  ; 
Too  never  hold  her  on  your  knee. 

When  she  came  home,  the  other  daj^ 
You  kiss'd  her ;  bat  I  cannot  say 
She  kiss'd  yon  first  and  ran  away. 


TO  A  CYCLAMEN 

1  COMB  to  visit  thee  agen. 
My  little  flowerless  cyclamen ; 
To  toQch  the  hand,  almost  to  preH» 
That  cheer'd  thee  in  thy  loneuness. 
What  could  thy  careful  guardian  find 
Of  thee  in  form,  of  me  in  mind. 
What  is  there  in  us  rich  or  rare. 
To  make  us  claim  a  moment's  care  ? 
Unworthy  to  be  so  carest, 
We  are  but  withering  leaves  at  best 


DIRCE 

Stand  close  around,  ve  Stygian  set, 
With  Dirce  in  one  boat  convey'd, 

Or  Charon,  seeing,  may  forget 
That  he  is  old,  and  Ate  a  shade. 


AN  INVOCATION 

Wb  are  what  suns  and  winds  and  waters 

make  us ; 
The  mountains  are  our  sponsors,  and  the 

rills 
Fashion  and  win  their  nursling  with  their 

smiles. 
But  where  the  land  is  dim  from  tyranny, 
There  tiny  pleasures  occupy  the  place 
Of  glories  and  of  duties  ;  as  the  feet 
Of  Efibled  faeries  when  the  sim  eoes  down 
Trip  o'er  the  g^rass  where  wrestiers  strove 

by  day. 
Then  Justice,  call'd  the  Eternal  One  above, 
Is  more  inconstant  than  the  buoyant  form 
That  burst  into  existence  from  the  froth 
Of  ever-varying  ocean :  what  is  best 


TbaabeoonMi wonts  wImI  lfmliM(» boiI 

defonu'd. 
The  hewt  if  hMdert  in  tlM  Mllert  oUbm^ 
The  pMWMM  fiooHihy  the  aflbetfoM  dk» 
O  thoa  vast  taUet  of  theee  awfal  tntb^ 
That  flllert  aU  the  qpwe  b^wewttNiMib 

xQ  the  T&mitiBe  end  HydnatiiMi  iboI%  ' 
Whet  lifts  tfaee  op  ?  whet  ilMikwi  ttee  ?  til 

thehneth 
OfGod.  Awake,7enetioiislmiBctolifBl 
Let  the  lest  woric  of  hia  li^  r 
Fmh  with  his  imase.  ManT 


FROM  «G£BIR" 


TAMAR  AND  THX  IITIIFB 


«*TwAe  evening,  ibaodjk  not 

the  tide, 
Level  with  these  green  meadowSy  seem*d 

yet  higher : 
'Twas  pleasant,  and  I  loosen'd  from  my 

neck 
The  pipe  you  gave  me,  and  began  to  play. 

0  that  I  ne'er  had  leam'd  the  tunernl 

arti 
It  always  brings  us  enemies  or  love. 
Well,  I  was  p£tying,  when  above  the  waves 
Some  swimmer  8  head  methought  I  saw 

ascend ; 
I,  sitting  still,  'survev'd  it  with  my  pipe 
Awkwf^dly  held  before  my  lips  hau-clos'd. 
Gebir !  it  was  a  Nymph  I  a  Nymph  divine  I 

1  cannot  wait  describmg  how  she  came, 
How  I  was  sitting,  how  she  first  assnm'd 
The  sailor  ;  of  what  happen'd  there  remains 
Enough  to  say,  and  too  much  to  for|;et. 
The  sweet  deceiver  stepp'd  ujpon  this  bank 
Before  I  was  aware  ;  for  with  surprise 
Moments  fly  rapid  as  with  love  itself. 
Stooping  to  time  afresh  the  hoarsen'd  reed, 
I  heard  a  rustling,  and  where  that  arose 
My  glance  first  lighted  on  her  nimble  feet. 
Her  feet  resembled  those  long  shells  ez- 

plor'd 
By  him  who  to  befriend  his  steed's  dim  sight 
Would  blow  the  pungent  powder  in  the  eye. 
Her  eyes  too !  O  immortal  eods  I  der  eves 
Resembled  —  what  could  they  resemUe? 

what 
Ever  resemble  those  ?    Even  her  attire 
Was  not  of  wonted  woof  nor  vulgar  art : 
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Her  infttitle  sboir'd  the  j-ellow  samphire- 

pod» 
hmr  girtUc  the  dove-color'd  wave  serene. 
'Sfaeplicrdi'  aaid  she,  *atsd  will  jou  wrestle 

now 
Ami  with  the  tailor's  hardier  race  engage  ? ' 
I  VM  njoieed  to  hear  it,  and  contrived 
How  to  keep  up  contetitioti  :  could  I  fait 
Bfjpmming  not  too  strongly,  yet  to  press  ? 

*  Wbdlier  a  shepherd,  as  indeed  yon  seem, 
O  '  '  "  fhe  hardier  race  you  boast, 
J  d  ;  no  ;  I  will  eiiga^,' 

*  bui  lii  <>u  Tisud  aihe,  *  what  wziger  wdl  you 

ky?' 

*  Aaheep/  I  answered  :  *wXd  whatever  you 

will* 

*  I  ca&Dotv*  she  replied,  'make  that  reiorti : 
Oar  billed  fnueb  in  their  pitchy  round 
SMaai,  uulei  from  rapine,  hold  a  sheep. 
But  I  har«  sinoous  shells  of  pearly  Ime 
Wiikiit,  and  they  that  lustre  have  imbibed 
la  thm  sWs  paiace-porch,  where  when  un- 

j<^*d 
Hia  ehanot-wheel  ataads  midway  la  the 

ware : 
Sbftkfl  ooa  imd  it  awakens,  then  apply 
Ite  poliah*d  lips  to  vour  atteutive  ear, 
AjMit  'ITS  its  august  alHKli^s, 

Attd  t!  s  the  ocean  murmurs  there, 

And  1  imvv  tuners  giTen  me  by  the  n^^mphs. 
Of  ewaeler  ■ottnd  thatk  any  pipe  you  huve  : 
Bat  w%  by  Neptune  !  for  no  pipe  contend  ; 
nit  liitte  a  sheep  I  win,  a  pipe  Uie  next^^ 
Nov  cam*  she  forward  eager  to  engage, 
fiat  llrit  her  dress,  her  bosom  then  surveyed 
And  iMsair'd  it^  doubting  if  she  could  deceive. 
Her  boaooi   seemed,  inclosed  in  hakze   like 

bea?en. 
To  WfBe  touch,  and  rose  forth  undefined  ; 
Ahowm  bar  knee  she  drew  the  robe  succinct^ 
AboT*  bar  braut*  and  just  below  her  arms. 
'  This  win  pTMerre  my  breath  when  tightly 

hmttkdt 
U  airoggle  and  equal  strength  should  so 

constrain.' 
Ibiiii,  palling  hard  to  fasten  it,  she  spake, 

roahing    at  me,  closed :    I   thrilled 

ibron^out 

iM  to  lessen  and  shrink  up  with 


Agaim  wkh  Tiolent  iropube  gnsh*d  my  blood, 
Am^  bwiriag  nought  external,  thus  absorbed, 
I  beard  il,  rushing  through  each  turbid  velti, 
Sbake  iot  unsteady  swiuimiug  sight  in  air. 
Tet  witbatiiricldiug  though  uncertain  arms 


I  clung  around  her  neck  ;  the  vest  beneath 
Hustled  against  our  fllippe FY  limbs  entwiu'ds 
Often  mine  Hpriuging  with  eluded  force 
Started  aside  and  trembled  till  replaced  r 
And  when  I  most  succeeded,  as  I  thought, 
My  bosom  and  my  throat  felt  so  compressed 
That  life  was  almost  quivering  ou  my  lips* 
Yet  nothing  wa»  there  painful :  these  are 

signs 
Of  secret  arts  and  not  of  human  might ; 
What  arts  I  cannot  tell ;  I  uidy  know 
My    eyes    grew   dizzy    aud    my   strength 

decay *d  ; 
I  was  indeed  overcome  —  with  what  regret. 
And  more,  with   what  confusion,  when   I 

reach 'd 
The  fold,  and  yielding  up  the  sheep,  she 

cried, 
•This  pays  a   shepherd   to  a  conquering 

maid.' 
She  smird,  and  more  of  pleasure  than  dis- 
dain 
Was  in  her  rlimpled  chin  and  liberal  lip. 
And  eyes  that  languished,  lengthening,  just 

like  love. 
She  went  away  ;  I  on  the  wicker  gate 
Leant,   and    could    follow   with   my    eyet 

alone 
The  sheep  she  carried  easy  as  a  cloak  ; 
But  when  I  heard  its  bleating,  as  I  did, 
And  saw,  she  hastening  on,  its  hinder  feet 
Struggk*,  and  from  her  snowy  shoulder  slip. 
One  shoulder  its  poor  efforts  bad  unveil'd, 
Then  all  my  passions  mingling  fell  in  tears  ; 
Restless  then  ran  I  to  the  highest  ground 
To  watch  her  ;  she  was  gone  ;  gone  down 

the  tide ; 
And  the  long  moonbeam  on  the  hard  wet 

sand 
Lay  like  a  jasper  column  half  uprear^d.** 


TO   YOUTH 


Whkkk  art  thou  gone,  light-ankled  Youth  ? 

With  wing  at  either  shoulder. 
And  smile  that  never  left  thy  mouth 

Until  the  Hours  grew  colder : 

Then  somewhat  seemM  to  whisper  near 

That  thou  and  I  must  part ; 
i  doubted  it ;  I  felt  no  fearp 

No  weight  U|}on  the  heart. 


lO 
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If  aiight  befell  it,  LoTe  was  by 

And  roU'd  it  off  again ; 
So,  if  there  ever  was  a  si^ h, 

'T  was  not  a  sigh  of  pain. 

I  may  not  call  thee  back  ;  bat  thott 
Betumest  when  the  hand 

Ofgentle  Sleep  waves  o'er  my  broir 
£s  poppy-crested  wand ; 

Then  smiling  eyes  bend  over  minOp 
Then  lips  once  press'd  invite ; 

Bat  sleep  hath  given  a  silent  sigOi 
And  both,  alas  I  take  flight 


TO  AGE 

Welooioc,  old  friend  I    These  maiqr  yean 

Have  we  liv'd  door  by  door : 
The  Fates  have  laid  aside  their  shears 

Perhaps  for  some  few  more. 

I  was  indocile  at  an  age 

When  better  boys  were  taught. 

But  thoa  at  len^h  hast  made  me  sage, 
If  I  am  sage  m  aught. 

Little  I  know  from  other  men, 

Too  little  they  from  me. 
But  thou  hast  pointed  well  the  pen 

That  writes  these  lines  to  thee. 

Humks  for  expelling  Fear  and  Hope, 

One  vile,  the  other  vain  ; 
One's  scourge,  the  other's  telescope, 

I  shall  not  see  again  : 

Bather  what  lies  before  my  feet 

My  notice  shall  engage. 
He  who  hath  brav'd  Youth's  dizzy  heat 

Dreads  not  the  frost  of  Age. 


ROSE  AYLMER 

Ah  what  avails  the  sceptred  race. 

Ah  what  the  form  divine  t 
What  every  virtue,  every  grace  I    . 

Rose  Aylmer,  sM  were  thine. 
Rose  Aylmer,  whom  these  wakeful  eyes 

Mav  weep,  but  never  see, 
A  night  of  memories  and  of  sighs 

I  consecrate  to  thee. 


ROSE    AYLMER*S    HAI 
BY  HER  SiST] 


GIVEN 


BEAxmwvL  ipoOst 
Umiibt lieait^i  MA  dtaFdnfi  valii^ 
EAaining  jontt^  xvwasdliif  < 


qr. 


CHILD  OF  A  DAY 


Child  of  a  di^,  tlMm 

The  tean  that  of«iflov  tUM  «fl^ 
The  gadiing  ayes  tliat  Mad  thgr  k^ 

HoTy  if  tSoa  fcn^iugt^  tir^^if  ig^ 

And  why  the  wkh  I  «1m  put  ni  bhafc 
Wateh  like  thy  motJwro'agtiyJesy. 

Opeaeefid  night  1    OtofiidBHfel 
Thou  wilt  not  eff^er  aee  hsr  wiwpw 


FIESOLAN  IDYL 

Here,  where  precipitate  Spring  with  one 

light  bound 
Into  hot  Summer's  lusty  arms  expires. 
And  where  go  forth'  at  mom,  at  eve,  at 

night, 
Soft  airs  that  want  the  lute  to  play  with  *em, 
And  softer  sighs  that  know  not  what  they 

want, 
Aside  a  wall,  beneath  an  oranee-tree. 
Whose  tallest  flowers  could  tm  the  lowlier 

ones 
Of  sights  in  Fiesole  right  up  above. 
While  I  was  gazing  a  few  paces  oS 
At  what  they  seenrd  to  show  me  with  their 

nods, 
Their  frequent  whispers  and  their  pmnting 

shoots, 
A  gentle  maid  came  down  the  garden-etepa 
And  gather'd  the  pure  treasure  in  her  1^ 
I  heard  the  branches  rustle,  and  ste^'d 

forth 
To  drive  the  ox  away,  or  mule,  or  goat. 
Such  I  believ'd  it  must  be.    How  oould  I 
Let  beast  o'erpower  them  ?  when  hath  wind 

or  rain 
Borne  hard  upon  weak  plant  that  wanted 

me, 
And  I  (however  they  might  bluster  rotund) 


WALTER   SAVAGE  LANDOR 


Wftlk*d  off  ?    T  were  most  aogrfttoful :  for 

Am9    Ibe  »iiift  yehicles  of    still    sweeter 

thotigbta, 
And  mKne  tuid  pillow  the  dull  roemory 
HMt  would  let  drop  without  tbem  ber  best 

stores. 
cy  bring  mo  tales  of  youth  and  tones  of 

I  ^Itajuid  ever  was  my  wish  and  waj 
"owcrs  live  freely,  and  all  die 

„       tbeir  Gt*mus   Lids   their  souls 
'iepart) 

:  tbeir  kindred  in  their  native  place. 

'  pluck  the  rose  ;  the  violet's  head 
Xh  shaken  with  my  breath  upon  its  bank 
tmt  reproMib'd  tne  ;  the  ever^sacred 

cup 
'  tb«  pure  lily  bath  between  my  bands 
FcUtaie,  itnsou'd,  nor  lost  one  grain  of  gold. 
I  a^w  the  Ugbt  that  made  the  glossy  leaves 
More  gioeey  ;  the  fair  arm,  the  fairer  cheek 
Warnrd  bv  Ute  eye  intent  on  its  pursuit ; 
1  saw  tb^  loot  that,  alt  bough  balf-ercct 
F^n  its  mty  slipper,  could  not  Lift  her  up 
To  wbsl  Sm  wanted  :  I  held  down  a  branch 
And  gaUier'd  her  some  blossoms  ;  since 

Uieir  hour 
Was  come,  and  bees  had  wounded  them, 

and  flies 
Of  bfttdur  wing  were  working  tbeir  way 

ihmiigb 
And  ecattering  them  in  fragments  under 

foot. 
So  eriap  were  some^  tliey  rattled  unevolv' d, 
Otbcre,  ere  broken  off,  fell  into  shells, 
Unbending,  brittle,  lucid,  white  like  snow, 
And  like  snow  not  seen  through,  by  eye  or 

etm: 
T«i  ©rery  one  her  gown  received  from  me 
Wa0  fairer  than  the  first.     I  thought  not  so, 
Bol  Ml  ebe  [iraisM  them  to  reward  my  oare. 
I  «ud,  ^  I'oii  find  the  largest.*' 

"This  indeed," 
Ciied  sbi*,  **  is  birge  and  sweet.*'    She  held 

utie  forth, 
WkHhrr  for  me  to  look  at  dr  to  take 
8he  knew  not,  nor  did  I ;  but  taking  it 
WmM  best  have  sdr'd  (and  this  she  felt) 

bet  doabL 
I  4m^A  not  lOQob  it ;  for  it  seem'd  a  part 
Of  Imt  own  self ;    fresh,   fuU,   the   most 


Of  yauoBte,  yet  a  blossom  ;  with  a  touch 
To  im,  aod  yot  u&fallon.    She  drew  back 


The  boon  she  tender*d,  and  then,  finding  not 
The  ribbon  at  her  waist  to  fix  it  in, 
Dropped  it,  as  loth  to  drop  it,  on  the  rest. 


FAREWELL  TO  ITALY 

I  LEAVE  thee,  beauteous  Italy  t  no  mors 
From  the  high  terraces,  at  eveuotide, 
To  look  supine  into  thy  depths  of  sky, 
Thy  golden  moon  between  the  cliif  and  me^ 
Or  thy  dark  spires  of  fretted  cypresses 
Bordwring  the  channel  of  the  milky  way* 
Ficsiile  and  Valdarno  must  be  dreams 
Hereafter,  and  my  own  lost  A^nco 
Murmur  to  mc  but  in  the  poet^s  song. 
I  did  believe  (what  have  I  not  believ*d?), 
Weary  with  age,  but  unoppre»s*d  by  paiU| 
To  close  in  thy  soft  clime  my  quiet  day 
And  rest  my  bones  in  the  mimosa^s  shade. 
Hope  !    Hope  I    few  ever  aherish'd  thee  so 

little  ; 
Few  are  the  heads  thou  hast  so  rarely  raised; 
But  thou  didst  promise  this,  and  all  was 

well. 
For  we  are  fond  of  thinking  where  to  He 
^V'^hen  every  pulse  hath  ceased,  when  tbi 

lone  heart 
Can  lift  no  aspiration  —  reasoning 
As  if  the  sight  were  unimpaired  bv  death, 
Weixj  unobstructed  by  the  eoflin-bd, 
And  the  sun  cheered  comiption  !     Over  all 
The  smiles  of  Nnture  shed  a  potent  chann, 
And  light  us  to  our  chamber  at  the  grave. 


THE  MAID'S   LAMENT 

ELIZABETHAN 

I  LOV*D  him  not ;  and  yet  now  he  is  gone 

I  feel  I  am  alone. 
I  cheeked  him  while  b«  spoke ;  yet  could 
he  speak, 

Alas  1  I  would  not  check. 
For  reasons  not  to  love  him  ouce  I  sought, 

And  wearied  all  mv  thought 
To  vex  myself  and  him  :  \  now  would  give 

My  love,  could  he  but  live 
Who  lately  liv^d  for  me,  and  when  he  found 

*T  was  vain,  in  holy  ground 
He  hid  his  face  amid  the  shades  of  death. 

I  waste  for  him  my  breath 
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Who  wasted  his  for  me  ;  bat  mine 

And  this  lone  bosom  bums 
With  stifling  heat,  hearing  it  up  in  deep 

And  waking  me  to  weep 
Tears  that  had  melted  his  soft  heart :  for 
jrears 

Wept  he  as  bitter  tears. 
Merdftd  God!  sach  was  his  latest  pntjvr. 

These  may  the  never  share! 
Quieter  is  his  breath,  his  breast  mote  edd. 

Than  daisies  in  the  mould, 
Where  children  spell,  athwart  the  dnnel^ 
jardgate. 

His  name  and  life's  brief  date. 
Fray  for  him,  gentle  souls,  whoe'er  joa  be^ 

And  oh  1  pray  too  for  me  I 


MARGARET 

Mother,  I  cannot  mind  my  wheel ; 
My  fingers  ache,  my  lips  are  dry ; 
Oh,  if  you  felt  the  pain  I  feel ! 
But  oh,  who  ever  felt  as  1 1 
No  longer  could  I  doubt  him  true. 
All  other  men  may  use  deceit ; 
He  always  said  my  eyes  were  blue. 
And  often  swore  my  lips  were  sweet. 


ON  MUSIC 

Many  love  music  but  for  music's  sake  ; 
Many  because  her  touches  can  awake 
Thoughts  that  repose  within  the  breast  half 

dead. 
And  rise  to  follow  where  she  loves  to  lead. 
What   various  feelings  come   from    days 

gone  by  ! 
What  tears  from  far-off  sources  dim  the 

eye ! 
Few,  when  light  fingers  with  sweet  voices 

play. 
And    melodies    swell,    pause,   and    melt 

away, 
Mind  how  at  everv  touch,  at  every  tone, 
A  spark  of  life  hath  glisten'd  and  luith  gone. 


PLAYS 

Alas,  how  soon  the  hours  are  over 
Counted  us  out  to  play  the  lover  t 
And  how  much  narrower  is  the  stage 
Allotted  us  to  play  the  sage  I 


Bui  lAm  we  pl^r  «1m  inol,  lov  1 
Tlie  tlieetfe  ei^ttBde  1  liwidij 
How  kng  tiie  MdlBMe  dli  ImIom  w  I 
How rneay pwwnptew I  iriHitiselMmt 


THERE     FALLS     WITH      EVERV 
WEDDING  CHIME 

Tbsbb  laDi  witll  eyery  wedding  chli: 
A  leetber  from  the  wuxg  nf  Time, 
Too  piok  it  up,  and  aaj  "  How  fair 
To  look  imoii  ita  colon;  are  \  " 
Awotiier  mipe  day  after  day 
Unheeded  ;  not  one  word  you  &aj, 
Wlien  Mfilit  and  dusky  are  blowu  pa 
Upon  the  neeoe  there  noda  the  kst. 


SHAKESPEARE  AND  MILTOK 

The  tongae  of  England,  that  which  myiledi 
Have  spoken  and  will  speak,  were  paralysed 
Hereatter,  but    two   mighty  men    stand 

forth 
Above  the  flight  of  ages,  two  alone ; 
One  crying  out, 

AU  nations  spcke  thrvugh  me. 
The  other : 

True;  and  through  this  trumpei  Inarst 
Ood*s  word;  the  fall  of  Angels,  and  tk§ 

doom 
First  ofimmortaly  then  of  mortal  Man. 
Glory  !  he  glory  !  not  to  me,  to  Ood. 


MACAULAY 

The  dreamy  rhymer's  measnr'd  snoro 
Falls  heavy  on  our  ears  no  more  ; 
And  by  long  strides  are  left  behind 
The  dear  delights  of  woman-kind. 
Who  win  their  battles  like  their  loveSy 
In  satin  waistcoats  and  kid  gloves, 
And  have  achieved  the  crowning  work 
When  they  have  truss'd  and  akewer'd  m 

Turk. 
Another  comes  with  stouter  tread. 
And  stalks  among  the  statelier  dead. 
He  rushes  on,  and  hails  by  turns 
High-crested  Scott,  broad-breasted  BnnMi 
And  shows  the  British  youth,  who  ne'er 
Will  lag  behind,  what  Komans  were, 
When  idl  the  Tuscans  and  their  Lars 
Shouted,  and  shook  the  towem  of  Maa. 
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ROBERT  BROWNING 

TWDOI  it  delight  in  singmg,  though  none 

hcAr 
Bttidc  th<*  tttnger  ;  and  there  is  delight 
In  mmiHinifr  though  the  praiser  sit  alone 
Am  wb€^  the  pr&is^d  faj-  off  him,  far  above. 
I  h  not  our  poet,  but  the  world^s. 
I  on  him  do  speech  I  and  brief  for 

Bro wiling !    Sinoe  Chauoer  was  alive  and 

hale, 
Ko  man  hatb  walked  along  our  roads  with 

ttep 
So  active,  so  inquiring  ere,  or  tongue 
So  varied  iu  discourse.     But  warmer  clinaes 
Givse  brighter  plumage,  strooger  wing  :  the 

Of  Alpiiie  heights  thoa  playest  with,  borne 

Btyoed  Sotrrento  and  Amalfi,  where 

ThB  ^feti  waits  thee,  singing  soog  for  song, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  M.  D'OSSOLI 
AND  HIS  WIFE  MARGARET 
FULLER 


Urn 


his  luilliotis  Death  has  lawful  powers 
oTvr  thee,  brave  D^Ossoli  I  none,  tione. 
longer  struggle,  in  a  fight 
Wioitliv  of  Italj,  to  youth  restored, 
Tho^  laj  from  home,  art  sunk  beneath  the 

■ttm 
Of  tlie  AUantie  ;  on  its  shore  ;  in  reach 
Of  h«lp  ;    in  trust  of  refuge  ;  sunk  with 

all 
IVwitMis  on  itttth  to  thee  *  .  .  a  child,  a 

vifttt 
Brood  as  thou  wert  of  her,  America 
li  poottder,  showing  to  her  sons  how  high 
Smlll    woman*s    courage    in    a   virtuous 

brsast. 
Sbo  wviald  not  leave  behind  her  those  she 

lov'd  ; 
fiaek  iolitary  safety  might  become 
Oflnn  ;  not  her  ;  not  her  who  stood  beside 
n^MQ^i  of  the  wounded,  when  the  worst 
Of  rauMt  aad  Perfidy  assail'd  the  walls 
Of  asMfesnieions  Rome.    Rest,  glorious  soul, 
RsMiay'q  for  strength  of  genius,  Margaret  1 
Best  witb  ibe  twain  too  dear  f    My  words 

AM  few, 
Aad  iiuifily  none  will  hear  my  failing  voice, 


But  the  same  language  with  more  full  ap- 
peal 

Shall  bail  thee.    Many  are  the  6on8  of  song 

Whom  thou  hast  heard  upon  tby  native 
plains 

Worthy  to  sing  of  thee  :  the  hour  is  come  ; 

Take  we  our  seats  and  let  the  dirge  begin. 


TO  lANTHE 


You  sraifd^  you  spoke,  and  I  bcliev'd. 
By  every  word  and  smile  deceived. 
Another  man  would  hope  no  more  ; 
Kor  hope  I  what  I  hop'd  before  : 
But  let  not  this  last  wish  be  vain  ; 
Deceive,  deceive  me  onoe  again  I 


lANTHE'S  TROUBLES 

TotTB  pleasures  spring  like  daisies  in  the 
grass. 
Cut  down  and  up  again  as   blithe   aa 
ever  ; 
From  you,  lanthe,  little  troubles  past 
Like  little  ripples  in  a  suuny  river. 


THE  APPEAL 

Remain,  ah  not  in  youth  alone, 

Though  youth,  where  you  are,  long  will 
stay. 
But  when  my  summer  days  are  gone. 

And  my  autumnal  haste  away. 

**  Can  I  be  alioayg  by  your  side  f  " 

No  ;  but  the  hours  you  can,  yon  roust. 
Nor  rise  at  Death's  approaching  stride. 

Nor  go  when  dust  is  gone  to  dust. 


THE  TEST 

I  ITELD  her  hand»  the  pledge  of  bliss. 

Her  band  that  trembled  and  withdrew  f 
She  bent  her  head  before  my  kiss  .  .  . 

My  heart  was  sure  that  hers  was  true. 
Now  I  have  told  her  I  must  part. 

She  shakes  my  hand,  she  bids  adieu. 
Nor  shuns  the  kiss*     Alas,  my  heart  I 

Hers  never  was  the  heart  lot  you. 
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IN  AFTER  TIME 

Ko,  mj  own  love  of  otlier  jeaii  t 

No,  it  must  never  he* 
Much  rests  with  you  that  yet  endeaifl, 

Alftfl  I  bnt  what  with  me  ? 
Coald  those  bright  jeara  o*er  m&  revolve 

So  gay,  o*er  you  bo  fair, 
The  pearl  of  life  we  wotald  dissolve 

AnJd  each  the  cup  might  share. 
Yon  show  that  truth  can  ne^ei'  deoay. 

Whatever  fate  befalls  ; 
I,  that  the  myrtle  and  the  hay 

Shoot  fresh  on  rained  wallsL 


A  PROPHECY 

Proud  word  yon  never  spoke,  hot  yoa  will 
speak 
Fouj'  not  exempt  from  pride  some  future 
day. 
Resting  on  one  white  hand  a  wwmi  wet 
cheekj 
Over  my  open  volume  you  will  say, 
"This  tnao  loved  m«/'^  then  rise  and 
Inp  awEy.. 


COWSLIPS 

Wrrs  rosy  hand  a  little  girl  preas^d  down 
A  boss  of  fre9h-ciill*d  cowslips  in  a  lill  i 
Often  as  they  sprang  up  again,  a  frown 
Showed  she  disbk'fl  resistance  to  her  will ; 
But  when   they  drocjp^d  their  heads  and 

shone  much  less. 
She  shook  them  to  and  fro,  and  threw  them 

by. 

And  tripp'd  away*    "  Ye  loathe  the  heavi- 
ness 
Ye  love  to  cause,  my  little  ^rU  I "  thought  I, 
"And  what  has  shone  for  you,  by  you  must 

diel" 


WRINKLES 

When  Helen  first  saw  wrinMes  in  her  face 
(Twas  when  some  fifty  long  had  settled 

there 
And  intermarried  and  branch'd  off  a  wide) 
She  threw  herself  upon  her  conch  and  wept  : 
On  this  side  hung  her  head,  and  over  that 


Lktksaly  she  let  faU  the  faithless  bras9 
That  made  the  men  as  faithless. 

But  when  ydi 
Found  them,  or  fancied  them,  B.nd  wouU 

not  hear 
That  they  were  only  T©stiges  of  smiles, 
Or  the  impressiion  of  sotne  amorous  hair 
Astitty  from  cloister'd   curls  and   roscati 

bandf 
Which  had  been  lying  there  all  night  pef 

haps 
Upon  a  skin  so  soft»  "  No,  no,"  yon  said, 
**  bure,  they  are  coming,  yes,  are  eoxne,  an 

here : 
Wellt  and  what  matters  i^  while  thou  mx 


ADVICE 


doJ| 


To  writ©  as  yo^r  sweet  mother  do 

la  all  you  wish  to  do« 
Play,  sing,  and  smile  for  others,  Rose  1 

Let  others  writ©  for  you. 

Or  mount  again  your  Dartmoor  gr^, 

And  I  will  walk  beside, 
Until  we  reach  that  quiet  bay 

Which  only  hears  the  tide. 

Then  wave  at  me  your  pencil,  then 
At  distance  bid  me  standi 

Before  the  eavem*d  clLfff  &^^n 
The  creature  of  your  hand. 

And  bid  me  then  go  past  the  nook 
To  sketch  me  less  in  size  ; 

There  are  but  few  content  to  look 
So  little  in  your  eyes* 

Delight  us  with  the  gifts  yon  havti, 
And  wish  for  none  beyond  : 

To  some  be  gay,  to  some  be  grave. 
To  one  (blest  youth  I)  be  fond. 

Pleasures  there  are  how  close  to  Pain, 

And  hett<^r  unpossest  { 
Let  poetry's  too  throbbing  vein 

Lie  quiet  in  your  breast. 

HOW  TO  READ  ME 

To  turn  my  volumes  o'er  nor  find 

(Sweet  nnsusnicious  friend  1) 
Some  veKtige  of  an  erring  mind 
To  chide  or  diseommend, 


P^^^^^^^^^^H^^^^I 

1                                            WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR                                   ^5^1 

Believe  tliat  all  were  lov^d  like  yoa 

I  never  was  among                            ^^M 
The  choir  of  Wisaom*s  song,             ^^^M 

With  love  from  blame  exempt. 

Believe  that  all  my  griefs  were  tme 

But  pretty  lies  lov^d  I                     ^^M 

And  all  my  joya  but  dreamt. 

As  much  as  any  king,                          ^^M 

When  youth  was  on  the  wing,             ^^ 

And  (must  it  then  be  told  ?)  when  youth        J 

had  quite  gone  by*                      ^^m 

TIME   TO  BE   WISE 

^^1 

Alas  1  and  I  have  not                         ^^M 

ITis  ;  I  write  verses  now  and  theo, 

The  pleasant  hour  forgot                    ^^M 

Bf&t  bittttt  and  flnecid  is  my  pett« 

When  one  pert  lady  said,               ^^M 

Ko  laager  talk'd  of  by  young  men 

**0  Walter  t  I  am  quite                     ^H 

Aa  rather  clever  \ 

BewUder'd  with  ail'rigfat  1                   ^H 

In  tbe  la«t  quarter  art*  my  eyes, 
Tua  80C  it  by  their  form  and  size  ; 

I  see  (sit  quiet  now)  a  white  hair  on  your        | 

head!**                                               J 

la  it  not  time  then  to  be  wise  ? 

^^H 

Or  now  ur  never. 

Another  more  benign                         ^^M 

SnippM  it  away  from  mine,               ^^M 

Fairest  that  ever  «pmng  from  Eve  ! 

And  in  her  own  dark  hair               ^^H 

WMle  Tuat  allows  the  short  renrieve, 
JmI  kxkk  at  sm  t  would  you  believe 

Pretended  it  was  found  .  .  .                 ^^t 

She  leap*d,  and  twirled  it  round  . .  •        I 

T  waa  ouce  a  lover  7 

Fair  as  she  was,  she  never  was  so  fair  1        ^J 

t  cannot  clear  the  five-bar  gate  ; 

^^H 

Climb  stifiiy  np,  take  breath,  and  wait 
Tu  imndie  over. 

^^M 

^^^^1 

H 

Thffoagh  gallopade  I  cannot  swino^ 

The  entailing  blooms  of  Beauty's  spring  : 

I  cansiot  say  the  tender  thing, 

ON  HIMSELF                    ™ 

1  STROVE  with  none,  for  none  was  wc^th  mf 

Be 't  true  or  false, 

strife  ; 

And  am  beginning  to  opine 
Tboae  girls  are  only  half  dirine 

Nature  I  lov'd,  and  next  to  Nature,  Art ; 

I  warmed  both  hands  before  the  fire  of 

Whose  waists  yon  wicked  boys  entwine 

life; 

In  giddy  waits. 

It  sinks,  and  I  am  ready  to  depart          ^^fl 

I  fe«r  that  arm  above  that  shoulder  ; 

" 

I  wiah  them  wiser,  graver,  older, 

ON    LUCRETIA  BORGIA'S   HAIR 

Sudsier,  and  no  harm  if  colder, 

And  panting  less. 

Borgia,  thou  once  wert  almost  too  august 

All  1  fieople  were  not  half  so  wild 

And    high    for    adoration ;    now    thou  *rfc 

In  former  days,  when,  starehly  mild« 

dust; 

Upo«  ber  liigb-heerd  Essex  smird 

The  brave  Queen  Bess. 

fold, 

Calm  hair  meandering  in  pellucid  gold. 

THE  ONE  WHITE   HAIR 

PERSISTENCE                   ^M 

Tte  wisest  of  the  wise 

^^M 

listen  to  pretty  lies 

My  hopes  retire  ;  mv  wishes  as  before              1 
Struggle   to   iind    their    resting-phuje   in        1 

And  love  to  hear  them  told  ; 

Doubt  not  that  Solomon 

vain  i                                                        1 

Listened  to  many  a  one,  — 
goat  31  his  rmitb,  ana  more  when  he  grew 

The   ebbing  sea   thus  beats  against  the       J 

shore ;                                                 ^H 

The  shore  repels  it ;  it  returns  again.          ^^M 

if 
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MAN 

Ik  his  own  imnge  tbc  Creator  nifidet 
Hia  own  pure  &uijbeam  quiekeii*d  thee,  O 

tnan  1 
Thou  breatbirg  dial  I  Hinee  thy  day  be^ii 
The  present  hottr  was  ever  mafk'd  with 
shade  J 

TO   SLEEP 

CoHE,  Sleep  I  but  mind  ye  f  if  yon  comt 

Wtthaiit 
The  little  girl  that  struck  me  at  the  roiitj 
By  Jove  I  I  would  not  give  you  half^^a^crown 
Wqt  all  y ouf  poppy-heada  and  all  your  dowtu 


ON  LIVING  TOO  LONG 

Is  it  not  better  at  an  early  hour 

In  its  ealm  cell  to  rest  the  weary  bead, 

While  birds  are  singiiig  and  while  blooms 
the  bower, 
Than  stt  the  fire  out  and  go  starred  to  bed? 


A   THOUGHT 

Blythe  bell,  that  calls  to  bridal  halla, 

Tolls  deep  a  darker  day  ; 
The  very  shower  that  feeda  the  flower 

WeepB  also  its  decay. 


HEARTSEASE 

There  is  a  fiower  I  wish  to  wear. 
But  not  until  first  won*  by  you  — 

Jleartsease^ — of  all   earth ^s   fiowera  most 
rare  ; 
Bnng  it; ;  and  bring  enough  lor  two. 


VERSES   WHY   BURNT 

How  many  Terfi^  have  I  thrown 
Into  the  fire  becaoro  the  one 
Peculiar  word,  tbo  wanted  most. 
Was  lETeeoverably  lost  1 


DEATH  UNDREADED 

Death  stands  above  me^  whispering  low 

I  know  not  what  into  my  ear  ; 

Of  Ms  strange  language  all  I  know 

Is,  there  is  not  a  word  of  fear. 


.> 


MEMORY 

The  Mother  of  the  Muses,  we  are  taught,  ^ 
Is  Memory  i  she  has  left  me  ;  tbt^y  reuiaii] 
And  shake  my  shoulder,  urging  mc  to  siu^ 
About  the  summer  days,  ruy  loves  of  old, ' 
Alas  I  alas  /  is  all  I  eau  reply. 
Memory  has  left  with  me  that  name  alone, 
Harmonious  name,  which  other  bards  mar^ 

sing,  "9 

But  her  bright  image  in  my  darkeiit  hour 
Comes  back,  in  vain  comes  back,  call*d  or 

uncalled. 
Forgotten  are  the  names  of  "visitors 
Ready  to  press  my  hand  hut  yesterday  ; 
Forgotten  are  the  names  of  earlier  friends 
Whose  gen  sal  converse  and  glad  couiit(^ 

nance 
Are  fresh  as  ever  to  mine  ear  and  eye  ; 
To  these,  when  I  have  written  and  besonght 
Kemembranee  of  me,  the  word  Dear  alone 
Hangs  on  the  upper  verge,  and  waits  m 

vain, 
A  blessing  wert  thon,  O  oblivion, 
If  thy  stream  carried  only  weeds  away^ 
But  vernal  and  autumnal  flowers  alike 
It  hurries  down  to  wither  on  the  strand. 


FOR   AN   EPITAPH   AT    FIESOLE 

Lo  \  where  the  four  mimosas  blend  their 

shade 
In  calm  repose  at  last  is  Landor  laid  t 
For  ere  he  slept    he  saw   them  phinted 

here 
By  her  hb  sonl  had  ever  held  most  dear, 
And  he   had   liv'd  enough  when  he   had 

dried  her  tear, 
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^Btor^c  SDarlcp                                   H 

THE  FLOWER  OF  BEAUTY 

While  aside  her  cheek  we  're  mshingj           ^^M 
Like  some  truant  bees  at  play.                   ^^M 

SmcBT  tn  ber  green  dell   the   fiower  of 

1 

beAaty  sluHiberfl, 

LqUM    bj    the    faint    breexes    sighing 

Kissing  every  bud  we  pass,  —                    ^^M 

throiigb  her  hmr  ; 

As  we  did  it  in' the  bustle,                                ^^M 

SiMif  ibe,  and  hears  not  the  melancholj 

Scarcely  knowing  how  it  waa.                      ^^M 

niimbeni 

^^1 

Breathed  to  mj  sad  lute  amid  the  lonely 

Dawn  the  glen,  across  the  mountatni              ^^M 

atr. 

0*cr  the  yellow  hea^h  we  nmm,                   ^^H 

Whirling  round  about  the  fountain                 ^^M 

Dottd   from  the  high  cliffs  the  rirulet  h 

Till  ita  Uttle  breakers  foam,                        ^M 

tcoming, 
To  vrind  roiuid  the  willow-banks  that  lure 

Bending  down  the  weeping  willows,               ^^H 

him  frmn  above ; 

While  our  Tesper  hyrnn  we  sigh  ;               ^^M 

O   thmU  in  tears  from  my  rooky  prison 

Then  unto  onr  rosy  pillows                               ^H 

streaming, 
Ii  loo»  «ottid  glide  to  the  bower  of  my  love  I 

On  our  weary  wings  we  hie*                        ^H 

^^M 

There  of  idlenesses  dreaming,                        ^^M 

All,  where  the  woodbines  with  sleepy  arms 

Scarce  from  waking  we  refrain,                  ^^| 

liare  wound  her, 

Moments  long  as  ages  deeming                       ^^M 

Ope»  she  her  eyelids  at  the  dream  of  my 

JittTfiftTr,  like  the  doye,  while  the  foantainB 
Mio  round  her, 

Till  we  ^re  at  our  play  again.                      ^^M 

SONGS  FROM  "SYLVIA;  OR,THF        1 

To  her  lost  maters  rail  in  the  forests  for 

MAY   QUEEN  "                       ^1 

away. 

^1 

Cmm^  tbtttf  my  hird  1  for  the  peace  thoa 

CHORUS  OF   SPIRITS                            ^| 

#verbedi^t, 

Ge^ttly  I  —  gently  !  —  down  f  —  down  f        ^^J 

861]  Heaven's  messenger  of  comfort  to 

From  the  starry  courts  on  high,                  ^^M 

tne  ; 

Gently  step  adown,  down                                 ^^| 
The  ladder  of  the  sky.                                   ^H 

C— e  1  this  fond  bosom,  my  faithluUest, 

my  fairest, 

^^H 

BIggds  with  its  death-wonnd  ^  but  deeper 

Sunbeam  ste^  are  strong  enough                  ^^M 

J9i  for  thee. 

For  snch  atry  feet :                                       ^^M 

Spirits,  blow  your  trumpets  rough^                 ^^| 
So  as  they  be  sweet !                                     ^^M 

SUMMER  WINDS 

Ur  Qm  d*le  and  down  tlie  bourtiet 

Breathe  them  loud,  the  Queen  deseendiiigb   ^H 

^L  Cer  thm  iDeadow  swift  we  fly  ; 

Yet  a  lowly  welcome  breathe,                      ^H 

^^pbw  «■  ting«  and  now  wo  tnoumi 

Like  so  many  flowerets  liending                       ^^H 

^^^  Ko^  w«  wittstle,  now  we  sigh. 

Zephyr's  breezy  foot  beneatbl                     ^^^ 

Tliroi^h  the  murmnring  reeds  we  sweep, 
Mid  the  nly4eaves  we  quiver^ 

^1 
MORXtNG-SOXG                                ^H 

To  tbeir  very  hearts  we  creep* 

Awake  thee,  my  Lady-lore  t                      ^^| 

Wake  thee,  and  rise  1                              ^^| 

Vow  tbt  inaideii  rose  is  binshing 

The  aun  through  the  bower  peeps              ^^M 

^^^  Hm  froUo  things  we  say» 

Into  thine  eyes  1                                      ^^M 

i8 
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Behold  how  the  early  lark 

Who  wants  --  (hush  1  hush  1) 

SprtDga  from  the  com  I 
HsLtkt  bark  how  the  flower-bud 

A  box  of  paint  7 

T  will  give  a  blnsh 

Windii  her  wee  horn  I                             , 

Yet  leave  no  t^int  t 

This  rose  with  natnral  rouge  is  fill'dt 

The  flwalIow*a  gkd  shrJek  b  hearf 

From  its  own  dewy  leaves  distiU'd* 

All  through  the  air  ; 

The  Btoek-dove  is  mufmutmg 

Then    lady    and    gentlemen    fari,   mme 

Loud  aa  she  dare- 

buy  I 

You  never  wiU    meet    sneh  a  merchant 

Apollo*fl  wing'd  btigteman      '   • 

afill 

Caunot  COD  tain, 

Bat  peals  his  loud  tmmpetr^satl 

IV 

Once  and  again. 

BOMAKZO  TO  STLV%k 

Then  wake  the«,  mj  Lady-lore  1 

Bijrd  of  toy  bower  1 

IVr  taught  thee  Love*s  swe^t  lesson 

The  Bweeteat  and  aleepiefit 

o*erj 

Bird  at  thk  hour  1 

A  taak  that  h  not  learn'd  with  tears  : 

^ 

Was  Sylvia  e'er  so  blest  before 

ni 

In  her  wihi,  solitary  yeara  ? 

Then    what    does    he    deserve^    the 

h^phon's  song 

Youth, 

Who  made  her  con  so  dear  a  truth  I 

Lady  and  gentlemen  fays,  come  buy  I 
No  pedlar  has  such  a  rich  packet  as  L 

Till  now  in  silent  vales  to  roam, 

Singing  vain  songs  to  heedless  ftowers^ 
Or  watch  the  dashing  bLllows  foaai. 
Amid  thy  looely  myrtle  bowers, 

Who  wanto  a  go  wo 

Of  purple  fold. 

Embroidered  down 

To  weave    Ught    crowns    of    various 

The  seania  with  gold  7 

See  here  I  —  a  Tulip  riehly  laced 

hue, — 

To  please  a  royal  faity^B  taate  I 

The  wild  bird,  though  most  musieai. 

Who  wants  a  cap 

Could  not  to  thy  sweet  plaint  reply  ; 

Of  crinisoQ  grand  f 

The  streamlel;  and  the  waterfall 

By  great  good  hap 
J  Ve  one  on  hand  i 

Could  only  weep  when  thou  didst  sigh  1 
Thou  couldst  not  change  one  dulcet 

Look,  sir  1  —  a  Cock^i-comb,  flowering 

word 

red, 

Either  with  billow,  or  with  bird* 

nr  is  jnst  the  things  6Lr$  for  yonr  head  I 

For  leaves  and  flowers,  but  these  aionej 

Who  wants  a  frwik 

Winds  have  a  soft  discoursing  way ; 

Of  Testal  hue  ? 

Heav'n*9  starry  talk  is  all  its  owUi  — 

Or  anowy  smock  7  — 

It  dies  in  thunder  far  away. 

Fair  maid|  do  rou  ? 
O  me  I  —  a  Ladyinioek  so  white  ! 

E'en  when   thou  wouldat  the    Moon 

begrnile 

Tonr  bosom's  self  u  not  more  bright. 

To  apeak,  —  she  only  deigns  to  smilx^  1 

Who  wants  to  sport 
A  slender  limo  7 

Now,  birds  and  winds,  be  churlish  stiUt 

Ye  waters  keep  your  sullen  roar. 
Stars  be  as  distant  as  ye  will,  — 

I  Ve  every  sort 

Of  hose  for  him  i 

Sylvia  need  court  ye  now  no  more  r 

Both  scarlet,  siripedf  and  yellow  ones  ' 

In  Love  there  is  sodety 

This  Woodbine  makes  to^E  paBtalooni  1 

She  never  yet  could  And  with  jre  f 

I 
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25rpfin  I^allet  f)tattn: 

("BARRY   CORNWALL") 


THE    SEA 

Tbm  ma  I  the  sen  1  the  open  sea  f 

Tbe  blu^^  the  f resh»  the  ever  free  t 

WilJiQat  a  miu'k,  without  a  bouiiili 

It  ranneth  the  earth^a  wide  re^^ioiis  round  ; 

It  pUr«  with  the  ciotids  ;  it  mocks  the  skiea  ; 

Ur  like,  a  czmdled  creature  lies. 

I  ^  00  Um  tea  f  I  'm  on  the  ses  I 
i  mm  where  I  would  ever  be  ; 

With  the  blue  above,  and  the  blue  below, 
Aad  sUenee  whemoe'er  I  go  ; 

II  a  afeprm  •hoald  oome  and  awake  the  deep. 
What  matter  ?  I  shall  ride  and  sleep. 

1  low^  O,  how  I  love  to  ride 
Ob  tbft  Heroe,  foaming,  btirstin^  tide, 
Wbea  erwTj  mad  wave  drowns  tbe  moon 
Or  vbistliiB  aloft  his  tempest  tune, 
~  t»Ils  bow  goeth  tbe  world  below, 
why  the  sou'weist  blasts  do  blow. 

I  nwer  was  on  the  duU^  tame  shore^ 
Boi  I  l<tT*<i  tbe  mat  sea  more  and  more, 
Mad  bMlcwardslew  to  her  billowy  breast, 
Uka  a  bifid  that  seeketh  its  motber*a  nest  ; 
AmI  a  nothcT  the  was,  and  is,  to  me  ; 
For  I  waa  bcnm  on  tbe  open  sea  I 

Hie  warea  were  white,  and  red  the  mom, 

In  the  noisj  hour  when  I  was  bom  ; 

And  the  whale  it  whistled,  the   porpoise 

roU*a, 
And  tbe  dolphins  bared  tbeir  baoks  of  gold  ; 
And  ii«T«r  was  beard  such  an  outerv  wild 
At  velootn^d  to  life  the  ocean-child  I 

I  Wm  Ur*d  since  then,  in  calm  and  strife. 
Fall  0ltj  stammers,  a  sailor's  life, 
With  wvatih  to  spend  and  a  power  to  ran?e, 
Bat    navar    have   sought   nor  sighed    For 


Death,  whenever  he  comes  to  me, 
oo  the  wild,  unbounded  sea  1 


THE   HUNTER'S   SONG 

Mum  f  Sleap  no  more  t  T  is  a  noble  mom  : 
Xba  dtva  bang  thiok  on  the  fringed  thom« 


And  the  frost  shrinks  back,  like  a  beater 

hound, 
Under  the  steaming,  steaming  ground. 
Behold,  where  tbe  billowj  clouds  flow  bj, 
And  leave  us  alone  in  tbe  clear  gray  sky  \ 
Our  horses  are  ready  and  steady*  —  So,  ho  I 
I  'm  gone,  like  a  dart  from  the  Tartar's  bow* 
Hark,  hark  I  —  Who  caUeth  the  maiden 

Mom 
From  her  deep  m  the  woods  and  (hi 
stubble  com  t 

The  hom^  —  the  horn  ! 
The  merry y  tweet  ring  <^the  h%mler*s  horn. 

Now,  thorough  the  copse,  where  the  fox  is 

found. 
And  over  the  stream,  at  a  mighty  bound, 
And  over  the  high  lands,  and  over  the  low, 
0*er  furrows,  o*er  meadows,  the  hunters  go  I 
Away  1  —  as  a  hawk  fiiea  full  at  its  prey, 
So  flieth  the  hunter,  away,  —  away  I 
From  tbe  burst  at  the  cover  till  set  of  sxm. 
When  the  red  fox  dies,  and  —  tbe  day  is 

done  I 
Harkt  hark  !  —  What  $o%md  on  the  wind 

is  borne  f 
*Tig  the  conquerinff  voice  of  the  hunier*i 

hOTfl* 

The  hom^  —  the  ham  t 
The  merrtft  bold  voke  of  the  hunter^s  ham, 

Sound  I    Sound  the  bom  !    To  the  hunter 

good 
What's  tbe  gullcy  deep  or  the  roaring  flood  f 
Right  over   he   bounds,  as   the  \iiid   stag 

bound  At 
At  the  heels  of  his  swift,  sure,  silent  hounda^ 
O,  wtiat  delight  can  a  mortal  lack. 
When  be  onci?  is  firm  on  his  horse's  back. 
With   his   stirrups  short,  and  his  snaffle 

strong* 
And  the  blast  of  the  bom  for  his  morning 
song? 
Bark,  hnrk  /  —  Now,  home  /  and  dream 

till  mom 
Of  the  botd^  sweet  sound  of  the  hunier*t 
homf 

The  hom^ — the  ham  t 
O,  the  smind  of  all  sounds  is  the  husUtr^ 


20 


DISTINCTIVE  POETS  AND  DRAlEA!TI8It 


THE  POET'S  SONG  TO  HIS  WIFE 

How  many  saminers,  loye. 

Have  I  been  thine  ? 
How  many  days,  thoa  doTe» 

Hast  thou  been  mine  ? 
Time,  like  the  winged  wind 

When 't  bends  i&  flowersy 
Hath  left  no  mark  behind. 

To  ooant  the  hours. 

Some  weight  of  thought,  thoagfaloth, 

On  thee  he  leaves  ; 
Some  lines  of  care  round  both 

Perhaps  he  weaves ; 
Some  fears,  —  a  soft  regret 

For  joys  scarce  known  ; 
Sweet  looks  we  half  forget  ;— 

All  else  is  flown  I 

Ah ! — With  what  thankless  heart 

I  monm  and  sins  I 
Look,  where  our  children  start, 

like  sudden  Spring  I 
With  tongues  all  sweet  and  low, 

Like  a  pleasant  rhyme. 
They  tell  how  much  I  owe 

To  thee  and  Time  I 


THE  STORMY  PETREL 

A  THOUSAND  miles  from  land  are  we, 
Tossing  about  on  the  roarine  sea ; 
From  billow  to  bounding  biUow  cast. 
Like  fleecy  snow  on  the  stormy  blast : 
The  sails  are  scattered  abroad,  like  weeds. 
The  strong  masts   shake  like    quivering 

reeds. 
The  mighty  cables,  and  iron  chains, 
The  huU,  which  all  earthly  strength  disdains. 
They  strain  and  they  crack,  and  hearts  like 

stone 
Their  natural  hard,  proud  strength  disown. 

Up  and  down  I    Up  and  down  I 

From  the  base  of  ttie  wave  to  the  billow's 

crown. 
And  midst  the  flashing  and  feathery  foam 
The  Stormy  Petrel  flj^  a  home, — 
A  home,  if  such  a  place  may  be. 
For  hex  who  lives  on  the  wide,  wide  sea. 
On  the  craggy  ice,  in  the  frozen  air. 
And  only  seeketh  her  rooky  hu 


CertlMDMpI     O'er  the  Deep  r 

WhsTO  the  innlit  and  tlie  ^h^u-k,  and  the 

fWOfd-Alk  sleep, 
Ontfljiiif  tiie  hint  and  the  da-ivmg  nd% 
Tbe  FSelnl  taDeA  her  tale  —  in  ram  ; 
For  tiie  mniiMir  eurseth  the  warumg  bird 
Who  fatixuNitii  him  news  vf  the  storms  un* 

heMd! 
Ah !  thus  does  flie  prophet,  of  good  or  ill. 
Meet  hate  from  the  creatures  he  serveUi 

.      BtiU: 
Yet  lie  ne'er  fidters  t  —  So,  Petrel !  sprmg 
Onoe  more  o'er  the  waves  on  thy  stormy 


PEACE !  WHAT  DO  TEARS  AVAIL? 

Peace  I  what  do  tears  avail  ? 
She  lies  all  dumb  and  pale, 

And  from  her  eye 
The  spirit  of  loyefjr  life  is  f ading. 

Ana  she  must  die  I 
Why  looks  the  lover  wroth  ?  the  friend  i^- 
braiding  ? 

Reply,  reply  I 

Hath  she  not  dwelt  too  long 
'Midst  pain,  and  grief,  and  wrong  ? 

Then,  why  not  die  ? 
Why  suffer  again  her  doom  of  sorrow, 

And  hopeless  lie  ? 
Why  nurse  the  trembling  dream  nntfl  to* 
morrow  ? 

Reply,  reply  I 

Death  !    Take  her  to  thine  arms. 
In  all  her  stainless  charms. 

And  with  her  fly 
To  heavenly  haunts,  where,  olad  in  hrfghir 
ness. 
The  Angels  lie. 
Wilt  bear  her  there,  O  Death !  in  all  her 
whiteness  ? 
Reply,  reply  I 

LIFE 

We  are  bom  ;  we  langh ;  we  weep  | 
We  love ;  we  droop ;  we  die  1 
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All  t  wherefore  do  we  kogh  or  weep  7 

Wliy  do  we  live,  or  die  ? 
Who  knowB  that  soc^t  de^p  ? 

Alu,iiotIl 

Wbjr  dtilh  ib«  riobt  ipring 

Uiui#e«i  bv  htimnn  i^ye  ? 
Wlij  do  tlie  mdiant  »casonB  bring 

8w««l  tliotighU  tlmt  (|tiickly  fly  ? 
Wbf  do  our  food  liiMirtii  cling 

T^  iMiigs  that  die  ? 

W«  toU«  —  tlirangb  pflin  find  wrong  ; 

Weigbt*  — andtly  ; 
W«  lof#  I  we  lose  ;  and  tlieo^  ere  loogp 

O  &f«  !  h  ^l  thy  song 
•Endimtmd  — die''? 

THE   BLOOD   HORSE 

.    RA  is  a  dAiDty  steed, 
j,  blftdu  aud  of  a  noble  breed, 
1 1^  lire^  and  full  of  bone» 
1  aU  bis  line  of  fathers  known  ; 
Tine  bit  ooae,  bis  noatrlls  thin, 
B«l  bloWQ  abroad  by  the  pride  witbin  t 
Hie  ttiaiie  ia  like  a  river  flowing, 
And  hoM  eyes  Like  embers  glowing 
la  Iba  darkness  of  the  niglit, 
And  Ids  pace  as  swift  as  light. 

Look,  —  bow  'roood  bb  straining  throat 
Giaoe  tjod  shifting  beauty  float ! 
8iaii^  fltreuj^th  is  on  bis  reins, 
Aadiaened  blood  gallops  tbrougb  bis  veins  ; 
r«  redder,  Dever  ran 
_  t  tbe  boBstiDg  heart  of  man. 
Be  mi  tmoe  bis  Uneage  higher    * 
I  llw  fkmrbon  dare  aspire,  — 
,  Guimaa,  or  the  Guelpb, 
'    1*8  blood  itself  t 


Be^p  wbo  bath  no  peer,  was  bom 
HflV^  Bpoo  a  red  Mareb  mom  : 
Bll  Ikis  fanoos  fathers  dead 
Wat*  Arabii  aU,  and  Arab  bred, 
Aad  tbe  last  of  that  g^reat  line 
T^od  lake  one  of  a  race  dirino  f 
Aai  jalt^be  was  but  friend  to  one 
Wka  M  Ism  at  the  set  of  sun» 

Sraiie  bae  fotintain  fringed  with  green  : 
iih  biM,  a  roring  Bedouin, 
Be  ttT*d,  —  f  none  else  would  he  obey 
fkfai^  all  the  liol  Arabian  dayj-^ 


And  died  untamed  upon  the  sand^ 
Wbert?  Balkb  ainidtit  the  desert  stands  t 


SIT   DOWN,  SAD   SOUL 

Sit  down,  sad  soul,  and  count 

The  moments  flying : 
Come,  —  tell  the  sweet  amount 

That 's  lost  by  sighing  1 
How  many  smiles  ?  ^  a  score  7 
Then  laugh,  and  eount  no  more  { 
For  day  is  dying. 

Lie  down,  sad  soul,  and  sleep, 

And  no  more  measure 
The  fliffht  of  Time,  nor  weep 

The  loss  of  leisure  ; 
But  here,  by  Uiis  lone  stream, 
lie  down  with  us,  and  dream 
Of  starry  treasure. 

We  dream  :  do  thou  the  same : 

We  love  —  for  ever  j 
We  laugh  ;  yet  few  we  sbame^ 

The  gentle,  never. 
Stay,  then,  till  Sorrow  dies  ; 
Then  —  hope  and  happy  skiei 
Are  thxne  for  ever  1 

GOLDEN-TRESSED   ADELAIDE 

SiKO,  I  pray,  a  little  song. 

Mother  dear ! 
Neither  sad  nor  very  long : 
It  is  for  a  little  maid. 
Golden-tressed  Adelaide  I 
Therefore  let  it  suit  a  merry,  merry  ear, 

Mother  dear  I 


Let  It  be  a  merry  strain. 

Mother  dear  \ 
Shunning  e*en  the  thought  of  pain  t 
For  our  gentle  child  will  weep. 
If  the  theme  be  dark  and  deep  ; 
And  we  wOl  not  draw  a  single,  single 

Mother  dear  I 

Childhood  should  be  all  divine. 

Mother  dear  t 
And  like  ui  endless  summer  shine ; 
Gay  as  Edward's  shoots  and  oriesi 
Bright  as  Agnes*  azure  eyei ; 
Therefore,  bid  thy  song  De  merry :  — 
thou  hear. 

Mother  dear? 


MS 
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A  POET'S  THOUGHT 

Tell  me,  what  ia  a  poei^s  tlioug^bt  ? 

Is  it  oil  the  suddeu  boru  ? 
1b  it  from  the  itarligbt  eaught  ? 
la  it  by  the  tempest  taught. 

Or  hy  whispering  morn  ? 

Was  it  cradled  in  the  braiu  ? 

Chained  awbilep  or  nm-a'd  in  nigUt  ? 
Wa»  il  wrought  with  toil  and  pain  ? 
Pid  it  bloom  and  fade  again, 

Bre  it  burst  to  light  ? 

No  more  question  of  ita  birth : 

Bather  lore  ita  better  part  \ 

T  ia  a  thing  of  skj  and  earth. 

Gathering  all  its  golden  worth 

From  Sie  Poet^  heart* 


A  PETITION   TO  TIME 

TOUCB  us  gently,  Time  I 

Let  us  ^de  adowu  thy  stream 
Getitly,  —  aa  we  sometimea  glide 

Tbrpiigh  a  quiet  dream, 
Htimble  voyagers  ai*e  VV^e, 
Husband,  wife»  and  children  three  ^ 
One  is  ]oat>  —  an  angel^  fled 
''o  the  aztira  overJiaad>) 


s 


Tonch  us  gently.  Time  I 

We  've  not  proud  nor  aoariag  wiJiga  t 
Otif  ambitioD,  our  content. 

Lies  in  aimplf^  tliingd. 
Humble  voyagei^  are  We, 
O'er  Life's  dim,  unsounded  sea, 
Seeking  ooly  some  ealm  elime  ;  ^ 
Touch  ud  gently,  gentle  Time  ! 


Cfiariej^  %tttmi&^  WOi^ 


FROM  «* JOSEPH  AND  HIS 
BRETHREN " 

RACHEL 

Rachel,  the  beaatiful  (as  she  was  call'd), 
Despis'd  our  mother  Leah,  for  that  she 
Was  tender-ey'd,  lean-f avor'd,  and  did  lack 
The  pulpy  ripeness  swellin|^  the  white  skin 
To  sleek  proportions  beautiful  and  round, 
With  wrinkled  joints  so  fruitful  to  the  eye. 
All  this  is  fair  :  and  yet  we  know  it  trae 
That  'neath  a  pomane  breast  and  snowy  side 
A  heart  of  gmle  and  falsehood  may  be  hid, 
As  well  as  where  the  soil  is  deeper  tinct. 
So  here  with  this  same  Rachel  was  it  found : 
The  dim  blue-laced  veins  on  either  brow, 
Neath  the  transparent  skin  meandering. 
That  with  the  sdver-leaved  lily  vied  ; 
Her  full  dark  eye,  whose  brightness  glis- 

ten'd  through 
The  sable  lashes  soft  as  camel-hair ; 
Her  slanting  head  cury'd  like  the  maiden 

moon 
And  hung  with  hair  luxuriant  as  a  vine 
And  blacKer  than  a  storm ;  her  rounded  ear 
Tum'd  like  a  shell  upon  some  golden  shore  ; 
Her  whispering  foot  that  carried  all  her 

weight, 


Nor  left  its  little  pressnie  on  tlie  sand ; 
Her  lips  as  drowsy  poppies,  soft  and  red. 
Gathering  a  dew  from  her  escaping  breath } 
Her  voice  melodious,  mellow,  £ep,  and 

clear, 
Lingering  like  sweet  music  in  the  ear  ; 
Her  neck  o'ersoften*d  like  to  nnsonn'd  omd} 
Her  tapering  fingers  rounded  to  a  point ; 
The  silken  softness  of  her  veined  hand ; 
Her  dimpled  knuckles  answering  to  her 

chm  ; 
And  teeth  like  honeycombs  o'  the  wildeiw 

ness  : 
All  these  did  tend  to  a  bad  proof  in  her. 
For  armed  thus  in  beauty  she  did  steal 
The  eye  of  Jacob  to  her  proper  ael^ 
Engross'd  his  time,  and  kept  him  by  h«r 

side,  : 

Casting  on  Leah  indifference  and  negleet ;  i 
Whereat  great  Heaven  took  oar  mother^i 

part  1 

And  struck  voung  Rachel  withabarmmeMi 
While  she  bore  children :  thus  the  matter 

went ; 
Till  Rachel,  feeling  ^piilty  of  her  hmkL, 
Turn'd  to  some  pemtenoe,  which  Homn 

heard ; 
And  then  she  bore  this  Joseph,  who  mna^ 

and  does. 
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Inbenl  tow&rds  the  children  all  the  pride 
And  Mcom   his   uiotlior  had   towaraa  our 

mother : 
VhenfoTB  be  suffers  in  our  juat  rebuke. 

FHRAXANOR  TO  JOSEPH 

Oh  I  ignorant  hoyi  it  in  the  secret 
liotir, 
Thff  nm  of  Ioto  doth  ahine  most  goodly 

darlmess  never  yet  did  dull 
of  iove's  pal  pi  tilting  light, 
bfe'i  slight  eurtniusy  that  ore  md&  of 

sighs, 
iboogfa  eVr  so  diirk,  silence  m  seen  to  stand 
Liks  to  ft  fiower  closed  in  the  night  ; 
*  r,  lUtt?  A  lorcly  image  drooping  down 

tib  its  fair  b^Ml  asEant  and  Htiger  raitt'd^ 
hd  mutely  uD  its  shoulder  slunibcring. 
PiliiS  di>  ftound  quick  music  in  Love's  ear, 
Aftdbknded  fragrance  in  his  startled  breath 
Dtttkhiag  tb»  wur  with  drops  of  magic  dew. 
AQ  outward  thoughts,  all  common  circum- 

slaiice, 
in  boziad  in  the  dimple  of  his  smile  : 
And  tbo  g?aat  city  like  a  vision  sails 
fren  oat  the  clcmng  doors  of  the  hush*d 

mind. 
Hb  heart  strikes  audibly  against  his  ribs 
iii  dore  8  wing  doth  freak  npou  a  cage, 
F<»sii^  the  blood  athro*  the  cramped  veins 
Fuifr  than  dolphins  do  overshoot  the  tide 
CotfB*d  by  the  yawning  shjirk.     Therefore 

^  ■*? 

^'igbt-blooming  Cereus,  and  the  star-flower 

iw«iit, 
He  boaeyiiackJe,  and  the  eglauUne, 
And  tiia  ringed  vinous  tree  that  yields  red 


rogatliair  witJi  all  intertwining  flowers, 
Alt  plants  moat  fit  to  ramble  o*er  each 

MEer, 
Ami  form  the  bower  of  all-precious  Love, 
fikfaoding  the  sun  with  fragrant  bloom  and 

iMTat 
f^am  jaalous  interception  of  LoWs  gaze. 
Thm  la  LoreV  oabin  in  the  light  of  c&y, 
B«t  oh  !  compare  it  not  with  the  filaok 

JMagr  Iboa  aun,  and  give  me  instant  night  — 
Ila  toft,  myaterionfif  and  Herret  hours  ; 
Thm  wlkileft  clouds  are  pillows   to  bright 

atari, 
Ak  I  therefore  shroud  thine  eyea. 


THE   PATRIAHCHAL   HOME 

JoKpk.    StiH  I  am  patient,  tho'  you're 

merciless. 
Yet  to  speak  out  my  mind»  I  do  avouch 
There  is  no  city  feast,  nor  city  show» 
The  encampment  of  the  king  and  soldiery. 
Rejoicings,  revelries,  and  victories, 
Can  equal  the  remembrance  of  my  home 
In  visible  imaginatian. 
Even  as  he  was  I  see  my  father  now, 
His  grave  and  graceful  nead's  benignity 
Muring  beyond  the  confines  of  this  world, 
His  world  within  with  all  its  mysteries. 

What  pompless  majesty  waiS  in  his  mieu,  

An  image  of  integrity  cre4ites, 
Pattern  of  nature,  in  perfection.  _ 

Lo  !  in  the  morning  when  we  issued  forth, 
The  patriarch  surrounded  by  his  sonSf 
Girt  round  with  looks  of  sweet  obedience, 
Each  struggling  who  should  honor  him  the 

most ; 
While   from  the  wrinkles  deep  of  many 

years, 
Enfurrow^d  smiles*  like  violets  in  snow. 
Touched  us  with  heat  and  melancholy  cold, 
Mingtiug  our  joy  with  sorrow  for  his  age  i 
There  were  my  brothers^  habited  in  skins  ; 
Ten  goodly  men,  myself,  and  a  sweet  youth 
Too  young  to  mix  in  anything  but  joy  ; 
And  in  his  hands  each  led  a  milk-white 

steer, 
Hung  o*er  with  roses,  gailandcd  with  flow* 

ers. 
Laden  with  fragrant   panniers  of    green 

boughs 
Of  bays  and  myrtle  intorleav'd  with  herbs. 
Wherein  was  stored  our  country  wine  and 

fruit, 
And  bread  with  honey  sweetened,  and  dried 

And  pressed  curds,  and  ohoieeat  raritiea, 
Stores  of  the  cheerless  season  of  the  year  ^ 
While  at  our  sides  the  women  of  our  tribe. 
With  pitchers  on  their  heads,  flll'd  to  the 

brim 
With  wine,  and  honey,  and  with  smoking 

milk, 
Made  proud  the  blaek-ey'd  heifers  with  the 

swell 
Of  the  sweet  anthem  sung  in  plenty's  praise. 
Thus  would  we  journey  to  the  wilderness, 
And  tiring  on  some  p&»k  that  did  overlook 
The  spacious  phkins  that  lay  disphty'd  be- 

neathf 
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Where  we  could  see  our  cattle^  like  to  specks 
In   the  warm   tueads,  browsing  the  juicy 

grass, 
There  pitch  our  tent,  and  feast,  and  revel 

ont^  — 
The  minutes  flying  faster  than  our  feet 
That  vftulted  uimhlj  to  the  pipe  and  voice, 
]VliLldng  fatigue  more  sweet  by  appetite. 
Ihere  stood  the  gmceful  Heubeti  by  my 

sire, 
Pipin?  a  ditty,  ardent  as  the  sun, 
And,  like  htm,  stealing  renovation 
Into  the  darkest  corner  of  the  soul, 
And  filling  it  with  light.     There,  women 

group'd, 
My  8ist<?rs  and  their  maidB^  with  ears  sub- 

duedf 
With  bosoms  panting  from  the  eager  dance, 
Against  each  other  leaned  ;  as  I  have  seen 
A  graceful  tuft  of  lUies  of  the  vale 
OppreHs''d  with  rain,  upon  each  other  bend, 
WMle  fre^h n ess  has  stoFn  o'er  them*    Some 

way  off 
My  brothers  pitched  the  bar,  or  ploughed  for 

fame, 
Each  two  with  their  two  heifers  harnesa'd 

fast 
Unto  the  shaft,  and  kbor'd  till  the  sweat 
Had  crept  about  them  like  a  sudden  thaw* 
Anon  tlicy  tied  an  eagle  to  a  tree, 
And  strove  at  archery  ;  or  with  a  bear 
Struggled  for  strength  of  limb*     These 

were  no  slaves  — 
No  villain's  sons  to  rifle  passangers. 
The  sports  being  doue^  the  winners  clatm^d 

the  spoil  : 
Or  hide,  or  feather,  or  renowned  bow. 
Or  spotted  cow,  or  fJeet  and  pamper 'd  horse. 
And  theu  my  father  blaaa'd  us,  and  we  sang 
Our  sweet  way  home  again.     Oft  I  have 

aehM 
In  memory  of  these  so  precious  boura, 
And  wept  upon  those  keys  that  were  my 

pride. 
And  soak'd  Wiy  pillow  thro'  the  heavy  night. 
Alas  1    God  willing,  I  ^11  be  patient  yet. 

THE  TRIUMPH  OF  JOSEPH 

In  tiae  royal  path 
Came  maidens  roh'd  in  white,  enchained  in 

Howcrs, 
Sweeping  the  ground  with  inecnse>scented 

palms  : 
Then  come  the  sweetest  voices  of  the  land. 


And  cried,  *  Bow  y t  the  Icnee  I '  —  and  then 

aloud 
Clarions  and  trumpets  broke  forth  in  the  air^ 
After  a  multitude  of  men-afc^arms. 
Of  priests^  of  officers,  mid  hor^aed  chief i^^ 
Came  the  benignant  Pharaoh,  whose  great 

pride 
Was  buried  in  his  smile.    I  did  bat  gllmp^ 
Hh  cor,  for  \  was  of  burnished  goM>    No 

eye 
Save  that  of  eagles  could  confront  the  hlaie 
That  seem'd  to  burn  the  atr,  uidess  it  fell 
Either  on  sapphire  or  carbuncle  huge 
That  riveted  the  weight.      This  car   was 

drawn 
By  twelve  jet  horses,  being  four  abreast. 
Aid  pied  in  their  own  foam*     Within  the 

car 
Sat   Fhaiaoh,  whose  hare   bead  was   girt 

aronnd 
By  a  crown  of  iron  ;  and  his  sable  hair, 
Like  strakey  as  a  mane,  fell  where  it  would. 
And  somewhat  hid  his  glossy  sun-brent  neck 
And  carcanet  of  precious  sardonyx. 
His  jewell'd  armlets,  weighty  as  a  sword. 
Clasp 'd  his  brown  naked  arms  —  a  criiusoa 

robe. 
Deep  edged  with  silver,  and  with  golden 

thread. 
Upon  a  bear-skin  kirtle  deeply  hlnsh'd, 
whose  broad  resplendent  braid  and  shiel4* 

like  clasps 
Were  boss'd  with  diamonds  large,  by  rtibifis 

fir*d. 
Like  beauty's  eye  in  rage,  or  roses  whit^ 
Lit  by  the  glowing  red.    Beside  him  lay 
A  bunch  of  poppied  earn  ;  and  at  his  feet 
A  tamed  Uon  as  his  footstool  crouch'd* 
Cas^d  o*er  in  boruishM  plates  I,  hors*d«  did 

hear 
A  snow-whit«  eagle  on  a  silver  shaft. 
From  whence  great  Pharaoh's  royal  banner 

streamM, 
An  emblem  of  his  might  and  dignity  ; 
And  as  the  minatrelsy  burst  clanging  forth^ 
With  shouts  that  broke  like  thunder  from 

the  ho9t| 
The  royal  bird  with  kindred  pride  of  pDW«r 
Flew  up  the  measure  of  his  silken  cord, 
And  arched  his  cloud-like  wings  as  he  would 

nionnt. 
And  babble  of  this  glory  to  the  snn« 
Then  followed  Joseph  in  a  silver  car. 
Drawn  by  eight  horses,  white  as  evening 

clouda  ; 


SIR   HENRY  TA\LGR 


Hlf  fe<t  were  resting  upon  Flmraoh*8  sword ; 
Atui  uo  hift  ii&Ad  a  crown  of  drooping  com 
liock'd  Uiftt  af  Ceres  in  high  holiday. 
Hii  robe*  were  simple,  tut  were  full  of 

grace. 
And  (orat  of  love  ood  truth  I  speak  him 

Ihiis) 


I  never  did  behold  a  man  less  proud« 
More  digiiiiied  or  grateful  to  adnnire. 
His  honors  noibiog  teased  him  from  hinv 

self; 
And  he  l>ut  fill'd  his  fortunes  like  a  mac 
Who  did  intend  to  honor  them  as  mueh 
As  thej  could  honor  him. 


^it  l^mrp  Caplor 


FROM  ••PHILIP  VAN   ARTE. 
VELDE** 

JOHN    OF    LAUNOir 

f  nmr  toek'd  that  he  should  live  so  long. 
H»  WM  m  fMUi  of  that  unsleeping  s^pirit, 
He  ■eem'd  to  live  by  miracle  :  his  lood 
Wm  fl<>47«  which  was  poison  to  Ids  uiind 
And  peril  to  his  body.     He  was  one 
Of  wmMHf  tbooaand  such  that  die  betimes, 
Wliete  elorj  is  a  fragment,  known  to  few. 
nMflOomes  the  man  who  has  the  luck  toltve, 
Aad  be  *•  a  prodigy*    Com  pu te  the  chances, 
Aad  deem  there  s  iie*er  a  one  in  dangerous 

tlities 
Who  wins  the  raee  of  glory,  but  than  him 
A  thcwMMid  men  more  glorioaaiy  endowed 
Bam  iaUeti  apott  the  eeuiee ;  a  thousand 

oihers 
Have  lied  their  fortunes  foundered  by  a 

chaooe, 
WUiet  lighter  barki  ptish'd  past  them  ;  to 

whom  add 
k  moM&t  tally,  of  the  singular  few 
Wke»  gifted  with  predominating  powers, 
Bmt  jrel  a  temperate  wUI  and  keep  the 


fte  wiM  knows  nothing  of  tts  greatest 


REVOLUTIONS 


Tbere  wmm  a  time,  so  ancient  records  tell, 
eommnnities,  scarce  known  by 


degenerate  days,  but  once  far- 
ba*d, 

ISiertj  and  justice,  hand  in  hand, 
OiiKM  tlie  eommon  weal ;   where  great 
ntogrew 


Up  to  their  natural  eminence,  and  none, 
Saving  the  wise,  just,  elo<]uent,  were  great  ; 
Where  power  was  of  God^s  gif t^  to  whom 

he  gave 
Supremacy  of  merit,  the  sole  means 
And  broad   highway  to  power,  that  ever 

then 
Was  meritoriously  administer 'd, 
Wliilst  all  its  instruments  from  first  to  lasti 
The  tools  of  state  for  service  high  or  low, 
Were  chosen  for  their  aptness  to  those  ends 
Which  virtue  meditates.       To  shake    the 

ground 
Deep-founded    whereupon   this    struotufe 

stood, 
Was  verily  a  crime  ;  a  treason  it  wa£. 
Conspiracies  to  hatch  against  this  state 
And  lis  free  innocence*    But  now,  I  ask, 
Wliere  is  there  on  God's  earth  that  i)olity 
Which  it  is  not,  by  conse<iuence  converse^ 
A  treason  against  nature  to  upbuld  ? 
Whom  may  we  now  call  free  ?  wham  great? 

whom  wise  ? 
Whom  innocent  ?  the  free  are  only  they 
^\l]iOm  power  makes  free  to  execute  all  ills 
Tlieir  hearts  imagine  ;  they  alone  are  great 
^V'hose  passions  nurse  them  from  their  cra- 
dles un 
In  luxury  and  lewdness,  —  whom  to  see 
Is  to  despise,  whose  aspects  put  to  scorn 
Their  statiou^s  eminence  ;   the  wise,  they 

only 
Who  wait  obscurely  till  the  bolts  of  heaTen 
Shall  break  upon  the  land,  and  give  them 

light 
Whereby  to  walk  ;  the  innocent,  —  alas  I 
Poor  innocency  lies  where  four  roads  meet, 
A   stone  upon    her  head,  a  stake    driveii 

through  her, 
For  who  is  innocent  that  cares  to  live  ? 
The  hand  of  power  doth  press  the  very  life 
Of  innooeucy  out  1    What  then  remains 
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But  in  tbe  causa  of  nature  to  stand  forth, 
And  turn  tbis  frame  of  things  tbe  right  side 

np? 
For  this  the  hour  is  com«,  the  sword  is 

dr&wHf 
knd  tell  jour  masters  rainly  they  letiAt. 

SONG 

JDown  Iflj  in  a  nook  my  Iftdj's  bTaeh» 

And  said  - —  m j  feet  are  sore, 
i  cannot  follow  with  the  paek 
A  hunting  of  the  boar. 

And  though  the  horn  sounds  never  ao  dear 
With  tbe  hounds  in  loud  uproaTf 

Yet  I  must  stop  and  lie  down  heia^ 
Because  my  feet  are  sore, 

The  huntsman  when  be  heard  tbe  same^ 

What  answer  did  be  give  ? 
The  dog  that 's  lame  te  much  to  bbune, 
He  is  not  fit  to  live* 

50KG 

Qnoih  iortgne  of  neither  maid  nor  wife 

To  heart  of  neither  wife  nor  maid, 
Le&d  we  not  here  a  jollj  life 

Betwirt  the  shine  and  shade  ? 

Qliioth  heart  of  neither  maid  nor  wife 
To  tongue  of  neither  wife  nor  muid^ 

Thou  wag*st,  but  I  am  worn  with  strifflj 
And  feel  like  flowera  that  fade. 

FHU^IF  VAN  ARTEVELDE 

Dire  rebel  though  he  was, 
Tet  with  a  noble  nature  and  great  giftA 
Was    bo    endow'd,  —  couragey    diseretioni 

wjt^ 
An  equal  temper,  and  an  ample  soulf 
Kock-bound  and  forttiied  against  assaulta 
Of  tmnsitory  passiou,  but  below 
Built  on  a  surging  subterranean  fire 
That  alirr'd  and  lifted  him  to  high  attempts. 
80  prompt  and  eapablef  and  yet  m  calm. 
He  nothing  lack'd  in  sovereignty  hut  the 

right. 
Nothing  m  soldiership  except  good  fortune* 
Wherefore  with  honor  lay  him  in  his  grave, 
And  thereby  shall  increase  of  honor  come 
Onto  their  arms  who  ranquisb'd  one  so  wise^ 
80  vmUaat}  so  renowned* 


FROM   "EDWIN   THE   FAIR" 

THE    WIND    IN    THE    PINES 


rose   and  weal 


The  tale  wsls  this ; 
The  wind,  when  first 

abroad 
Through  the  waste  region,  felt  himself  at 

fault. 
Wanting  a  voice  ;  and  suddenly  to  earth 
Dest^endcd  with  a  M'afture  and  a  swoop, 
Where,  wandering  volatilo  fi-om  kind  to 

kind, 
He  woo*d  the  several  trees  to  give  him  ono. 
First  he  besought  tbe  ash  ;  the  voice  she  lent 
Fitfully  with  a  free  and  lasluug  ohnnge 
Fhmg  here  and  there  its  sad  uuoertainties : 
The  aspen  next  1  a  fluttered  frivolc^us  twit* 

ter 
Was  her  sole  tribute  :  from  the  willow  cAme, 
So  long  as  dainty  summer  dress'd  her  out, 
A  whispering  sweettieiss,  but  her  iviuter  note 
Was  hissing,  dry,  and  reedy  i  lastly  the  pine 
Did  be  sobeit,  and  from  her  he  drew 
A  voice  so  constant,  soft,  and  lowly  de«p^ 
That  there  he  rested,  weleomiug  in  her 
A  mHd  memorial  of  the  oeean-cave 
Where  he  was  born. 


A  CHARACTERIZATION 

HiB  life  was  private  ;  safely  led,  aloof 
From  the  loud  world,  —  whmh  yet  be  undeiiv 

stood 
Largely  and  wisely,  as  no  worldling  could. 
For  he,  by  privilege  of  bis  natujw  proof 
Against  false  glitter,  from  beneath  the  roof 
Of  privacy,  as  from  a  cave,  survey 'd 
With  stead&at  eye  its  dickering  light  and 

sbade* 
And  gently  jndged  for  evil  aud  for  good. 
But  whilst  be  mix'd  not  for  his  own  behoof 
In  publio  strtfe^  bis  spirit  glowM  w^ith  zeaL 
Not  shorn  of  action,  for  tbe  pablic  weal,— ^ 
For  truth  and  Justice  as  its  warji  rmd  woof. 
For  freedom  as  its  signature  and  seal* 
His  life,  thus  saered  from  the  world,  dia* 

cluirged 
From  vain  ambition  and  inordinate  care« 
In  virtue  eiereis'd,  by  reverence  rare 
Lifted,  and  by  humibty  enlarged. 
Became  a  temple  and  a  place  of  prayar. 
In  latter  years  be  walkM  not  singly  there  ; 
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For  one  was  with  him,  readj  *^t  all  honrs 
His  gwiftt*^  insjojAf  kiB  inmost  thoughts  to 

'Who  tnioyiiullr  hii  l>iirtheiis  helped  to  hctLr, 
*  *"^  deek'd  hi»  altars  daily  with  fresh  tlow- 


Linm  on  ih4  Hon.  Edward  Ernest  Villiem, 

ARETINA'S   SONG 

IV  iit's  free 

Of  I  nA  sea, 

I  waadcr  whither  I  will  ; 
Hut  oft  on  ih«  wing, 
1  tu\  Jng, 

V  iig  heart,  be  still, 

Oil,  flattering  heart,  be  still  1 

X  *m  wild  as  the  wind^ 
But  soft  and  kind, 

And  wander  whither  I  may  ; 
*nie  eyebright  sighs. 
And  lajs  with  its  ejes, 

Thou  wandering  wind,  oh  staj, 

Oh  stay, 
Xhoa  wmikdering  wind,  oh  stay  f 

A  SicUian  Summer, 


M  boa  VI 


THE   HERO 
a  bero? — not  snocess,  not 

larfoittte  jDiTdiiintg,  and  the  loud  accLum 


Of  glutted  ATarice, — ^caps  toasM  up  in 

air, 
Or  p**n  of  janmaliftt  with  flourish  fair  ; 
Bells  peal'd,  stars,  ribbons,  and  a  titulai 
name  — 
These»  though  his  rightful  tribute,  he  can 
spare  ; 
His  rightful  tribute,  not  his  end  or  aim. 
Or  true  reward  ;  for  never  yet  did  these 
Refresh  tlie  soul,  or  set  the   heart  at 
ease. 
What  makes  a  hero  7  —  An  heroic  mind« 
Expressed  in  Aeti<»n,  in  endurance  prov'd. 
And  if  there  be  preeminence  of  right, 
Derived  through  pain  well  suff erM^  to  the 
height 
Of  rank  heroic,  't  is  to  bear  unniovM, 
Kot    toil,   not   riskf  not  tage  of    sea  or 

wind, 
Not  the  brute  fury  of  barbarians  blind, 
But  worse  —  ingratitude  and  poisonous 

darts, 
Launched  by  the  country  he  had  serv'd 
and  lov'd  : 
Thisi  with  a  free,  nnclouded  spirit  pure, 
This,  in  the  strength  of  silence  to  endure, 
A  dignity  to  noble  deeds  imparts 
Beyond  the  ^uds  and  trappings  of  re- 
nown ; 
This  is  the  heroes  complement  and  crown  ; 
This  miss*dt  one  struggle  had  been  want- 
ing still. 
One  glorious  triumph  of  the  heroic  will. 
One  sell-approYii  va  his  heart  of  he 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  NASEBY 

0P4nt  i  w  -  n  iND  -  THEIR  -  KINGS  -  IN  - 
GHA  i  HEIR-NO BLES-WITH- 

U:    ,         .      KON,  SERtiEANTlN 

iketon's  regiment 


On  I  wbtfefoM  Q01S6  JO  forth  in  triumph 
_  DwiB  the  north, 

Wilb  faar  baodA,  and  your  feet,  and  your 
all  red  7 


And  wherefore  doth  your  rout  send  fortb  a 

joyous  shout  ? 
And  whence  be  the  grapes  of  the  wine-press 

that  ye  tread? 

Oh  t  evil  was  the  root,  and  bitter  was  the 

fruity 
And  crimson  was  the  juioe  of  the  rtntage 

that  we  trod  ; 
For  we   trampled   on   the  throng  of  the 

haughty  and  the  strong, 
Who  sate  in  the  high  phusea  and  slew  the 

aainU  of  God. 


si 
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It  was  about  the  nooii  of  a  glorigut  day  ul 

June, 
That  we  &aw  their  banners  danee  and  their 

cuirasaea  shine, 
And  the  maa  of  blood  was  tbet^^  with  his 

long  esse  need  hair. 
And  Astlej,  and  Sir  Marmaduke,  and  Ru* 

pert  of  the  Rhine, 

Like  a  servant  of  the  Lord,  with  hii  bible 

and  his  award, 
The  general  rode  along  as  to  form  us  for 

theflgbtj 
When  a  murm  tiring  sound  broke  out,  and 

Bwell'd  into  a  about 
Among  the  godless  horsemen  upon   the 

tyrant's  right. 

And  hark  I  like  the  roar  of  the  b^ows  on 

the  shore, 
Tb«  cry  of  battle  dses  along  their  charging 

line  I 
For  God  1  for  the  cause  !  for  the  Church  1 

for  the  laws  J 
Pot  Charles,  king  of  England,  and  Rupert 

af  the  Bhine ! 

The  furious  German  comes,  with  his  clari- 
ons and  his  drums, 

HiB  bravoes  of  Alsatia  and  pages  of  White- 
hall; 

They  are  bursting  on  our  fianks  t  Grasp 
your  pikes  T    Close  your  ranks  i 

For  Rupert  never  comes,  but  to  conquer,  or 
tofaU. 

Th0j  are  here- — tbey  msh  on  —  we  aj« 

broken  —  wo  are  gone  — 
Our  left  is  bonic  before  them  like  stubble 

on  the  blast. 
O  Lord,  put  forth  tby  might  I     O  Lord, 

defend  the  right ! 
Stand  back  to  back,  in  God*8  name  1  and 

fight  it  to  the  last  I 

Stout  Skippon  hatb  a  woxmd  —  the  centre 

hatb  given  ground, 
"HRrk  1  liark  1  what   means  the  Sampling 

of  horsemen  on  our  rear  ? 
Whose  banner  do  I  see,  boys  ?    'T  is  he  I 

thank  God  I  't  is  he,  boys  ! 
Bear  un  another  nunute  1    Brave  Oliver  is 

here! 

Thmr  heads  all  stooping  low,  their  points 

all  in  A  row  : 


Like  a  whirlwind  on  the  trees,  like  a  deluge 

on  the  dikes. 
Our  cnira^iers  have  burst  on  the  ranks  of 

the  Accurst, 
And  at  a  shock  have  scattered  the  forest  of 

his  pikes. 

Fast,  fast,  the  gallants  ride*  in  some  ^e 

nook  to  bide 
Their  coward  beads,  predcstinM  to  rot  on 

Temple  Bar ; 
And  he  —  be   turns  !  he  flies  I  ahame  on 

tboee  cruel  eyes 
Hiat  bore  to  look  on  torture,  and  da£@  not 

look  on  war  I 

Hop  comrades  1  scour  the  plain  ;  and  ere  ye 

strip  the  slain, 
First  give  anotber  stab  to  make  your  searcJi 

seen re  ; 
Then  shake  from  sleeves  and  pocketa  tbeir 

bpoad'pieees  and  lockets. 
The  tokens  of  the  wanton^  the  plunder  of  the 

poor. 

Fools  1  your  doublets  shone  with  goldl,  and 

your  hE*arts  were  ^y  and  bold, 
WTien  you  kissM  your  lily  bands  to  yoor 

lemons  to-day ; 
And  to-morrow  shall  the  fox  from    lusr 

chambers  in  the  rocks 
Lead  forth  her  tawny  cubs  to  howl  aboiai 

the  prey. 

Where  be  your  tongues,  that  late  moek^d 

at  heaven  ana  hell  and  fate  ? 
And  the  Angers  that  once  were  so  busy  with 

your  blades  ? 
Your  perfumed  satin  clothes,  your  catebea 

and  your  oaths  7 
Tour  stage-plays  and  your  sonnets,  your 

diamonds  and  your  spades  ?  . 

Bown,  down,  for  ever  down  with  tbe  mitrt 

and  the  crown,  j 

With  the  Belial  of  tbe  court,  and  the  Mam* 

moo  of  the  Pope  I  I' 

There  is  woe  in  Ojiford  halls,  there  is  wsil 

in  Parbam  s  stalls  ; 
The  Jesuit  smites  his  bosom^  tbe  bishop 

renda  bis  cope. 

And  she  of  the  seven  biBs  shall  mourn  bet 

children's  ills. 
And  tremble  when  she  thinks  on  the  edge 

of  Enj^laud's  sword; 
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A»d  th0  kia^  of  earth  in  fear  shall  shudder 

wliea  they  bear 
Wlwl  til*  hand  of  God  hath  wrought  for  the 

HottMsft  and  the  Word  I 


EPITAPH   ON  A  JACOBITE 

1V>  mj  tnui  Idnff  I  offered  free  from  stain 
Coiom^  and  laith  :  vain  faith,  and  courage 

fmio* 
For  tiint,  I  threw  Uuids,  honors,  wealth, 

awaT, 
Aad  one  dear  bope»  that  waa  more  priz'd 

than  thej. 
F**r  him  I  laoguisb*d  in  a  foreign  clime, 
Gfmj4iairM  with  sorrow  in  my  manhood's 

prime  ; 
lieazd   on  LaTemia  ScargtU^s  whispering 

tr««»p 
Attd  ntn'd  bf  Arao  for  my  lovelier  Tees  ; 
Befceld  «ach  night  my  home  in  fever'd  sleep, 
"^    '   BQomiiig  started  from  the  dream  to 


mi  God,  who  saw  me  tried  too  sorely ,  gave 
Tba  resting  place  I  ask*d,  an  early  grave. 
Oil  iboo,  wTiom  chance  leads  to  this  nameless 

ttotie 
From  that  proud  country  which  was  oui^e 

mtiiQ  own, 
Bf  tlioa«  white  cliffs  I  never  more  must  see, 
B^  lluii  d«ar  language  which  I  spake  like 


Foryrt  aQ  fends,  and  shed  one  English  tear 
O'er  EtigUah  dust*   A  broken  heart  lies  here. 


IVRY 

SOMt  i^ry  to  the  Lord  of  hosts,  from  whom 

all^oriea  are  1 
Aad  ^g^oty  to  our  sovereign    Uege,  King 

Heitry  of  Navarre ! 
^ov  Wt  thm  be  the  merry  sound  of  musio 

and  of  d&noe, 
Amagfa  iky  com^elds  green«  and  sunny 

vtitea,  O  pleasant  land  of  France  t 
JLad    than,   Hochellei    our   owu  Rochelle, 

urottd  city  of  the  waters, 
J^an  Isi  rapture  light  the  eyes  of  all  thy 

notiming  daughters* 
A*  thoQ  wnrt  constant  in  our  ilia,  be  joyoua 

in  our  joy  ; 
9m  oold  and  stiff  and  still  are  they  who 

WTOttght  thy  walk  annoy* 


Hurrah  t  hurrah  !  a  single  field  hath  tum'd 

the  chance  of  war  t 
Uurrah  !  hurrah  I    for  Ivry,  and  Henry  of 
Navarre. 

Oh  t  how  our  hearts  were  beating,  when,  at 

the  dawn  of  day* 
We  saw  the  army  of  the  League  drawn  out 

in  long  array  ; 
With  all  its  priest-led  citizens,  and  all  its 

rebel  peers. 
And  AppeuzeFs   stout    infantry,  and  £g- 

moiit*s  Flemish  spears, 
There  rode  the  brood  of  false  Lorraine,  the 

curses  of  our  land  ; 
And  dark   Mayenne  was  in  the  midst,  a 

truncheon  in  his  hand  ; 
And,  as  we  looked  on  them,  we  thought  of 

Seine's  empurpled  Hood, 
And  good  Coligni^s  hoary  hair  all  dabbled 

with  his  blood  ; 
And  we  cried  uuto  the  living  God,  who  rules 

the  fate  of  war, 
To  fight  for  His  own  holy  name,  and  Henry 

of  Navarre. 

The  king  is  come  to  marshal  us,  in  all  his 

armor  drest ; 
And  he  has  bound  a  snow-white  plume  upon 

his  gallant  crest. 
He  look*d  upon  his  people,  and  a  tear  wia 

in  his  eye  ; 
He  looked  upon  the  traitors,  and  his  glance 

was  stern  and  high. 
Right  gniciouiily  he  smu'd  on  us,  as  roU'd 

from  wing  to  wing, 
Down  all  our  line,  a  deafening  shout :     God 

save  our  lord  the  king  ! 
"  And  if  my  standard-bearer  fall,  ss  fall  full 

well  he  may, 
For  never  I  saw  promise  yet  of  saoh  % 

bloody  fray. 
Press  where  ye  see  my  white  plume  shine 

amidst  the  ranks  of  war. 
And  be  your  oriilamme  to^^y  the  helmet 

of  Navarre* " 

Hurrah  1  the  foes  are  moving.      Hark  to 

the  mingled  din. 
Of  fife,  and  steed,  and  trump,  and  drum, 

and  roaring  culverin. 
The  fiery  duke  is  pricking  fast  across  Saint 

Andr^^s  plain, 
With  all  the  hireling  chivalry  of  Gueldeti 

and  / 
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Now  by  the  lips  of  those  ye  love,  fair  gentle- 
men of  Pranea, 

Churgte  for  the  golden  liUea  —  upon  them 
with  thti  lance  I 

A  thouBaiid  spurs  are  striking  deep,  a  thoa^ 
sand  £spf;ari  in  rest, 

A  thottsand  knights  are  pressing  close  be- 
hind the  snow-white  crest  | 

And  m  they  burst,  and  on  they  rush'd^ 
while,  like  a  guiding  star, 

Amidst  the  thickest  carnage  blaz'd  the  hel- 
met of  Navarre, 

Now,  God  be  praised,  the  day  is  ouxs  [  Ma- 
yenne  hatb  tumM  his  rein  ; 

D'Amnale  hath  cried  for  quarter ;  tbe 
Flemish  count  is  slain. 

Their  mnks  aro  breaking  like  thiu  donds 
before  a  Biscay  gale  ; 

The  field  is  heapM  witk  bleeding  steeds^ 
and  flags,  and  el  oven  mail. 

And  then  we  thought  ou  Tengeanee,  andy 
all  along  our  van. 

Remember  Saint  Bartholomew  I  was  passed 
from  man  to  man. 

But  out  spake  gentle  Henry  ^  "  No  French- 
man is  my  foe : 

Down,  down  with  every  foreigner,  but  let 
your  brethren  go  i " 

Oh  i  was  there  ever  such  a  knight,  in  friend- 
ship or  in  war, 

Ab  oui  soverei^  lord,  King  Henry,  the  sol- 
dier of  Navarre  ? 

Bight  well  fought  all  the  Frenchmen  who 
fought  for  France  to-day  ; 

And  many  a  lordly  banner  God  gave  them 
for  a  prey* 


But  wc  of  the  religion  have  borne  ns  beo* 

in  fight  ; 
And  the  gm)d  lord  of  Eosny  hath  ta*eii  the 

eoruet  white  — 
Our  own  true  Maximilian  the  comet  white 

hath  ta*en, 
The  cornet  white  with  crosses  blackj  the  flag 

of  false  Lorraine. 
Up  with  it  high  I  unfurl  it  wide  ;  —  thataD 

the  host  may  know 
How  God  hath  humbled  the  proud  houie 

which   wrought    His   Church   sueb 

woe. 
Then  on  the  ground,  while  tmmpets  sound 

their  loudest  point  of  war^ 
FUng  the  red  shreds,  a  footcloth  meet  foi 

Henry  of  Navarre, 

Ho  J  maidens  of  Vienna  ;  ho  t  matroas  of 

Lucei'ue  — 
Weep,  weep^  and  rend  your  hair  for  thoee 

who  never  shall  return « 
Ho  I  Philip,  send,  for  charity,  thy  Meidofti^ 

pistoles. 
That  Antwerp  monks  may  sing  a  mass  for 

thy  poor  spearmen  s  souls.  ' 

Ho  I  gallant  nobler  of  the  League,  look  that 

your  arms  be  bright ;  ^ 

Ho  t  burghers  of  St,  Genevieve^  keep  watch 

and  ward  to-night ; 
For  our  God  hath  crushed  tiie  tyrant,  our 

God  hath  raised  the  slave. 
And  mock'd  the  counsel  of  the  wise,  &od 

the  valor  of  the  brave. 
Then  glory  to  His  holy  name,  from  whom 

all  glories  are  ; 
And  glory  to  our  sovereign  lord.  King  Henry 

of  Navarre  1  i 


]tlicl)atti  i^eitj^j^  I^orne 


FROM  «  ORION  :  AN  EPIC  POEM" 

MEETING  OF  ORION  AND  ARTEMIS 

Afar  the  hunt  in  vales  below  has  sped, 
But  now  behind  the  wooded  mount  ascends, 
Threading   its  upward  mazes    of    rough 

boughs, 
Moss'd  tnmks  and  thickets,  still  invisible. 
Although  its  jocund  music  fills  the  air 


With  cries  and  langhing  echoeSy  mellowed 

all 
By  intervening  woods  and  the  deep  hiOB. 

The  scene  in  front  two  sloping  momiteiii- 
sides  { 

Displayed  ;  in  shadow  one,  and  one  in  lif^ 
The  loftiest  on  its  summit  now  snataiii'a         | 
The  sun-beams,  raying  like  a  mighty  idheel 
Half  seen,  which  left  the  fronfr-wwd  nn^ 
face  dark 
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p  In  Its  full  breadth  of  shade  ;  the  coming  sua 
'  ilitldeii  ms  y«t  bokind  :  the  other  dig  nut, 

oppua*d,  iwept  with  an  eastward 

Cttt^tDg  like  golden  lighL    Now,  while  the 

Of  tlie  AMcndlng  chaae  told  that  the  rout 
8lill  raidway  rent  the  tbicketSi  suddenly 

broad  and  snnny  slope  ftppear'd 
Nv  of  a  stag  that  fled  across, 
ijy  a  Giaut^ft  shadow  with  a  spear  ! 


JhiitUr 


>f    Shadows^  thon   thyself    a 


J  this,  —  that  substance  holds 
Jmtes  ;  one  sovereign  law 
bothf  and  each  shall  hunt 
•  t,  each  in  turn  commanding 
;ube»  till  gaunt  Time  become 
on  Space  —  to  fluctuate, 
L-ath  of  the  Creative  Power 
io  give  new  typea  for  substance  yet  un- 
known : 
80  Cnxni  ^ut  Debnhe  bright  worlds  are  bom ; 
80  wofflds  rtHom  to  vapor.     Dreams  design 
Moil  lolid  bating  things,  and  from  the  eye 
i  Mttrebes  life,  death  evermore  retreats. 


mweeii,  pure  mythos,  or  mi< 


Tki  ilMldDWir  chaae  has  vanished  ;  round  the 

Of  tim  near  mountain  sweeps  a  bounding 

atag  * 
Ronul  whirls  a  god4ike  Giant  close  behind  ; 
O'tf  m  fall«n  trunk  the  stag  with  slippery 

bonfs 
Btainhhw  —  hia  sleek  knees   lightly  touch 

tiie  gnsB  — 
Upward  he  ^iriiigi-^biii  in  hia  forward 

leap* 
Th#  Giaat  a  hand  hath  caught  him  fast  be- 


Ob#  abonlder  tuft,  and,  lifted  high  in  air, 
SiMtoiM  I    Now  Phoibos*    chanot    risit] 


nsmg 


Ofiar  Um  amttmits  with  a  ciroling  blase, 
GSdii^  iimaa  firantio  antlBrs,  and  the  head 
Of  IIhiI  ao  glorioos  Giant  in  hia  yonth, 
Wk%  ■■  be  tnnta,  the  form  saeeinet  beholds 
Of  AftetBsi, — her  bow,  with  points  drawn 


A  gMtm  hoe  on  her  white  roonded  breast 
Dri  while  the  arrow^s  ample  barb 
I  oVr  her  hand,  and  at  hia  heart  ia 


The  Giant  lower 'd  hia  arm  —  awaj  the 
stag 
Breast  forward  plunged  into  a  thicket  near; 
The  Goddess  paused,  and  dropp'd  her  ar- 
row's point  — 
RaisM  it  again  —  and  then  again  relaxed 
Her  tension,  and  while  slow  the  shaft  came 

gliding 
Over  the  centre  of  the  bow,  beside 
Her  hand,  and  gently  droop'd,  so  did  the 

knee 
Of  that  heroic  shape  do  reverence 
Before  the  Goddess*     Their  clear  eyes  had 

ceaa'd 
To  flash,  and  gaz'd  with  earnest  softening 
light. 

DISTRAUGHT  FOR  MEROPH* 

O  Meroptf ! 
And  where  art  thou,  while  idly  thus  I  rave  ? 
Runs  there  no  hope  —  no  fever  through  tkjf 

veins. 
Like  that  which  leaps  and  coursea  round 

my  heart  ? 
Shall  I  resign  thee,  paflsloQ-prfect  maid. 
Who  in  mortality's  most  fmiah^d  work 
iijiukVt  liighest  —  and  lov'st  mc,  even  aa  1 

love? 
Rather  possess  thee  with  a  tenfold  atreaa 
Of  love  ungovernable,  being  denied  I 
'Gainst  fraud  what  should  I  cast  down  in 

reply  ? 
What  but  a  sword,  since  force  muat  do  me 

right. 
And  strength  was  given  unto  me  with  mf 

birth. 
In  mine  own  hand,  and  by  ascendancv 
Over  my  giant  brethren*     Two  remain, 
Whom  prayers  to  dark  Hephaistos  and  my 

sire 
Poseidon,  shall  awaken  into  Ufe  ; 
And  we  will  tear  np  gatea,  and  scatter 

towers, 
Until  I  bear  off  Merop^.     Sing  on  \ 
Sing  on,  great  tempest !    in  the  darkneea 

sing! 
Thy  madness  la  a  music  that  brings  calm 
Into  my  central  soul ;  and  from  ita  waves 
That  now  with  joj  begin  to  heave  and  gush. 
The  burning  Image  of  all  Ufe^a  dostre. 
Like  an  absorbing  fire-breath'd  phautom- 

Riaea  and  floatal^ — here  tomching  on  the 
I  foam, 

I  There  hovering  over  it ;  Moending  awift 
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Starward^  then  swooping  down  the  hemi- 

Upon  the  lengtheniJig  jaTelins  of  the  h\mt 
Why  paus'd  I  in  the  palace-grovea  to  dream 
Of  bhas,  with  all  its  substance  in  my  reach  ? 
Why  not  at  once,  with  thee  enfolded^  whirl 
Beep  duwu  the  abyss  of  ecstasy,  to  melt 
AU  brain  and  beiug  where  no  reason  is, 
Or  else  the  source  of  reason  ?  But  the  roar 
Of   Time's  great  wings,  which  ne'er   had 

driven  me 
By  dread  events,  nor  broken-down  old  age. 
Back  on  myself,  the  close  experience 
Of  false  mankind,  with  whispers  cold  and 

dry 
As  snake-songs  mtdst  stone  hollo wh,  thus 

has  taught  me, 
The  giant  hunter,  laugh*d  at  by  the  world, 
Not  to  forget  the  substance  in  the  dream 
Which    breeds  it*    Both  must  melt  and 

merge  in  one. 
Naw  simll  I  overcome  thee,  body  and  soul, 
And  like  a  new-made  element  brood  o'er 

thee 
With  all  devouring  murmurs  !     Come,  my 

love  I 
Come,  life's  blood-tempest  I — come,  thou 

blinding  storm, 
And   clasp   the  rigid   pine  ^  this    mortal 

frame 
Wrap  with  thy  whirlwinds,  rend  and  wreBtle 

down. 
And  let  ray  being  solve  its  destiny. 
Defying,  seeking,  thine  extremest  power; 
Famish  d  and    thirsty   for  the   absorbing 

doom 
Of  that  immortal  death  which  leadB  to  life, 
And  gives  a  glimpse  of  Heaven's  parental 

scheme* 

IN  FOREST  DEPTHS 

Within  the  isle,  far  from  the  walks  of 

men, 
Where  jocund  chase  was  never  heard^  nor 

hoof 
Of  Satyr  broke  the  moss,  nor  any  bird 
Sang,  save  at  times  the  nightingale  —  bnt 

only 
In  his  prolong'd  and  swelling  tones,  nor  e^er 
With  wild  joy  and  hoarse  langhiog  melody, 
Closing  the  ecstasy,  as  is  his  wont,  — > 
A  fore&ti  separate  and  far  withdrawn 
V^m  all  the  resti  there  grew«    Old  m  the 

earth. 


Of  cedar  was  it,  lofty  in  its  glooms 
When  the  sun  hnng  overhead,  nod,  in  ill 

darkness, 
Like  Night  when  giving  btrth  to  Ttmc^s 

lirst  pulse. 
Silence  bad  ever  dwelt  there  ;  but  of  late 
Came  faint  sounds^  with  a  cadence  dronii^ 

low» 
From  the  far  depths,  as  of  a  cataract 
Whose  echoes  midst  incumbent  foliage  died. 
From  one  high  mountain  gusJj'd  a  flowing 

stream. 
Which  through  the  forest  passed,  and  found 

a  fall 
Within^    none    knew    where,    then  i^U*d 

towards  the  sea. 

There,  underneath    the    boughs,    mark 

where  the  gleam 
Of  sunrise  through  the  roo^g^s  ohasm  h 

thrown  ^ 

Upon  a  grassy  plot  below,  wbereoa 
The  shadow  of  a  stag  stoops  to  the  stream 
Swift   rolling    tow'ras   the    cataract,   and 

drinks  deeply t 
Throughout  the  «iay  unceasingly  it  drinks^ 
While  ever  and  anon  the  nightingale, 
Kot  waiting  for  the  evemng,  swells  Ms 

hymn  -* 
His    one    sustained    and  heaven  -  aspiring 

tone  — 
And  when  the  sun  bath  vanish'd  utterly. 
Arm  over  arm  the  cedars  spread  their  shade. 
With    arching    wrist  ana   long  extended 

hands, 
And  grave  ward  fingers  lengthening  m  tha 

moon, 
Above  that  shadowy  stag  whose  antlers  stiU 
Hang  o*er  the  stream.     Now  came  a  rich* 

tou'd  voice 
Out  of  tbo  forest  depths,  and  sang  this  laj. 
With  deep  speech  mtervaird  aztd   tender 

pause* 

^'  If  we  have  lost  the  world  what  gain  is 
ours  1 
Hast  thou  not  built  a  palace  of  more  grace 
Than  marble  towers  ?    These  trunks  are 

pillars  rare. 
Whose  roof  embowers  with  far  more  gran- 
deur.    Say, 
Hast  thou  not  found  a  bliss  with  Meropd, 
As  full  of  rapture  as  eiistcnce  new  ? 
^m  tkua  with  me.    I  know  thst  Ikm  ui 
Ueas'd. 
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t  powwsy  treah  winged,  shall  soar 

andoream 
j^  walins  of  Elysiaii  gleaniy  whose  air  — 
^^     light — flowers, 
Win  ever  he»  though  vagoe,  most  fair,  most 

sweety 
B^itter  than  monorj. — Look  yonder,  love  ! 
What  •oleum  image  throogh  the  trunks  is 

strmying? 
Aad  now  he  doth  not  move,  yet  never  tarns 
On  oa  his  Tisage  of  rapt  vacancy  I 
It  is  OhUyion.  in  his  hand  —  thoueh  nought 
Knows  he  of  this  —  a  dusky  purple  flower 
Droops  orer  its  tall  stem.    Again,  ah  see  I 
He  wanders  into  mist,  and  now  is  lost. 
Within  his  brain  what  lovely  realms  of 


Are  inetor^d,  and  what  knowledge  through 

the  doors 
Of  hb  f orgetf ulness  of  all  the  earth 
A  path  may  gain  ?    Then  turn  thee,  love, 

to  me  : 
Was  I  not  worth  thy  winning,  and  thy  toil, 
O  cnzth-bom  son  of  Ocean  ?    Melt  to  rain.' ' 

EOS 

Lerel  with  the  summit  of  that  eastern 

mount, 
By  slow  approach,  and  like  a  promontory 
Which  seems  to  glide  and  meet  a  coming 

ship. 
The  pale-gold  platform  of  the  morning  came 
Towards  Uie  gliding  mount.    Against  a  sky 
Of  delicate  frarple,  snow-bright  courts  and 


Toneh'd  with  light  silvery  green,  gleaming 


Fronted  hj  pillars  vast,  doud-capitaird, 
-     With  akafta  of  ehangeful  pearl,  all  rear'd 
npon 
An  isle  of  clear  aerial  eold,  came  floating  ; 
And  in  the  centre,  clad  in  fleecy  white. 
With  Incid  lilies  in  her  golden  hair, 
Eos,  sweet  Goddess  of  &e  Morning,  stood. 


Fi 


I  the  bright  peak  of  that  surrounded 

moont, 
Oae  step  sniBeed  to  gain  the  tremulous  floor 
Wheieon  the  palace  of  the  Momine  shone, 
Seareely  a  bow-ehot  distant ;  but  that  step, 
Orion's  hnmUed  and  still  mortal  feet 
Dared  not  adTentore.  In  the  Goddess' face 
Is^lorin^y  he  gai'd.     •« Advance  I"  she 


In  tones  more  sweet  than  when  some  hea- 
venly bird. 
Hid  in  a  rosy  cloud,  its  morning  hymn 
Warbles  unseen,  wet  with  delicious  dews. 
And  to  earth's  flowers,  all  looking  up  in 

Frayer, 
the  coming  bliss.    **  Believe — ad« 

vancel 
Or,  as  the  spheres  move  onward  with  their 

song 
That  calls  me  to  awaken  other  lands. 
That  moment  will  escape  which  ne'er  re- 
turns." 
Forward    Orion    stepp'd :    the    platform 

bright 
Shook  like  the  reflex  of  a  star  in  water 
Mov'd  by  the  breeze,  throughout  its  whole 

expanse  ; 
And  even  the  palace  glisten'd  fitfully. 
As  with  electric  shiver  it  sent  forth 
Odors  of  flowers  divine  and  all  fresh  life. 
Still  stood  he  where  he  stepp'd,  nor  to 

return 
Attempted.    To  essay  one  p<ace  beyond 
He  felt  no  power  —  yet  onward  he  advanced 
Safe  to  the  Goddess,  who,  with  hand  out- 

stretch'd. 
Into    the    palace    led    him.    Grace    and 

strength, 
With  sense  of  happy  cbanpe  to  finer  earth. 
Freshness  of  nature,  and  belief  in  good, 
C]ime   flowing  o'er  his  soul,  and  he  was 

bless'd. 

'TIS  always  morning  somewhere  in  the 

world. 
And  Eos  rises,  circling  constantly 
The  varied  regions  of  mankind.    No  pause 
Of  renovation  and  of  freshening  rays 
She  knows,  but  evermore  her  love  breathes 

forth 
On  fi^ld  and  forest,  as  on  human  hope, 
Health,  beauty,  power,  thought,  action,  and 

advance. 
All  this  Orion  witness'd,  and  rejoiced. 

AKINETOS 

'T  was  eve,  and  Time,  his  vigorous  course 

pursuing. 
Met  Akinetos  walking  by  the  sea. 
At  sieht  of  him  the  lather  of  the  Hours 
Paus^  on  the  sand,  —  which  shrank,  grew 

moist,  and  trembled 
At  that  unwonted  pressure  of  the  God. 
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And  thus  with  Look  and  s«eeut  stern^  he 
Bp^e  : 

"  Thou  art  the  mortal  who,  with  hand  un- 
mov'd, 

Eatest  the  fruit  of  others*  taU ;  whose  heart 
Is  but  ft  vital  eiigine  that  conveya 
Blood,  to  no  purpose,  up  and  down  thy  frame; 
Whose  forehead  h  a  lar^e  stone  sepulchre 
Of  knowledge  I  aJid  whose  life  but  turn*  to 

waste 
My  measured  houra,  and  earth 'i 

jwass  I  *' 


Whereto  the  Great  Uattiov'd  i 

made, — 
And  Time  continued,  sterner  than 
•*  O  noWo-be-approv'd  !  thou  Ap* 
Who   gaxest    downward   oa    toj 

ahell,^ 
la  it  for  thee,  who  bear'^t  the  comi 
Of  man,  and  »rt  his  brother  in  the  uvw^. 
From  birth  to  funeral  pjfe  ;  is  it  for  thee. 
Who  didgt  derive  from  thy  long4iving  sire 
More  knowledge  than  endows   far  bE«tter 

sons, 
Thy  lamp  to  burn  nnthin,  and  turn  aside 
Thy  face  from  all  hnmaiiitj,  or  behold  it 
Without    emotion  J    like    some    sea^ahelFd 

thing 
Staring  around  from  a  green  hollowed  rock, 
Not  aidingf  lovingj  ca.ring — hoping  aught — 
Forgetting  Nature,  andhy  her  forgot  ?  ** 

Whereto,  with  mildness^  Akinetos  saidf 
"  H^t  thoti  considered  of  Eternity  ?  ** 
"  Profoundly  have  I  done  so,  in  my  youth," 
Chmnoa    replied,  and   bow*d  his  furrow'd 

head  ; 
**  Most,  when  my  tender  feet  from  Chaos 

trod 
Stumbling,  —  and,  doub  tf ^d  of  my  eyes,  my 

hands 
The  dazzling  air  expIor*d<     But,  since  that 

date. 
So  many  ages  have  I  told  ;  so  many, 
Fleet  after  fleet  on  newly  opening  aeas. 
Descry  l)t*foro  ine,  that  of  late  my  thoughts 
Have  rather  dwelt  on  all  around  my  path. 
With  anxious  care.     Well  were  it  tbiia  with 

thee," 

Then  Akiaetos  Pidmly  spake  once  more, 
With  eyes  still  bent  upon  the  tide-ribb^d 
eandi : 


**  And  dost  thou  of  To-morrt>w  al*o  thmk  ?  ** 
Whereat,    as    one    dismay 'd     by    sudden 

thought 
Of  many   crowding   things   that  call  hbn 

thence, 
Time,  with  bent  browa,  went  hurrying  on 

bis  way, 

Slow  towards  his  cave  the  Great  Unmov't! 
repaired, 

vtth   his  hack  agamst  the  roek,  eat 
down 

e,  half  smiling  in  the  pleasant  air  j 
I  the  lonely  silence  of  the  plaee 
m,  at  length,  discourfi'd  unto  hiitiselli 

ion,  ever  active  and  at  work, 

i  and  skilful,  Lot  to  be  siirpajts'd, 

■ninery  on  him  self  and  those  he  lovM  ; 

rht  his  companiona*  death, —  aiid  now 

hath  found, 
Ai  A^  ,:e mis*  han  d  ^  hi  s  own .     So  fares  i  t  ever 
With  the  world's  builder.     He,  from  wjil 

toheaniy 
From  pillar  to  roof,  from  shade  to  corporal 

form. 
From  the  first  vague  Thought  to  the  Temple 

vast* 
A  ceaseless  contest  with  the  erowd  end  urea, 
For   whom  he  labors.      Why  tJien  should 

we  move  ? 
Our  wisdom  cannot  change  whate'er^a  de- 
creed. 
Nor  e'en  the  acts  or  thoughts  of  brainless 

men  i 
Why  then  be  moT'd  ?     Beit  reason  is  mmt 

vain* 
He   who  will  do  and  auffer,  must  —  and 

end- 
Hence^  death  is  not  an  evil,  since  it  leads 
To  somewhat  permanent,  beyond  the  noise 
JIan  maketh  on  the  tabor  of  his  will. 
Until  the  small  round  burst,  and  pale  be 

falls. 
His  ear  is  stuff'd  with  the  gmve's  eaith« 

yet  feels 
The  inaudible  whispers  of  Eternity, 
While  Time  runs  shooting  to  OblivioD 
In  the  upper  fields  I    I  would  not  swell 

that  cry," 

Thns  Akinetos  sat  from  day  to  day, 
Abaorb'd  in  indolent  sublimity. 
Be  vie  wing  thoughta  and  kiiowledg^  o^et 
aud  o'er  ^ 


RICHARD   HENGIST   HORNE 


kad  09«r  h&  spiJro,  now  «uig  unto  himself, 
Kow  SMik  to  brooding  sileiioe.  From  H.bove, 
While  pMBUgf  Titne  the  rock  toucb'd  !  — 

•mi  it  002'd 
Bilrffie  drt>(i»  —  gently  at  first  —  and  slow. 
Riettniog  lonely  in  Ub  tix*d  repose^ 
Til*  GreAi  Uamov'd  uncotisciuuHly  became 
AttaeliM  to  tiiat  he  preu'd, — ^and  grndu- 

Wlila  lib  tlioiightA  drtl ted  to  no  abore  ^  a 

pawl  • 

O*  the  rock*    There  clung  the  dead  excreii- 

omoe,  iiU 
StfVN^    ksiicU,    d^soended     from     Orion^ 


Larg^  rosdn,  bniVt  marketa,  granaries,  and 
■toep  walls, — 
Es^  down  rooks  for  tise*  and  oommon 


GENIUS 

Txm  oot  at  sea  —  the  sun  was  high. 

While  Ye»i'r*d  the  wind,  aud  ilapp'd  the 
•ail  — 
Wc  aaw  •  ftuow- white  butterfly 
Dtaeiti^  before  the  fitful  gide, 

Fat  out  at  sea  t 

Thm  little  wanderer,  who  had  lost 
fiia  way,  of  danger  nothing  knew ; 

fiettlod  awhile  opou  the  mast, 
UflB  fluttered  o*or  the  waters  blue, 

Far  out  at  sea. 

Aboftty  iiMPe  gleam'd  the  boundless  sky  ; 

Bsiittith,  the  boimdless  ocean  sheen  i 
htkwvem  them  lUiieed  the  butterfly, 

*tim  •pirtt-life  of  this  rast  scene. 

Far  out  at  sen. 

Tfc*  ^m  mmd  then  soar*d  away, 

■*    *"-^ —  llj^  doads  on  fragile  wings, 


Lbt'^  br  tbe  brighter,  purer  ray 

Wlim  boipa't  ecstatic  moniiug  brings, 

Far  out  at  sea. 

jlway  btt  iped  with  shimmering  glee ! 
ScmiT«    ft««n — now    lost  —  yet    onward 


10^ 


'  with  wind  and  rain  —  and 


Hill  daaoe  before  the  ^forn, 

Far  out  at  sea. 


He  dies  unlike  his  mates,  I  ween  ; 

Perhaps  not  sooner,  or  worse  eross'd  ; 
And  he  bath  felt,  thought,  known,  and  seen 

A  larger  life  and  hope  —  thougti  lost 

Far  out  at  sea  1 


PELTERS  OF  PYRAMIDS 

A  6BOAL  of  idlers,  from  a  merchant  eraft 
Anchor^  off  Alexandria,  went  ashore. 
And  mouttting  asses  in  their  headlong  glee, 
Round  Pompey*s  Pillar  rode  with  hoots  and 

taimts, 
As  men  oft  say,  **  What  art  thou  more  than 

we  ?  " 
Next  in  a  boat  they  floated  up  the  Nile, 
Singing  and   driuking,  swearing  senseless 

oaths, 
Shouting,  and  laughing  most  deri^ivt^Iy 
At  all  majestic  scenes.  A  bank  they  reached, 
And  clambering  up,  play'd  gambols  among 

tombs  ; 
And  in  portentous   ruins  (through  whose 

depths, 
The  mighty  twilight  of  departed  Go<lg^ 
Both  sun  and  moon  glanced  furtive,  as  in 

awe) 
They  hid,  and  whoop*d>  and  spat  on  sacred 

things. 

At  length,  beneath  the  blazing  sun  they 

lounged 
Near  a  great  Pyramid.     Awhile  they  stood 
With  stupid  stare,  until  resentment  grew, 
In  the  recoil  of  meanness  from  the  vast ; 
And   gathering  stones,   they   with   coarse 

oaths  and  jibes 
(As  they  would  sav,  **  W^hat  art  thou  more 

than  we  ?  ") 
Pelted  the  Pyramid  t     But  soon  these  men. 
Hot  and    exhausted,  sat    them  down   I& 

drink  — 
Wrangled,  smok*d,  spat*  and  langVd,  and 

drowsily 
Curs'd  the  bald  Pyramid,  and  fell  asleep. 

Night  came  :  —  a  little  sand  went  drift- 
ing by  — 
And  mom  again  was  in  the  soft  blue  hea* 

vens. 
The  broad  sloj>es  of  the  shining  Pyramid 
Look'd  down  in  their  austere  simplicity 
Upon  the  glistening  silence  of  the  sands 
W  hereon  no  trace  of  mortal  dust  was  — 
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DISTINCTIVE  POETS   AND   DRAMATISTS 


SOLITUDE  AND  THE  LILY 

THE  LILY 

I  BEND  above  tbe  moving  ilr^am, 
I     And  tee  tnysclf  in  my  t>wu  dream, — - 
Heaven  passing,  while  I  do  not  pass, 

gomethitig  divine  pertains  to  me, 

Or  I  tn  It ;  —  reality 
[        Escapes  me  on  this  liqnid  ^sb* 

SOLITUDE 

The  changeful  clouds  that  float  or  pobe  im 

high. 
Emblem  eaj^tb's  night  BMd  day  of  histotj  : 
Renew 'd  for  ever,  evermore  to  die. 

Thy  life-dream  is  thy  fleeting  lovelinesB  ; 
But  mine  Is  eoncentmted  couscionanese, 
A  life  apart  from  pleasure  or  distress* 
The  grandeur  of  the  Whole 
Absorbs  my  soul, 
While  my  caves  sigh  o*er  human  littleness, 

THE  LILV 

Ah,  Solitude, 
Of  marble  Silence  fit  abode  I 
I  do  prefer  my  fading  face, 
M V  loss  of  loveliness  and  graces 

With  olood-d reams  ever  ia  my  view  ; 
Also  the  hope  that  other  eyes 
May  share  my  rapture  in  the  skies, 
And,  if  illusion,  feel  it  tme^ 


THE  SLAVE 

A  SEA*PrECE,  OFF  JAMAICA 

Before  ns  in  the  sultry  dawn  arose 
IndigD-ttnted  tnoitn tains  i  and  ere  noon 
We  near'd  an  isle  that  lay  liJce  a  fe^ 
toon, 

And  shar'd  the  ocean^s  glittering  repose. 

We  saw  plantations  spotted  with  white  hnt«; 
Estates  midst  orange  groves  and  towering 
treea; 


Bich   yellow   lawns   embrown'd  by  soft 

degrees  ; 
Plots  of  intense  gold  fimk'd  with  shady  nutiw 

A  dead  hot  silence  tranced  sea,  land,  and 
shy  : 
And  now  a  long  canoe  came  gliding  forth. 
Wherein  there  sat  an  old  man  fierce  and 
swartbf 
Tiirer-faecd,  blaek-fang'd,  and  with  jano* 
diced  eye.  • 

Fnxv   vhite,  with  pale  blue  obenuer'd,  and 

t«d  fold 
n     head'cloth   'oeath   itt^aw   brim,  this 

Master  wore  ; 

lie  in  the  snn-glare  stood  with  high- 

raised  oar 
A  ^     ed  Image  aU  of  bumisVd  gold* 

Golaea  his  bones  —  high-valued  in  the  martv 
His  mill  ted  muscles,  and  his  glo.^sy  skin ; 
Golden  his  life  of  action  —  but  withla 

The  slave  is  human  in  a  bleeding  hear^ 


THE  PLOUGH 

A  LANnSCAPE  IX  BERKSHIRE 

Above  yon  sombre  swell  of  land 

Thou  seest  the  dawn'^a  grave  orange  hme^ 

With  one  pale  streak  like  Tallow  sandt 
And  ever  thai  a  vein  of  bine. 

The  air  is  cold  above  the  woods  i 
All  silent  is  the  earth  and  sky. 
Except  with  his  owu  lonely  moods 

The  blackbird  holds  a  colloquy. 

Over  the  broad  hill  creeps  a  beam. 

Like  hope  that  gilds  a  good  man's  broW| 
And  now  ascends  the  nostril-streain 
Of  stalwart  horses  come  to  ploughs 

Tc  rigid  FloughmeOj  bear  in  mind 
Your  labor  is  for  future  hours  I 

Advance  "^  spare  not  —  nor  look  behind  t 
Plough  deep  and  straight  with  all  jreui 
powetf^ 


lTISTS                     3]I^ 

^PP               DISTINCTIVE   POETS 

►    AND    DRAMj^ 

H                          €^mmg  Hol^dl  ^ttbotfi                           ^ 

H          FROM  -TORRISMOND" 

DREAM-PEDLARY        ^^H 

^1              IS  A  GARDEN  BV  MOONLIGHT 

If  there  were  dreams  to  aell^         ^^^^| 

"T<r»niOB,     Came  then,  a  «ong  ;  a  winding 

What  would  you  buy  ?                ^^^^H 

pintle  flong. 
To  !«•«  roe  into  sleep.     Let  it  be  low 

Some  cost  a  passing  bell ;               ^^^^M 

Am  sephyr,  tilling  secrets  to  his  rose. 

That  shakes  from  Life's  fresh  erowa     ^H 

For  1  would  hear  the  murmuring  of   my 

Only  a  rose-leaf  down*                     ^^^^H 

iboagbta ; 

If  there  were  drenms  to  sell,         ^^^^^M 

And  more    of  voice   than  of    that  other 

Merry  and  sad  to  tell,                     ^^^^H 

tnitaio 

And  the  crier  rung  the  beU,           ^^^^H 

Timi  grow*  aroood  the  strings  of  quivering 

What  would  you  buy  ?                ^^^H 

lutes : 

^^^^^^1 

Bui  ino»t  of  thooght ;  for  with  mj  mind  I 

A  cottage  lone  and  still,                 ^^^^H 

listen. 

With  bowers  nigh,                      ^^^^H 

And  when  the  leaves  of  sottnd  are  ahed  upon 

Shadowy,  my  woes  to  still,             V^^^l 

it. 

Untifl  die.                                      ^^^^1 

Such  pearl  from  Life's  fresh  crown       ^H 

there. 

Fain  would  1  shake  me  down.                ^H 

So  life,   so  death ;  a    flong,   and   then   a 

W^ere  dreams  to  have  at  will,                ^^M 

dream  ! 

This  would  l)est  heal  my  ill,           ^^^M 

Ba0ak  before  another  dewdrop  fall 

This  would  I  buy,                          ^^^^^| 

f^ooi   the  soft  hold  of    these    disturbed 

^^^^H 

■lowers. 

But  there  were  dreams  to  sell                ^^M 

III  didst  thou  buy  ;                          ^^^H 

Amd  from  these  words  I  sink. 

Life  is  a  dream,  they  tell,               ^^^^H 

SONG 

Waking,  to  die.                             ^^^^H 

Dreaming  a  dream  to  prize*           ^^^^| 

How  inany  times  do  I  love  thee,  dear  7 

Is  wishing  ghosts  to  rise  ;               ^^^^H 

^K         Tell  me  bow  manj  thoughts  there  be 

And,  if  I  had  the  spell                     ^^H 

^m             In  the  atmosphere 
^B             Of  a  new-falrn  year. 

To  call  the  burie<l  well,                    ^^^H 

Which  one  would  I  7                    ^^H 

^H   Wlnee  white  and  sable  hours  appear 

^^^^H 

^         Tbt  latest  Aake  of  Eternity  : 

If  there  are  ghosts  to  raise,            ^^^^M 

So  umnj  times  do  1  love  thee,  dear. 

What  shall  I  call                           ^^H 

Out  of  beirs  murky  haze,               ^^^^| 

How  many  times  do  I  love  aeain  ? 
^_         Tell  me  how  many  beads  there  are 

Heaven's  blue  paU  7                     ^^^H 

Kaiae  my  lov'd  long-lost  bof           ^^^^| 

^H             la  a  silver  chain 

To  lead  me  to  his  joy.                       ^^^^^| 

^B            Of  evening  rain, 

There  are  no  ghosts  to  raise  £  ^^^^H 
Out  of  death  lead  no  ways  ;            ^^^^| 

^^H    fjsravcird  from  the  tumbling  main. 

^^H        And  threading  the  eye  of  a  veUo w  star  : 
^H  So  noBY  taniee  do  I  love  agam. 

Vun  is  the  ealL                            ^^^H 

w 

Know'st  thou  not  ghosU  to  ine  ?   ^^^H 

'          Bltm.    She  sees  no  longer  :  leave  her 

No  love  tbou  hast.                         ^^^^^| 

then  alone. 

Else  lie,  as  I  will  do,                       ^^^^H 

EnBOOEpasBM    by   thie  round    and    moony 

And  breathe  thy  last                  ^^^H 

i                   night. 

So  out  of  Life's  fresh  crown          ^^^^| 

A  mee-l^  for  thy  lipt»  and  then  good- 

Fall  like  a  rose-leaf  down*              ^^^^H 

mght : 

Thus  are  the  ghosts  to  woo  ;  ^^^^| 
Tbns  are  all  areama  made  tni%     ^^^^M 

I          So  file*  to   death  ;  a  song,  and  then   a 

4bmml 

£vertola8tI                              ^^^1 

DISTINCTIVE  POETS  AND   DRAMATISTS 


BALLAD   OF   HUMAN    LIFE 

When  we  were  girl  and  boj  together, 

We  toaa'd  about  the  flowers 

And  wreatb*d  the  bltiahiiig"  hours 
Xnto  a  posy  o^en  and  aweeL 

I  sought  the  youngest,  best. 

And  tioTcr  was  at  rest 
Till  I  had  laid  them  at  thy  fairy  feet. 
But  the  days  of  childhood  t 

And   the  blooming  swee 
weather, 

When  w©  were  boy  and  g  fJt 

tthen  we  were  lad  and  kis  I 

And  sought  the  kiaa  of  nij  ^ 

Before  we  felt  aright,  J. 

Bitting  and  singing  soft  and  fl 

The  dearest  thought  of  hi  B 

With  thee  *t  was  joy  to  p«i 

And  the  gf  eater  half  was  thiut:,  as  meet* 

Still  my  eyelid  's  dei-ry,  tiij  vpiuh  tbey  beat 
At  the  starry  summer-evening  weather, 
When  we  were  lad  and  lass  together. 

And  we  are  man  and  wife  together, 
Although  thy  breast,  once  hold 
With  song,  be  clos'd  and  cold 
Beneath  flowers*  roots  and  birds'  light  feet. 
Yet  sit  I  by  thy  tomb, 
And  dissipate  the  gloom 
With  songs  of  lovine  laith  and  sorrow  sweet. 
And  fate  and  darlding  grave  kind  dreams 
do  cheat, 
That,  while  fair  life,  young  hope,  despair 

and  death  are, 
We  're  boy  and  girl,  and  lass  and  lad,  and 
man  and  wife  together. 


SONGS   FROM  "DEATH'S   JEST- 
BOOK" 


TO    SEA,    TO    SEA  ! 

To  sea,  to  sea  !    The  calm  is  o'er  ; 

The  wanton  water  leaps  in  sport, 
And  rattles  down  the  pebbly  shore  ; 

The  dolphin  wheels,  the  sea-cows  snort, 
A^id  unseen  Mermaids'  pearly  song 
Comes  bubbling  up,  the  weeds  among. 

Fling  broad  the  sail,  dip  deep  the  oar : 

To  sea,  to  sea  !  the  calm  is  o'er. 


To  sea,  to  sea  I  our  wide-wing'd  bark 
Shall  billowy  cleave  its  auutij  way«^y 

And  with  its  shadow,  fleet  and  dark^  ^H 
Break  the  cav'd  Tritons'  atnte  day^ 

Like  mighty  eag^k  soaring  liglit 

0*er  antelopes  on  Alpine  heigbt. 

The  anchor  heaves^  the  ship  swings  £m 
The  aaiis  swell  full.     To  sea,  to  sea  I 


II 


DIRGE 


! 


f  thou  wilt  ease  thine  heart 
)f  love  and  all  ita  smftrtt 

Then  sleep,  dear,  sleep  ; 
Lnd  not  a  sorrow 
Hang  any  tear  on  yonr  eye^lashes  ; 

Lie  still  and  aeep. 
Sad  soul,  until  Ibe  sea^wave  waahes 
[*he  rim  o^  the  sun  to-morroW| 
In  eastern  sky. 

But  wilt  thou  cure  thine  heart 
Of  love  and  all  its  smart. 

Then  die,  dear,  die  ; 
'T  is  deeper,  sweeter, 
Than  on  a  rose  bank  to  lie  dreaminfi 

With  folded  eye ; 
And  then  alone,  amid  the  beaming 
Of  love's  stars,  thou  It  meet  her 
In  eastern  sky. 

Ill 
ATHULF'S    DEATH    SONG 

A  CTPREBB-BOUGH,  and  a  rose-wreath  swe 
A  wedding-robe,  and  a  windingndieety 
A  bridal-bed  and  a  bier. 
Thine  be  the  kisses,  maid, 

And  smiling  Love's  alarms ; 
And  thou,  pale  youth,  be  laid 
In  the  grave's  cold  arms. 
Each  in  his  own  charms. 

Death  and  Hymen  both  are  here ) 
So  up  with  scythe  and  torch, 
And  to  the  old  church  Dorch, 
While  all  the  bells  ring  clear  : 
And  rosy,  rosy  the  bed  shall  bloom, 
And  earthy,  earthy  heap  up  the  ton 

Now  tremble  dimples  on  your  cheek, 
Sweet  be  your  lips  to  taste  and  speak. 
For  he  who  kisses  is  near : 
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^^     bridcgod  fair, 
i  Tmiilif  111  jwwer  and  force  ; 
ly  hifu  the  grizard  bare. 
Pale  knigbt  cm  a  pule  horse, 
To  woo  Uiui  U>  n  corpse, 

lentil  and  Hjnieii  lK»th  are  here  ; 

80  up  with  «cvlh»^  and  torch^ 

And  to  the  old  chuith  norch, 

WUIc  all  the  bcdls  ring  clear  ; 

And  mtjt  rosy  the  bed  shall  bloom, 

And  mibj,  earthy  heap  up  the  tuiub. 


IV 
SBCOXD  DIRGE 


fll'c  do  lb  beneath  the  groAS 

In  the  moonlight,  in  the  shade 
Of  the  yew-tnjc.     They  that  paM 
Hvar  ns  not.     We  are  afraid 
They  would  envy  our  delight^ 
In  oar  graves  by  glow-worm  nights 
follow  ut,  and  siniie  as  we  ; 

sail  to  the   rock  in  the  ancient 
wavei, 
ere  the  snow  falls  by  thousands  into  the 

And  the  drown'd  and  the  shipwrecked 
have  happy  gravea. 


)NGS    FROM  "THE   BRIDES' 
TRAGEDY" 


HESPERUS  SIXGS 

i  old  pilgrim  Misery, 

i  the  silent  moon  he  sat^, 
J  to  the  screech  owl's  cry 
I  the  cold  wind's  goblin  prate  ; 
dde  him  lay  his  staff  of  yew 
^'ith  withered  willow  twinVI, 
Hii  acant  gray  hair  all  wet  with  dew, 
'Iii  eheeks  with  grief  ybrin'd  ; 
*.  his  cry  It  was  ever,  alack  1 
A  Imnle^  aiid  W06  IS  me  1 


Anon  a  wanton  imp  astray 

His  piteous  moaning  hears. 
And  from  hii*  bosom  steals  away 

His  rosary  of  tears  : 
With  hh  plunder  tied  that  nrchin  elf, 

And  bid  it  in  your  eyes  j 
Then  tell  me  back  the  stolen  pelf, 

Give  up  the  lawless  prize  ; 

Or  your  cry  shall  l>e  ever,  abbckl 
Alack,  and  woe  is  me  ! 

II 

LOVE  GOES  A-HAWKINO 

A  HO  !  A  ho  1 
Love's  bom  doth  blow. 
And  he  will  out  a-hawldng  go. 
His  shafts  ore  light  as  beauty  s  sighs, 
And  brisht  as  midnight*s  brightest  eyei%  ^ 

And  round  his  sUrry  way 
The  9wan-wing*d  horses  of  the  skies. 
With  summer '>*  music  in  their  manes, 
Curve  Ibeir  fair  necks  to  zephyr^s  ttbiBf 
And  urge  thuir  graeeful  play. 

A  ho  1  A  ho  I 
Loye*8  horn  doth  blow. 
And  he  will  out  a-hawking  go. 
The  sparrows  flutter  round  his  wrist, 
The  feathery  thieves  tliat  Fenns  kist 
And  tiiught  their  morning  song, 
The  liimota  seek  the  airy  list, 
And  swallows  too,  small  pets  of  Spring, 
Beat  back  the  gale  with  swifter  wmg^ 
And  dai't  and  wheel  along. 

A  ho  t  A  bo  t 
Love's  bom  doth  blow, 
And  he  will  oul:  a^hawking  go. 
Now  woe  to  every  gnat  that  skipa 
To  fileh  the  fruit  of  ladie**  lips. 

His  felon  blood  is  shed  ; 
And  woe  to  flies,  whose  airy  ships 
On  beauty  cast  their  anchoring  bite, 
And  bandit  wasp,  that  naughty  wtght^ 
Whose  sting  is  slaughter-red.^ 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  WESTERN 
MEN 

A  GOOD  sword  and  a  trustj  hasd  I 

A  merry  heart  and  true  I 
King  Jameses  men  shall  understand 

Wbat  Cornish  lads  can  do. 

And  hare  they  Ex*d  the  where  and  when  ? 

And  shall  Trelawny  die  ? 
Here  'a  twenty  thousand  Comifih  mes 

Will  know  the  reason  why  l 

Out  spake  tbeir  captain  brave  and  bold, 

A  merry  wigbt  waji  he  : 
"  If  London  Tower  were  MichaePi  Iic^ld, 

We  ^11  set  Trelawny  free  I 

«  We  11  cross  the  Tainar,  land  to  land, 

The  Severn  ia  no  stay, 
With  *  one  and  all, '  and  band  in  hand, 

And  who  shall  bid  us  nay  ? 

"And  when  we  come  to  London  Wall, 

A  pleasant  sight  to  view, 
Come  forth  I  come  forth,  ye  cowards  all, 

Here  's  men  as  good  as  you  I 

«*  Trelawny  he 's  in  keep  and  hold, 

Trelawny  he  may  die  ; 
But  here 's  twenty  thousand  Cornish  bold. 

Will  know  the  reason  why  I  ** 

MAWGAN  OF  MELHUACH 

'TwAS  a  fierce  night  when  old  Mawgan 

died. 
Men  shudder'd  to  bear  the  rolling  tide  : 
The  wreckers  fled  fast  from  the  awful  shore. 
They  had  heard  strange  voices  amid  the 

roar. 

*<Out  with  the  boat  there,"  some  one  cried, — 
"  Will  he  never  come  ?  we  shall  lose  the  tide : 
His  berth  is  trim  and  his  cabin  stor'd. 
He 's  a  weary  long  time  coming  on  board." 

The  old  man  struggled  upon  the  bed  : 
He  knew  the  words  that  the  voices  said  ; 
Wildly  he  shriek'd  as  hb  eyes  grew  dim, 
^  He  was  dead  I  he  was  dead  I  when  I  bur- 
ied him." 


Kark  yet  again  to  the  deviliah  roar, 
^^  He  was  niujbler  once  with  a  ebip  ofu  shore  | 
Cotne  t  L'ume  I  old  man,  *t  is  a  vain  deiaj, 
We  must  make  the  ofiQng  by  break  oi  daji** 

Hard  WBM  the  strugglcj  but  at  the  last. 
With  a  stormy  pang  old  Mawgan  past. 
And  away^  away,  beneath  tbe^ir  si^bt, 
Gleam'd  the  red  sail  at  pitch  of  night. 

FEATHERS  TONE'S    DOOM 

Twist  thou  a»d  twine  t  in  Hgbt  and  glooo 

A  spell  la  on  tbinc  hand  ; 
The  wind  shall  he  thy  ehangefiil  loom, 

Thy  web  the  shifting  saaid- 


•il.  I 


Twine  from  this  hour,  in  iiteaseless  toil. 
On  Blaekrock's  unllen  shore  ; 

Till  cordage  of  the  sand  shall  ooii 
Where  crested  surges  roar. 

'Tis  for  that  hour,  when,  from  the  wave^ 

Near  voices  wildly  cried  ; 
When  thv  stem  hand  no  succor  gaye. 

The  cable  at  thy  side. 


Twist  thou  and  twine  !  in  lieht  and  gl< 
The  spell  is  on  thine  hand  ; 

The  wind  shall  be  thy  chanceful  loom, 
Thy  web  the  shifting  sand. 


"PATER  VESTER  PASCIT  ILLA" 

Our  bark  is  on  the  waters  :  wide  aronnd 
The  wandering  wave  ;  above,  the  lonely  s^. 
Hush  I  a  young  sea-bird  floats,  and  thai 

quick  cry 
Shrieks  to  the  levelled  weapon's  eohomg 

sound. 
Grasps  its  lank  wing,  and  on,  with  reddew 

bound  I 
Yet,  creature  of  the  surf,  a  sheltering  breast 
To-night  shall  haunt  in  vain  thy  far-off  nest, 
A  call  unanswer'd  search  the  rocky  groond. 
Lord  of  leviathan  I  when  Ocean  heard 
Thy  gathering  voice,  and  sought  his  natiTe 

breeze  ; 
When  whales  first  plunged  with  lile,  and 

the  proud  deep 
Felt  unborn  tempests  heave  in  troubled 

sleep ; 
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ThoD  didst  Drovide,  e'en  for  Uua  ziameleAB 
bird/ 

tat,  mad  &  D»timd  lore,  amid  the  Barging 
I 


THE   SILENT  TOWER  OF 

BOTTREAU 


I 


Ijctadgel  bells  riug  o'er  the  tide, 
bo  J  Icjins  OQ  hiis  vessel  side  ; 
He  bear»  that  »ouiid,  and  dreauis  of  home 
SotHhe  the  wild  orphan  of  the  foam. 
**Coitic  to  thy  God  in  time  1  ** 
lliiii  Mdth  their  pealing  chime  : 
Youth,  tnanhood,  old  age  paatp 
«■  Ccniie  to  thy  God  at  huit.'' 


Bat  why  are  Bottreaa's  echoes  Btill  ? 
iler  tower  ttands  proudly  on  the  hiU  ; 
Y'et  thr  stnuige  chough   that   home   hath 

found, 
The  lamb  lies  sleeping  on  the  ground* 

*^  Come  to  thy  God  in  time  V* 

Sb^ttld  be  ber  antwering  chime : 

**  Come  to  thy  God  at  last  t " 

Sbe«&ld  echo  on  tbe  blast. 


TW  ship  rode  dovm  with  courses  freei, 
Hw  daughter  of  a  distant  sea : 
Her  ebect  was  loose,  l»er  anchor  stor'd, 
Xbe  merry  Hoitreati  belLa  on  board. 

^Come  to  thy  God  in  time  1  '* 

Rojig  out  Tiiitadgel  chime  ; 

irotttk,  manhood,  old  age  past, 

**CanB  to  thy  God  at  Ust  1 " 

Thm  pilot  beard  his  native  belb 
Umm^  on  the  breeze  in  Atful  swells  ; 
^HlHiik  G<id,^  with  reverent  brow  he  cried, 
^^Wo  viaJce  the  shore  with  evening's  tide." 
^m  ^'Cons  to  thy  God  m  time  1  *' 
^^m  Xi  waft  liiri  marriage  ehime  : 
^H  Ti  M  M>d,  old  age  past, 

^H  Hlt  t  ring  at  Isust. 

*  HiBJik  God«  thou  whining  knave,  on  land, 
Sol  ibaak,  at  sea,  tbe  steersman's  hand**' 
7%m  oeMtn's  Toioe  above  the  gxde  : 

•  Tbttak  ibe  good  ship  and  ready  sail/' 
«*Cotw  lo  thy  God  in  time  i " 
Sid  gmr  tbe  boding  chime  : 


"  Come  to  thy  God  at  last  I  " 
Boom*d  heavy  on  the  blast. 

Uprose  that  sea  I  as  if  it  heard 
The  mighty  Master's  signal- word  : 
What  thrills  the  captain's  whitening  lip  ? 
The  death-groans  of  his  sinking  ship. 

"  Come  to  thy  God  in  time  I 

Swung  deep  tlie  funeral  chime  : 

Grace,  mercy,  kindness  past, 

''  Come  to  thy  God  at  last  I " 

Long  did  the  rescued  pilot  tell  — 
When  gray  hairs  o^er  his  furehead  fell, 
While  those  around  would  heai  and  weep  <^  J 
That  fearful  judgment  of  the  deep. 

*'  Come  to  thy  God  in  time  I " 

He  read  his  native  chime  : 

Youth,,  manhood,  old  age  past, 

His  bell  rung  out  at  last. 

Still  when  the  storm  of  Bottreau*s  wayei 
Is  wakening  in  his  weedy  caves, 
Those  bells,  that  sullen  surges  hide, 
Feal  their  deep  notes  beneath  the  tide  t 

**  Come  to  thy  God  in  time  !  '* 

Thus  saith  the  ocean  chime  : 

Storm,  billow,  whirlwind  past, 

**  Corae  to  thy  God  at  last  I  " 

TO  ALFRED  TENNYSON 

Thky  told  me  in  their  shadowy  ph 

Caught  from  a  tale  gone  by» 
That  Arthur,  King  of  Cornish  praise^ 

Died  not,  and  would  not  die. 

Dreams  bad  they,  that  in  fairy  bowexfi 

Their  living  warrior  lies, 
Or  wears  a  garland  of  the  flowera 

That  grow  in  Paradise. 

I  read  tbe  rune  with  deeper  ken. 

And  thus  the  myth  I  trace  :  — 
A  bard  should  rise,  mid  future  men. 

The  mightiest  of  his  race* 

He  would  great  Arthur*!  deeds  rebeano 

On  gray  Dimdagt'l's  shore  ; 
And  so  the  Kiug  in  laureird  veraa 
Shall  live,  and  die  no  more  1 
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THE   CARDINAL'S  SOLILOQUY 

FROM    "mcHELmu;   or,   the    conspi- 
racy" 

Rich  [rmdmg^.    '*  In  iilencei  and  at  aiglit, 

the  CoiiscieELc^  feels 
Tiiat  life  aht»uid  soar  to  nobler  enda  ttiaji 

Power/* 
Bo  sajeat  thou,  sage  and  sober  niDrAlist  1 
Btit  wert  thou  tried  ?    Sublime  Pbilosopby, 
Thou  art  tha  Patriajch'3  ladder,  reaching 

heaven, 
And  biigbt  with  bookcniEg  atigek  —  hut, 

alas  J 
We  see   thee,  like  the  Patriarch,  but  In 

dream^i 
By  the  first  step,  doll-slambering  on  the 

earth. 
I  am  not  happy  I  —  with  the  Titan's  lust 
I  woo'd  a  goddess,  and  I  clasp  a  cloud. 
When  I  am  dust,  my  name  shall,  like  a  star, 
Shine  through  wan  space,  a  glory,  and  a 

prophet 
Whereby  pale  seers  shall  from  their  aery 

towers 
Con  all  the  ominous  signs,  benign  or  evil, 
That  make  the  potent  astrologue  of  kings. 
But  shall  the  Future  judge  me  by  the  ends 
That  I  have  wrought,  or  by  the   dubious 

means 
Through  which  the  stream  of  my  renown 

hath  run 
Into  the  manv-voiced  unfathom'd  Time  ? 
Foul  in  its  bed  lie  weeds,  and  heaps  of  slime, 
And  with  its  waves  —  when   sparkling  in 

the  sun, 
Ofttimes  the  secret  rivulets  that  swell 
Its  mieht  of  waters  —  blend  the  hues  of 

Wood. 
Yet  are  my  sins  not  those  of  Circumstance, 
That  all-pervadinff  atmosphere,  wherein 
Our  spirits,  like  the  unsteady  lizard,  take 
The  tints  that  color,  and  the  food  that  nur- 
tures? 
O  t  ye,  whose  hour-glass  shifts  its  tran- 
quil sands 
In  the  unvex'd  silence  of  a  student's  cell ; 
Te,  whose  untempted  hearts  have  never 

toss'd 


Upon  the  dark  and  stofmy  tides  where  lift 
Givi.^  battle  to  the  eletuetitSj  - —  and  man 
Wrestle H  with  man  for  some  slight  plank, 

whose  weight 
Will  bear  but  one,  while  round  the  desper- 
ate wretch 
The  hungry  billows  roar,  and  the  fieree  Fate, 
Like  Eome  huge  monstcT,  diin-aeen  through 

the  surf. 
Waits  him  who  drops ;  —  ye  safe  and  for> 

mal  men, 
Who  write  the  deeds,  and  with  unfeverish 

hand 
Weigh  in  nice  scales   the  motiTes  of  thiP 

Great, 
Y©  cannot  know  what  ye  have  never  tried  1 
History  preserves  only  the  fleshiest  bonei 
Of  what  we  are,  and  by  the  mocking  dcnll 
The  would-be  wise  pretend  to  gueas  the 

features. 
Without  the  roundness  and  the  ^ow  of  life 
How  hideous  is  the  skeleton  !     Without 
The  colorings  and  humanities  that  clothe 
Our  errors,  the  anatomists  of  schools 
Can  make  our  memory  hideous. 

I  have  wrought 
Great  uses  out  of  evil  tools,  and  they 
In  the  time  to  come  may  bask  beneath  the 

light 
Which  I  have  stolen  from  the  angry  gods, 
And  warn  their  sons  against  the  glorious 

theft. 
Forgetful  of  the  darkness  which  it  broke. 
I  have  shed  blood,  but  I  have  had  no  foes 
Save  those  the  State  had  ;  if  my  wimth  was 

deadly, 
'T  is  that  I  felt  my  countnr  in  my  veins, 
And  smote  her  sons  as  Brutus  smote  his 

.  own. 
And  yet  I  am  not  happy  :  blanch'd  and 

sear'd 
Before  my  time  ;  breathing  an  air  of  hate^ 
And  seeing  daggers  in  the  eyes  of  men. 
And  wasting  powers  that  shake  the  thrones 

of  earth 
In  contest  with  the  insects  ;  bearding  kings 
And  brav'd  by  lackies  ;  murder  at  my  bed  ; 
And  lone  amidst  the  multitudinous  web, 
With  the  dread  Three,  that  are  the  Fates 

who  hold 
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TW  woof  and  shears  —  the  Monk,  the  Spy, 

the  Headsman. 
And  this  is  power  ?    Alas  I  I  am  not  happy. 

[After  a  pause. 
And  jet  the  Kile  is  fretted  by  the  weeds 
Its  rising  roots  not  up  ;  bat  never  yet 
Did  one  least  harrier  by  a  ripple  vex 
My  onward  tide,  unswept  in  sport  away. 
Am  I  so  ruthless  then  that  I  do  hate 
Them  who  hate  me  ?    Tosh,  tush  1 1  do  not 

hate; 
Kay,  I  forgive.    The  Statesman  writes  the 

doom. 
But  the  Priest  sends  the  blessing.    I  f  or- 

zire  them, 
Bot  I  £stroy  ;  forgiveness  is  mine  own, 
Destmetion  is  the  State's !    For  private  life, 
Smpture  the  guide — for  public,  MaohiaveL 
Would  fortune  serve  me  if  the  Heaven  were 

wroth? 
For  chance  makes  half  my  greatness.     I 

was  bom 
Beneath  the  aspect  of  a  bright-eyed  star, 
And  my  triumphant  adamant  of  soul 
Is  hot  the  fix'd  persuasion  of  success. 
Ah  1  —  here !  —  that  spasm  I  —  again  !  — 

How  Life  and  Death 
Do  wrestle  for  me  momently  !     And  yet 
The  Kinj^  looks  pale.    I  shall  outlive  the 

sing ! 
And  then,  thou  insolent  Austrian  —  who 

didst  gibe 
At  the  ungainly,  gaunt,  and  daring  lover, 
Sleeking  thy  loou  to  silken  Buckingham, 
Thoa  shalt  —  no  matter !     I  have  outlived 

love. 
0  beantif ol,  all  golden,  gentle  youth  t 
Making  thy  pab^  in  the  careless  front 
And  hopeful  eye  of  man,  ere  vet  the  soul 
Hath  lost  the  memories  which  (so  Plato 

dream'd) 
Ereath'd  glory  from  the  earlier  star  it 

dwelt  in  — 
Oh,  for  one  gale  from  thine  exulting  mom- 

ing. 
Stirrinfi^  amidst  the  roses,  where  of  old 
Love  shook  the  dew-drops  from  his  glan- 
cing hair  I 
^^iM  I  r^all  the  past,  or  had  not  set 
Die  prodigal  treasures  of  the  bankrupt  soul 


In  one  slight  bark  upon  the  shoreless  sea ; 
The  yoked  steer,  after  his  day  of  toil, 
Foreets  the  goad,  and  rests  :  to  me  alike 
Or  day  or  night  —  Ambition  has  no  rest ! 
Shall  I  resign  ?  who  can  resign  himself  ? 
For  custom  is  ourself  ;  as  drink  and  food 
Become  our  bone  and  flesh,  the  aliments 
Kurturing    our    nobler    part,    the    mindy 

thoughts,  dreams, 
Passions,  and  aims,  in  the  revolving  cycle 
Of  the  great  alchemy,  at  length  are  made 
Our  mind  itself  ;    and  yet  the  sweets  of 

leisure. 
An  honor'd  home  far  from  these  base  in- 
trigues. 
An  eyrie  on  the  heaven-ldss'd  heights  of 
wisdom. — 

[Taking  up  the  book. 
Speak  to  me,  moralist  I  —  I'U  heed   thy 
counsel. 

WHEN   STARS   ARE   IN   THE 
QUIET   SKIES 

When  stars  are  in  the  quiet  skies. 

Then  most  I  pine  for  thee  ; 
Bend  on  me  then  thy  tender  eyes. 

As  stars  look  on  the  sea  ! 
For  thoughts,  like  waves  that  glide  by  night, 

Are  stillest  when  they  shine  ; 
Mine  earthly  love  lies  hush'd  in  light 

Beneath  the  heaven  of  thine. 

There  is  an  hour  when  angels  keep 

Familiar  watch  o'er  men. 
When  coarser  soids  are  wrapp'd  in  sleep  — 

Sweet  spirit,  meet  me  then  I 
There  is  an  hour  when  holy  dreams 

Through  slumber  fairest  glide  ; 
And  in  that  mystic  hour  it  seems 

Thou  shouldst  be  by  my  side. 

My  thoughts  of  thee  too  sacred  are 

For  daylight's  common  beam  : 
I  can  but  know  thee  as  my  star. 

My  angel  and  my  dream  ; 
When  stars  are  in  the  quiet  skies. 

Then  most  I  pine  for  thee  ; 
Bend  on  me  then  thy  tender  eyes. 

As  stars  look  on  the  sea  I 
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il^illiam  €&monl)jeEtounc  ^Gptdim 


THE  EXECUTION  OF  MONTROSE 

Come  luther^  Ethii  Cameroti  f 
Cotue,  stand  bealdo  nty  knee  : 

I  hear  the  river  roaring  down 

Towards  the  wintrj  aea« 
Tbf?ra  ^n  shouting  ou  the  mountaui'flider 

There  *h  war  withia  the  blast  j 
Old  faces  took  upon  mej 

Old  forms  go  trooping  past ; 
I  hear  the  pihroeh  wailing 

Amidst  the  diu  of  flght^ 
And  tnf  dim  spirit  wake.^  agmln 

Upon  the  verge  cf  uight, 

1'  was  I  thut  led  the  Highland  host 

Through  wild  Lochnber*a  snows. 
What  time  the  plaided  elans  came  down 

To  battle  with  Mont  rose. 
I  've  told  thee  how  the  Southrons  fell 

Beneath  the  hroad  clarmore, 
And  how  we  smote  the  Campbell  clan 

By  Inverlochy's  shore. 
I  Ve  told  thee  how  we  swept  Dundeey 

And  tam'd  the  Lindsays  pride  ; 
But  never  have  I  told  thee  yet 

How  the  great  Marquis  died. 

A  traitor  sold  him  to  his  foes  ; 

O  deed  of  deathless  shame  I 
I  charge  thee,  boy,  if  e'er  thou  meet 

Wit£  one  of  Assynt's  name  — 
Be  it  upon  the  mountain's  side, 

Or  yet  within  the  glen, 
Stand  he  in  martial  gear  alone, 

Or  back'd  by  armed  men  — 
Face  him,  as  thou  wouldst  face  the  man 

Who  wrong'd  thy  sire's  renown  ; 
Bemember  of  what  blood  thou  art, 

And  strike  the  caitiff  down  ! 

They  brought  him  to  the  Watergate, 

Hard  bound  with  hempen  span. 
As  though  they  held  a  lion  there, 

And  not  a  fenceless  man. 
They  set  him  high  upou  a  cart, 

The  hangman  rode  below. 
They  drew  his  hands  behind  his  back 

And  bar'd  his  noble  brow. 
Then,  as  a  hound  is  slipp'd  from  leash. 

They  cheer'd  the  common  throng, 


Ajid  blew  the  note  with  yelJ  and  ilioai 
And  bade  him  pass  along. 

It  would  have  made  a  brave  m&n'a  he 

Grow  sad  and  nick  that  day,  ■ 

To  watch  the  keen  nmltgtnmt  eycA  H 

Beat  down  on  that  array,  ■ 

There  8t<xKi  the  Whig  we«t-country  lor 

In  balcony  and  bow  ; 
There  sat  their  gautit  and  mther*d  dam 

And  their  danghtets  oU  a-row. 
And  every  open  window  h 

Was  full  aa  full  might  be  ^ 

With  blatfk-iMjb'd  Covenanting  carles, 

That  gpodly  sport  to  see  I 

But  when  he  came^  thon§:h  paleajid  in 

He  look'd  BO  great  ana  high. 
So  noble  was  his  manly  front. 

So  eiilm  his  .^ttaJf^i^^t  eve. 
The  rabble  rout  forbore  to  shoaty 

And  each  man  held  his  breath. 
For  well  they  knew  the  hero's  soul 

Was  face  to  face  with  death. 
And  then  a  mournful  shudder 

Through  all  the  people  crept. 
And  some  that  came  to  scoff  at  him 

Now  tum'd  aside  and  wept. 

But  onwards  —  always  onwardfli 

In  silence  and  in  gloom. 
The  dreary  paeeant  labor'd. 

Till  it  reach^  the  house  of  doom. 
Then  first  a  woman's  voice  was  heard 

In  jeer  and  laughter  loud. 
And  an  angry  cry  and  a  hiss  arose 

From  the  heart  of  the  tossing  crowd 
Then  as  the  Graeme  look'd  upwards, 

He  saw  the  urly  smile 
Of  him  who  sold  his  king  for  gold. 

The  master-fiend  Argyle  I 

The  Marquis  gaz'd  a  moment, 

And  nothing  did  he  say, 
But  the  cheek  of  Argyle  grew  ghastly  p 

And  he  tum'd  his  eyes  away. 
The  painted  harlot  by  his  side. 

She  shook  through  every  limb. 
For  a  roar  like  thunder  swept  the  stro 

And  hands  were  olench'd  at  him  ; 
And  a  Saxon  soldier  cried  aloud, 

"  Back,  coward,  from  thy  place  I 
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Far  9#TeD  long  jears  tbon  hast  not  dar'd 
I      Ta  look  Ititti  in  the  face/* 

Had  I  be€ti  there  with  sword  in  hand, 

And  fiftj  Camerons  by. 
That  day  through  high  Dunediu's  streets 

Had  peal'd  the  slogan-cry. 
XiH  all  their  troops  of  tranipling  horse, 

Nor  might  of  nmiled  men, 
Not  nil  the  rebels  in  the  south 

ilad  bomt*  tis  hackwHnU  then  ! 
Ooee  motv  his  Un*t  oti  Highland  heath 

Had  trod  m  free  as  air. 
Or  l«  and  all  who  bore  my  nume» 

Been  laid  around  him  there  I 

It  mi^ht  not  be.     They  placed  him  next 

Within  the  solemn  haU, 
Where  once   the   Scottish    kings    were 
thmuM 

Amidst  their  nobles  alL 
Bat  there  was  dtist  of  Tulgar  feet 

On  that  polluted  floor, 
Antl  tterjur*d  traitors  fHVd  the  place 

Wncre  good  men  sate  before. 
Wiik  saTage  glee  came  Warristoun 

To  ftmd  the  murderous  doom  ; 
Aad  then  uprose  the  great  Montrose 

In  the  middle  of  the  room. 

*  Xow»  hy  my  faith  as  belted  knight, 
And  by  the  name  t  bear, 

Aad  by  the  bright  Saint  Andrew's  cross 

Tbsi  waves  iwove  us  there, 
T«^  by  a  greater,  mightier  oath  — 

And  ob,  that  such  should  be  1 
Bv  thai  dark  stream  of  royal  blood 

'Thst  lies  'twizt  ^oo  and  uie, 
I  Inive  not  sought  in  hattle-fteld 

A  VTvaih  of  such  renown, 
Kor  dju^d  I  hope  on  my  dying  day 

To  win  the  martyr's  crown  I 

*  Tlitn  b  a  chamber  far  away 

Wlkmr  ftleep  the  good  and  brave, 
B<QI  a  brttcr  place  ye  have  nam'd  for 

than  Inp  my  father^s  gniTe. 
Tor  tmtD  and   right,    gainst   treason's 

Hik  Mud  bath  always  stHven, 
Aad  yt  rake  it  up  for  a  witness  still 

tm  thm  eye  of  earth  and  heaven. 
Thtm  nail  mj  head  on  yonder  tower, 

Gite  ettiy  town  a  limb. 


And  God  who  made  shall  gather  them  ; 
1  go  from  you  to  Hina  I  * 

The  morning  dawn'd  full  darkly. 

The  rain  came  flashing  down, 
And  the  jagged  streak  of  the  levin-bolt 

Lit  up  tlie  gltximy  town  : 
The  thunder  crashed  across  the  heaven, 

The  fatal  hour  was  come  ; 
Yet  aye  broke  in  with  mufBed  beat 

The  ^lariim  of  the  drum. 
There  was  madness  on  the  earth  below 

And  anger  iu  the  sky, 
And  young  and  old,  and  rich  and  poor. 

Came  forth  to  see  him  die* 

Ah,  God  I  that  ghastly  gibbet ! 

How  dismal  *t  is  to  see  * 
The  great  taJl  spectral  skeleton, 

The  ladder  and  the  tree  1 
Hark  f  hark  I  it  is  the  clash  of  armi  — " 

The  bells  begin  to  toll  — 
^*  He  is  coming  1  he  is  coming  I 

God's  mercy  on  his  soul  1 
One  last  long  peal  of  thunder  : 

The  clouds  are  cleared  away, 
And  the  glorious  sun  onee  more  looks 
down 

Amidst  the  da22ling  day. 

"  He  is  coming  !  he  is  coming  !  '* 

Like  a  bndegnxim  from  hia  roonii 
Came  the  hero  from  his  prison 

To  the  scaffold  and  the  doom. 
Tliere  was  glory  on  his  forehead. 

There  was  liLstre  in  his  eye. 
And  he  never  walk'd  to  battle 

More  proudly  than  to  die  : 
There  was  color  in  his  visage. 

Though  the  clieeks  of  all  were  wsa^ 
And  they  marvetrd  as  they  saw  him  pas% 

That  great  and  goodly  man  I 

He  mounted  up  the  scaffold, 

And  he  turn  d  him  to  the  crowd  ; 
But  they  dar'd  not  trust  the  people, 

So  he  might  not  speak  aloud. 
But  he  lookM  upon  the  heavens, 

And  they  were  clear  and  blue, 
And  in  the  liquid  ether 

The  eye  of  God  shone  through; 
Yet  a  black  and  murky  battlement 

Lay  resting  on  the  bill. 
As  through  the  thunder  slept  within  «• 

AU  elie  waa  calm  and  stdL 
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DISTINCTIVE  POETS   AND  DRAMATISTS 


The  grim  Geneva  niiniiiters 

With  anxlouB  mow\  drew  near. 
As  you  hflve  aeen  the  niYetui  fiock 

Apoiitid  the  dying  deer. 
He  would  not  deign  them  word  nor  sign, 

But  alf^ne  he  beat  the  knee* 
And  veil'd   Ms   face    for   Chnsl's  dear 
grace 

Beneath  the  gallowft-troe. 
Then  radiant  and  serene  he     °f  _  _ 

And  cast  hb  cloak  a^ 
For  he  bad  ta^en  his  lati 

Of  earth  and  aun  and  i 

A  beam  of  light  feU  o'er 

Like  a  glory  round  the 
And  he  climb'd  the  lofty  i 

Aa  it  were  the  ^th  to  ! 
Then  came  a  fiaai  from  o 

And  a  atunnin?  thundei  ^ 

And  no  man  dar  d  to  look 

For  fear  was  on  every  feuuE. 
There  was  another  heavy  sound, 

A  huah  and  tl^^n  a  groan  j 
And  darkness  swept  across  the  sky  — 

The  work  of  death  was  done  I 


MASSACRE  OF  THE  MACPHER- 
SON 

Fhairshon  swore  a  feud 

Against  the  clan  M'Tavish  — 
Marcb'd  into  their  land 

To  murder  and  to  rafish  ; 
For  be  did  resolve 

To  extirpate  the  vipers, 
With  four-and-twenty  men. 

And  flve-and-thirty  pipers. 

But  when  he  had  gone 

Half-way  down  Strath-Canaan^ 
Of  his  fighting  tail 

Just  three  were  remainin'. 
They  were  all  he  had 

To  back  him  in  ta  battle  : 
All  the  rest  had  gone 

Off  to  drive  ta  cattle. 

•  Fery  coot ! "  cried  Fhairshon  — 
So  my  clan  disgraced  is  ; 


Lads,  we  II  need  to  fight 
Pefore  we  touch  ta  peastles. 

Here  ^s  Mhic-Mac-Methusaleh 
Coming  wi'  hh  fAMsmh  — 

Gillies  Beventy-three, 
And  sixty  Dhaindwasaels  I  ** 

*  Coot  t&y  to  yon,  sir  \ 

Are  you  not  ta  Fhairahoa  f 
Was  jou  coming  here 

To  visit  any  person  ? 
You  are  a  plackguard,  sir  ? 

It  is  now  six  hundred 
Coot  long  years,  and  more, 

Since  my  glen  waa  plunder^d«* 

•*  Fat  ia  tat  you  say  ? 

Dar  you  cock  yotvr  peaver  ? 
I  will  teach  you,  sir* 

Fat  is  coot  pehavior  I 
You  shall  not  eidst 

For  another  day  more  j 
I  will  iihot  you,  sir, 

Or  stap  you  with  my  claymore  I* 

"1  am  feiy  glad 

To  learn  what  yon  mentioDi 
Since  I  can  prevent 

Any  such  mtention." 
So  Mhic-Mao-Methusaleh 

Gave  some  warlike  howlsy 
Trew  his  skhian-dhu, 

An*  stuck  it  in  his  powelfl. 

In  this  fery  way 

Tied  ta  f  aliant  Fhairshon, 
Who  was  always  thought 

A  superior  person. 
Fhairshon  haa  a  son. 

Who  married  Noah's  danghtar^ 
And  nearly  spoil'd  ta  flood 

By  trinking  np  ta  water  — 

Which  he  would  have  done, 

I  at  least  believe  it, 
Had  ta  mixture  peen 

Only  half  Glenlivei. 
This  is  all  my  tale  : 

Sirs,  I  hope 't  is  new  t'  ye  1 
Here 's  your  fery  good  hMltin^ 

And  tamn  ta  whusky  txdj  1 
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THE   MEN   OF  GOTHAM 

8uMEN  three  I  what  men  be  ye  ? 

Gotham's  three  Wise  Men  we  be. 
Whither  in  yoor  bowl  so  free  ? 

To  rake  the  moon  from  out  the  sea. 
Hie  bowl    eoes    trim ;    the   moon    doth 
snine ; 
And  our  ballast  is  old  wine  : 
And  your  ballast  is  old  wine. 

Who  art  thoQ«  so  fast  adrift? 
I  am  he  ther  call  Old  Care. 
Here  oo  board  we  will  thee  lift 

No  :  I  may  not  enter  there. 
Wherefore  so  ?  T  is  Jove's  decree  — 
In  a  bowl  Care  may  not  be  : 
In  a  bowl  Care  may  not  be. 

Fear  ye  not  the  wares  that  roll  ? 

No  :  in  charmed  bowl  we  swim. 
What  the  charm  that  floats  the  bowl  ? 

Water  may  not  pass  the  brim. 
Xbe    bowl    goes   trim ;    the    moon   doth 
shine  ; 
And  our  ballast  is  old  wine  : 
And  yoor  ballast  is  old  wine. 


THE  WAR-SONG   OF   DINAS 
VAWR 

The  mountain  sheep  are  sweeter, 
Bat  the  valley  sheep  are  fatter  ; 
We  therefore  deem  d  it  meeter 
To  carry  off  the  latter. 
We  made  an  expedition  ; 
We  met  an  host  and  qnell'd  it ; 
We  forced  a  strong  position 
And  kill'd  the  men  who  held  it. 

On  Dyfed's  richest  valley, 

Where  herds  of  kine  were  browsing, 

We  made  a  mighty  sally, 

To  famish  our  carousing. 

Fierce  warriors  msh'd  to  meet  us  ; 

We  met  them,  and  o'erthrew  them  : 

They  straggled  hard  to  beat  ns, 

Bal  we  oonqoer'd  them,  and  slew  them. 


As  we  drove  oar  prize  at  leisure, 
The  king  march'a  forth  to  catch  as  4 
His  rage  surpass'd  all  measure. 
But  his  people  could  not  match  us. 
He  fled  to  ms  hall-pillars  ; 
And,  ere  our  force  we  led  off. 
Some  sack'd  his  house  and  cellars, 
While  others  cut  his  head  off. 

We  there,  in  strife  bewildering, 
Soilt  blood  enough  to  swim  in  : 
We  orphan'd  many  children 
And  widow'd  many  women. 
The  eagles  and  the  ravens 
We  glutted  with  our  foemen : 
The  heroes  and  the  cravens. 
The  spearmen  and  the  bowmen. 

We  brought  away  from  battle, 

And  much  their  land  bemoan'd  them. 

Two  thousand  head  of  cattle 

And  the  head  of  him  who  own'd  them  : 

Ednyfed,  Kine  of  Dvfed, 

His  head  was  borne  oef ore  us  ; 

His  wine  and  beasts  supplied  our  feasti^ 

And  his  overthrow,  our  chorus. 

MARGARET   LOVE   PEACOCK 

THREE   YEARS   OLD 

Long  night  succeeds  thy  little  day  : 
O,  blighted  blossom  !  can  it  be 

That  this  gray  stone  and  grassy  clay 
Have  clos'd  our  anxious  care  of  thee  ? 

The  half-form'd  speech  of  artless  thought, 
That  spoke  a  mind  beyond  thy  years. 

The  song,  the  dance  by  Nature  taught, 
The  sunny  smiles,  the  transient  tears, 

The  symmetry  of  face  and  form, 
The  eye  with  light  and  life  replete. 

The  little  heart  so  fondly  warm. 
The  voice  so  musically  sweet,  — 

These,  lost  to  hope,  in  memory  yet 
Around  the  hearts  that  lov*a  thee  cling. 

Shadowing  with  lon^  and  vain  regret 
The  too  fair  promise  of  thy  Spring. 
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THE  VICAR 

Some  years  ago,  ere  ttmB  and  taste 

Had  tum'd  our  pamh  t«pay-turyy, 
When  Darnel  Pjirk  was  Darnel  Waste, 

And  roads  as  little  known  as  bcuttj^ 
Tbe  man  who  lost  hin  way  he  twee  n 

St.  Marj^s  Hill  and  Sandy  Thicket 
Was  always  shown  across  the  green, 

And  guided  to  the  paP3on*s  wicket. 

Back  flew  Um  bolt  of  liiisom  lath  ; 

Fair  Margaret,  in  her  tidy  kirtle. 
Led  the  lorn  traveller  up  the  path 

Tbrongh  elean-clipp*d  rowa  of  box  and 
myrtle  ; 
And  Don  and  Sancho,  Tramp  and  Tray, 

Upon  the  parlor  steps  collected, 
Wagg'd  all  their  tails,  and  aeem'd  to  saj, 

"  Uup  master  knows  you  ;  you  *re    ex- 
pected." 

Up  rose  the  reyerend  Doctor  Brown, 

Up  rose  the  doctor's  "  winsome  marrow  ; " 
The  lady  laid  her  knitting  down, 

Her  husband  clasp'd  his  ponderous  Bar- 
row. 
Whatever  the  stranger's  caste  or  creed, 

Pundit  or  papist,  saint  or  sinner. 
He  found  a  stable  for  his  steed, 

And  welcome  for  himself,  and  dinner. 

If,  when  he  reach'd  his  journey's  end. 

And  warm'd  himself  in  court  or  college. 
He  had  not  gain'd  an  honest  friend, 

And  twenty  curious  scraps  of  knowledge  ; 
If  he  departed  as  he  came, 

With  no  new  light  on  love  or  liauor, — 
Good  sooth,  the  traveller  was  to  blame, 

And  not  the  vicarage,  nor  the  vicar. 

His  talk  was  like  a  stream  which  runs 

With  rapid  change  from  rocks  to  roses  ; 
It  slipped  from  politics  to  puns  ; 

It  paas'd  from  Mahomet  to  Moses  ; 
Be^nning  with  the  laws  which  keep 

The  planets  in  their  radiant  courses. 
And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  dressing  eels  or  shoeing  horses. 

He  was  a  shrewd  and  sound  divine. 
Of  loud  dissent  the  mortal  terror ; 


And  when,  by  dint  of  page  and  Hue, 
He  'stablishM  truth  or  startled  trrG^^ 

The  Bat>tist  found  him  far  tuo  deep. 
The  Deist  sighed  with  saving  sorrow^ 

And  the  lean  Levite  went  to  sleep 

And  dream'd  of  tasting  pork  to-moiTOW 

His  Rcrmon  never  said  or  showed 

Tliat  earth  is  foul,  that  heaven  is  gracionai 
Without  i-efreshtnent  on  the  road 

From  Jerome^  or  from  Ath^iasiua  ; 
And  sure  a  righteous  zeal  inspired 

The  hand   and   head   that    penn'd  and 
plaim'd  them, 
For  all  who  understood  admir'd. 

And  some  who  did  not  understand  thenu 

He  wrote  too,  in  a  quiet  way. 

Small  treatises,  and  smaller  verses, 
And  sage  remarks  on  chalk  and  clay, 

And  hints  to  noble  lords  and  nurses ; 
True  histories  of  last  year's  ^host ; 

Lines  to  a  ringlet  or  a  turban  ; 
And  trifles  to  the  Morning  Post, 

And  nothings  for  Sylvanus  Urban. 

He  did  not  think  all  mischief  fair. 

Although  he  had  a  knack  of  joking ; 
He  did  not  make  himself  a  bear. 

Although  he  had  a  taste  for  smoking ; 
And  when  religious  sects  ran  mad, 

He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learning, 
That  if  a  man's  belief  is  bad. 

It  will  not  be  improv'd  by  bnining. 

And  be  was  kind,  and  lov'd  to  sit 

In  the  low  hut  or  gamish'd  cottage, 
And  praise  the  farmer's  homely  wi^ 

And  share  the  widow's  bomdier  pottage^ 
At  his  approach  complaint  grew  mud, 

And  when  his  hand  unban'd  the  shnttet 
The  clammy  lips  of  fever  smil'd 

The  welcome  which  they  could  not  atte& 

He  always  had  a  tale  for  me 

Of  Julius  Caesar  or  of  Venns  ; 
From  him  I  learn'd  the  rule  of  three, 

Cat's-cradle,  leap-froe,  and  Qmte  gemu. 
1  used  to  singe  his  powaer'd  wig. 

To  steal  the  staff  he  put  such  trust  in, 
And  make  the  puppy  dance  a  jig 

When  he  began  to  quote  Augnstine. 
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Alftck,  the  change  !     In  vain  I  look 

And  the  spelt  has  made  us  one 

For  hautita  in  which  my  boyhood  trifled  ; 

Whiih  may  ne'er  be  broken  ; 

The  kirel  lawn,  the  trtckling  brooks 

Rest  we,  dearest,  in  our  home, 

Hie  trees  I  olimb'd,  the  beds  I  liHed. 

Roani  we  o'er  the  heather  : 

Tbm  dnueb  is  larger  than  before, 

We  shall  rest,  and  we  shall  roam« 

Too  reach  it  hy  a  carriage  entry  : 

Shall  we  not  ?  together. 

It  kolda  three  huisdred  people  more. 

And  pewi  are  fitted  for  the  gentry. 

From  this  hour  the  summer  rom 

Sweeter  breathes  to  charm  us  ; 

Sit  in  the  riearV  seat :  you  '11  bear 

From  tbtfi  bonr  the  winter  snows 

The  dot.*trine  of  a  gentle  Jobnian, 

Lighter  fall  to  barm  us  ; 

Whole  hand    is    wLute,   whoM  TOiee    is 

Fair  or  foul  — on  laud  or  sea  — 

clear, 

Come  the  wind  or  weather. 

Whose  tone  is  Terj  Cioerotiian. 

Best  and  worst,  whatever  they  be. 

Wber«    ia    the    old    man    laid?       LcM)k 

We  shall  share  together. 

down. 

And  eoostme  on  the  slab  before  you  : 

Death,  who  friend  from  friend  c&n  part| 

•*  Hiejacei  Ottlidmm  Broum, 

Brother  rend  from  brother. 

Shall  but  link  us,  heart  and  heart, 

Closer  to  each  other  : 

THE  NEWLY-WEDDED 

We  will  call  his  auger  play, 

Deem  his  dart  a  feather^ 

Now  the  rite  ts  dnly  done. 

When  we  meet  him  on  our  way 

Now  the  word  ia  Bpoken, 

,              Hand  in  hand  together. 

CDarlesf  !^artlrp  Hatiefjorue 


THEOCRITUS 

TesocitlTrfl  1  Theocritus  1  ah,  thou  hadat 

pleaaant  dreams 
Of  the   crystal  spring  Burinna,  and  the 

Haleua*  mnrmuring  streams  ; 
Of  Fhyscus,  and  Neaethu8»  and  fair  Are- 

thuaa'fl  fount. 
Of  Lacinion's  beetling  crag,  and  Latymnus* 

woody  mount ; 
Of  the  fretted  rocks  and  antres  hoai  that 

oreriiang  the  sea, 
Ajid  the  sapphire  sky  and  thymy  plains  of 

thy  own  sweet  Sicily  ; 
i  off  the  nymphs  of  Sicily,  that  dwelt  in 

oak  and  pine  — 
litaa  t    Theocritus !    what    pleasant 

dnains  were  thine ! 

Aad  of  lh«  merrj  rustics  who  tend  the  goats 

•ndalkeep, 
And  IIm  nmids  who  trip  to  milk  the  cows 

al  noming^s  dewy  peep. 
Of   ClesraU  with  her  locks  of  brightest 

fttnnj  ' 


And  the  saucy  girl  Eum'ca,  and  sweet  Chios 
kind  and  fair  ; 

And  of  those  highly  favor'd  ones,  Endymion 
and  Adonis, 

Loved  by  Selena  the  divine,  and  the  beau- 
teous Bifinis  ; 

Of  the  silky-hRir'd  caprella,  and  the  gentle 
lowing  kine  — 

Theocritus  t  Tlioocritus  I  what  pleasant 
djeams  were  thine  1 

Of  the  spring  time^  and  the  summer,  and 
the  zephyr's  balmy  breeze  ; 

Of  the  *hiinty  flowers,  and  waving  elms* 
and  the  yellow  humming  bees  ; 

Of  the  rustling  poplar  and  the  oak,  the  tam- 
arisk and  the  beech. 

The  do^rose  and  anemone,  —  thou  hadst 
a  dream  of  each  I 

Of  the  galingale  and  hyacinth,  and  the  lily's 
snowy  hue. 

The  couch-grass,  and  green  maiden-hair, 
and  celandine  pule  blue, 

The  gold-bedropt  caBsidony,  the  fern,  and 
sweet  woodbine  -^ 


so 
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TliecNjritua  !     Theocritus  I 
diMmmi  were  thine  I 


what    pleasant 


Of  the  merry  harTest-home,  all  beneath  the 

good  green  tree, 
The  pappies  and    the  spikes  of   corn,  the 

ah  outing  and  the  ^lee 
Of  the  Lidfl  so  blithe  aua  healthj",  and  the 

^rls  so  gay  and  neat, 
^d  the  dance  they  lead  around  **«  ^^'^ 

with  ever  twinkling  feet  ; 
And  the  bushy  piltjs  of  ItBntlilk  t 

aching  brow, 
And  rea^h  arid  pluck  the  damson 

the  overWlen  bough. 
And  nnmeh  the  roasted  bean  at 

quaff  the  Ptelean  wino  — 
Theocritus  i     Theocritus  1    wlmt 

dreams  were  thine  1 

And  higher  dreams  were  thine  to  d       m  - 

of  Heracles  the  brave, 
And  Folydeukes  good  at  need^  and  Castor 

strong  to  save  ; 
Of  Dionysius  and  the  woe  he  wrought  the 

Theban  king ; 


And  of  Zeus  the  mighty  centre  of  Olympa^ 

gUttenng  ring  ; 
Of  Tiresiaii,  the  blind  old  mans  the  fam'd 

Aoiiian  aecr ; 
Of  Hecatfe,  and  Cthoman  Db,  whom  all 

tjiaukind  revere  ; 
And  ol  Dapbuis  lying  down  to  die  beneath 

the  leafy  vine  — 
Theocritus  1     Theocritus  I    what    pleasant 

dreams  were  thine  t 

lostlj  sweet  and  soft  thy  dreams — 

of  Cypria*  loving  kiss, 
b  dEirk-haired  maids  of  Corinth,  and 

the  feasts  of  Sybaris  ; 
.baste r  vases  of  Assyrian  perfume, 
ouy,  and  gold,  aad  pomp,  and  softly- 

curtained  room  ; 

unus  piping  in  the  woods  to  th«  Sa- 
tyrs* noisy  roat^ 
D      he  saucy  Panisks  mocking  him  with 

many  a  jeer  and  fiout ; 
And    of    the    tender-footed    Hours,    and 

Pieria's  tuneful  Nine  — 
Theocritas !    Theooritus !    wbmt    pleaaapt 

dreams  were  thine  I 
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miclKitti  f$&m0  ^arUam 

(♦*  THOMAS   INGOLDSBY  ") 


THE  JACKDAW  OF   RHEIMS 

The  Jackdaw  sat  on  the  Cardinal's  chair  I 
Bishop  and  abbot  and  prior  were  there  ; 

Many  a  monk,  and  many  a  friar, 

Many  a  knight,  and  many  a  squire, 
With  a  great  many  more  of  lesser  degree,  — 
In  sooth,  a  goodly  company  ; 
And  they  serv'd  the  Lord    Primate    on 
bended  knee. 

Never,  I  ween, 

Was  a  prouder  seen, 
Read  of  in  books,  or  dreamt  of  in  dreams, 
Than  the  Cardinal  Lord  Archbishop    of 
Rheims  I 

In  and  out 

Through  the  motley  rent, 
That  little  Jackdaw  kept  hopping  about ; 


Here  and  there 

Like  a  doe  in  a  &ur, 

Over  conmts  and  eates. 

And  dishes  and  plateSy 
Cowl  and  cope,  and  rochet  and  pall, 
Mitre  and  crosier  I  he  bopp'd  npon  all  I 

With  a  saucy  air, 

He  perch'd  on  the  chair 
Where,  in  state,  the  great  Lord  Cardinal  aat^ 
In  the  great  Lord  Cardinal's  great  red  hat ; 

And  he  peer'd  in  the  &oe 

Of  his  Lordship's  Grace, 
With  a  satisfied  look,  as  if  he  would  say, 
"We  two  are  the  greatest  folka  here  to« 
day  I " 

And  the  priests,  with  awe. 

As  such  freaks  they  saw, 
Said,  •<  The  DevU  most  be  in  that  little 
Jackdaw  I" 
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The  feiut  was  orer,  the  boiird  was  clear*d. 
The  tkwiiB  and  tbc  custarcU  had  all  dkap- 

pear*d« 
And  mx  liitU  Singing^bojs, — dear  little 

•oula! 
la  nie*  dean  foeos,  and  nice  white  stoles, 
Caii»  in  order  due^ 
TV.,  hv  twn, 
Mntri  r'-ntul  refectory  througli. 

A  nice  *  iit'Ul  a  ^oldeu  ewer^ 

Emlioas'd  luiri  Hird  with  water*  ns  pure 
Ai  buj  thiit  flows  between   Rheuns  and 

Namur, 
Whieli  a  ntcre  tittle  boy  stood  ready  to  catch 
In  a  ftne  golden  hand^baain  made  to  match* 
Two  moe  little  boys,  rather  more  grown, 
Carried     lavender-water    and    eau-de-Co- 
logne; 
And  A  nici*  littlt^  boy  had  a  nice  cake  of  soap, 
Wcttby  of  washing  the  hands  of  the  Pope. 
Onr  little  boy  more 
A  nnpkin  bore, 
Of    the    ln^t   white   diaper,  fringed   with 

pink. 
And  a  Cnraiaal's  hat  mark'd  in  *^  pennanent 
ink." 

TIm  grcftt  Lord  Cardinal  turns  at  the  sight 
Of  tlie«e  mce  little  boys  dress'd  all  in  white  ; 
From  his  ftnger  be  draws 
His  costly  turquoise  ; 
AimI,  not  thinking  at  all  about  little  Jack- 
daws, 
Deposits  it  straight 
By  the  side  of  his  plate, 
Wliile  the  nice  little  boys  on  bis  Etuiuence 

wait; 
m,  when  nobody 's  dxeaming  of  any  such 

thing. 
Thai  Utile  Jackdaw  hops  off  with  the  ring  f 

There  "s  a  cry  and  a  shout. 
And  a  deuce  of  a  rout, 
And  aobody  seems  to  know  what  they  *re 

nliQtit, 
Btift  tlie  ntCMikB  haTe  their  pockets  all  tum'd 
Inside  out ; 
The  friars  are  kneeling, 
And  hunting,  and  feeling 
ne  carpet,  the  iloor,  and  tL'i  walls,  and  the 
ceiling. 
The  Cardinal  drew 
OIF  each  nlum -colored  shoe, 
Aai  Ml  hia  rea  stookings  exposed  to  the 
vinrt 


He  peeps,  and  he  f"*»els 
In  the  toes  and  the  heels ; 
They  turn  up  the  dishes,  —  they  turn  up 

the  plates,  — 
They  take  up  the  poker  and  poke  out  the 
ffrates, 
—  They  turn  up  the  rugs, 
They  exumine  the  nifigs  : 
But  uo  I  — ^  no  such  thing  ; 
They  can't  timl  the  ring  I 
And  the  Abbot  det-laT'd  that,  •*  when   no» 

body  twigg*d  it, 
Some  rascal  or  other  had  popp*d  in  and 
prigg'dit!" 

The  Cardinal  rose  with  m  dignified  look. 

He  call'd  for  his  caudle,  his  bell,  and  his 

book  : 
In  holy  anger,  and  pious  grief. 
He  Boleniiily  cursed  that  rascally  thief  ! 
He  cursed  him  at  board,  he  curs*d  him 

in  bed, 
From  the  sole  of  his  foot  to  tlie  crown  of 

his  head  t 
He  cur»*d  Idm  in  sleeping,  that  every 

uight 
He  shoukl  dream  of  the  devil,  and  wake 

in  a  fright  ; 
He  curs'd  him  in  eating,  he  cnr»*d  him 

in  drinking, 
He  cursM  him  in  coughing,  in  sneezingi 

in  winking  ; 
He  cursM  him  in  sitting,  in  standing,  in 

He  cursM  him  in  walking,  in  riding,  in 

flying; 
He  cursed  him  tn  liTing,  he  curs'd  htm 
in  dymfr ! 
Never  was  heard  such  a  terrible  cnxie  t 
But  what  gave  ritie 
To  no  little  surprise, 
Nobody  seeui'd  one  penny  the  worse  I 

The  day  ¥ras  gone, 
The  night  tMinie  on, 
The  monks  and  the  frian  they  searchM  til] 
dawn  ; 
When  the  sacristan  saw, 
On  crumpled  claw, 
Como  limping  a  poor  Uttle  kme   Jack* 
daw. 
No  longer  gay. 
As  on  yesterday; 
His  feathers  all  seem*d  to  he  tnni^d  thf 
wrong  way; 


I 
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Hifl    pimons    drooped  —  he    could   bardlj 

Btand, 
Hia  h^nd  W3i9  as  beild  as  tbe  palm  of  jour 
liand  I 
Hifl  eye  so  dim. 
So  wasted  each  Hmb, 
Tliat^  heedleas  of  grammar,  they  all  cried, 

*'  That  's  him  I 
That  *a  the  seamp  that  has  done  thk  scanda^ 

loua  thmg  t 
That's  the  thief  that  has  got 
Cardinal^s  Ring  1  " 
Tlie  poor  little  Jackdaw, 
Wben  the  monks  he  saw, 
Feebly  gave  vent  to  the  ghost  of  i 
And  turn'd  hh  bald  hoad^  as  mi 

Bay, 
"  P^y,  be  ao  good  as  to  walk  thit 
Slower  and  slower 
He  limped  on  before, 
Till  they  came  to  the  hack  of  the  belfry- 
door. 
Where  the  first  thing  they  saw, 
Midst  the  sticks  and  the  straw, 
Was  the  ring,  in  the  nest  of  that  little 
Jackdaw. 

Then  the  great  Lord  Cardinal  call'd  for  his 

book, 
And  off  that  terrible  curse  he  took  ; 
The  mute  expression 
Serv'd  in  lieu  of  confession, 
Andy  being  thus  coupled  with  full  resti- 
tution, 
The  Jackdaw  got  plenary  absolution  I 

—  When  those  words  were  heard, 
That  poor  little  bird 
Was  so  changed  in  a  moment,  't  was  really 
absurd. 
He  grew  sleek  and  fat ; 
In  sedition  to  that, 
A  fresh  crop  of  feathers  came  thick  as  a 
mat. 
His  tail  waggled  more 
Even  than  before ; 
But  no  longer  it  wagg'd  with  an  impudent 

air, 
Ko  longer  he  perch'd  on  the  Cardinal's 
chair. 
He  hopp'd  now  about 
With  a  gait  devout ; 
At  matins,  at  vespers,  he  never  was  out ; 
And,  so  far  from  any  more  pilfering  deeds. 
He  always  seem'd  telling  the  Confessor's 
beads. 


If  any  owe  lied,  or  if  any  one  swore. 

Or  slumbered  in  pmy'r-time  and  happened 

to  snore, 

That  good  Jackdaw 

Would  give  a  great  **  Caw  I  ^* 

As  much  as  to  say,  **  Bon^t  do  ao  any  more  I  * 

While  many  remarked,  as  his  maimefs  they 

saw. 

That  they  **  never  had  known  such  a  piooi 
Jackdaw  I  '* 
He  long  liv*d  the  pride 
Of  that  countiy  side, 
;  last  in  the  odor  of  sanctity  died ; 
When,  as  words  were  too  faint 
His  merita  to  paint, 
onelave  determined  to  make  him  n 

Saint ; 
n  newly-made  Saints  and  Popes,  aft 

yoii  koow^ 
LB  custom,  at  Home,  new  tmmet.  ta 
bestow, 

£}0  iir^j  c^nonlz'd  Mm  by  the  name  of  Jem 
Crow! 


MR.    BARNEY     MAGUIRE'S    AC- 
COUNT OF  THE  CORONATION 

OcH  I  the  Coronation  !  what  celebration 

For  emulation  can  with  it  compare  ? 
When  to  Westminster  the  Royal  Spinster, 
And  the  Duke  of  Leinster,  all  m  order 
did  repair ! 
Twas  there  you'd  see  the  New  Poliahe- 
men 
Make  a  scrinmiage  at  half  after  four, 
And  the  Lords  and  Ladies,  and  the  Miss 
O'Gradys, 
All  standing  round  before  the  Abbey 
door. 


Their  pillows  scorning,  that  self-same  i 
ing 

Themselves  adorning,  all  by  the  candle- 
light, 
With  roses  and  lilies,  and  daffy-down-dSl- 
lies 
And  gould  and  jewels,  and  rioh  di'monds 
bright. 
And  then  approaches  five  hundred  eoachee» 
With  Gineral  Dullbeak.  —  Och  1  twas 
mighty  fine 
To  see  how  asy  bould  Corporal  Casey, 
With  his  sword  drawn,  prancing 
^     them  kape  the  line. 
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Theo  the  Gum'  abkrumsj  and  the  King  of 
Arums, 
All  in  his  Garters  and  bin  Clarence  shoes, 
Qpenio^  the  maasy  doors  to  the  bould  Atu- 
ba»ydors. 
The  Prince  of  Potbojs,  and  great  haj- 
then  Jews : 
T  would  have  made  jou  crazy  to  see  Ester- 
haZT 
All  jool  8  froiD  his  jasejr  to  his  di'mond 
Dooia, 
With  Alderman  Harmer,  and  that  swate 
ebarmer 
Tbe  famale  heirt^ss,  Misa  Anjft-ly  Coutts* 


Wellingtoa,  walking  with  his  swoord 
drawn,  talking 
To  Uill  and  Haroinge,  haroea  of  great 
fame  : 
And  Sir  De  Lacy,  and  the  Duke  Dalinasej 
(They  called  him  So  wit  afore  he  ohauged 
hia  oaine)y 
XhemselTes    presading  Lord    Meltmume, 
Lading 
The  Qtieen,  the  darling,  to  her  royal  <!hair, 
And  that  fkne  ould  fellovr.  the  Duke  of  Pell- 
MeUo, 
The  Queen  of  Portingars  Chargy-de-fair, 

Then  the  nohle    Frassians,  likewise   the 


III  fine  laeed  |aekets  with  their  goulden 
And  the  BuTaiiaJis,  and  the  proud  Hunga- 


And   Everythingarians  all   in  furs  and 
niuffs. 
Then  Muther  Spakcr,  with  Misther  Fays 
the  Quaker, 
All  in  the  gallery  you  might  persave  ; 
Bui  Lord  Brougham  was  missing,  and  gone 
a-fUhingt 
Onnlv  crass  Lord  Essex  would  not  give 
him  lave. 

nere  was  Baron  Alten  himself  exaltii&gr 
And  Prince  Von  Sehwartzenhurg,  and 
many  more  ; 
Oeb  t  I  *d  be  bothered  and  entirely  smoth- 
erM 
To  tell  the  half  of  *em  was  to  the  fore  ; 
WHh  Iha  swmte  Peeresses,  in  their  crowns 
and  dresses, 
And  Aldrnnanesies,  and  the  Boord  of 
Horks; 


But  Me  heme  t  Ali  said,  quite  gintaly^ 

*♦  I  ■  d  be  proud  to  see  the  likes  among  tho 
Turks  I  '* 

Then  the  Queen,  Heaven  bless  her  I  ooh  I 
tbey  did  dress  her 
In  her  purple  gnraments  and  her  gonlden 
Crown  ; 
Like   Venus,  or  Hebe,  or  tho   Queen  of 
Sheby, 
With  eight  young  ladies  houlding  up  her 
gown. 
Sure  ^t  was  grand  to  see  her,  also  for  to  he-ar 
The  big  drums  bating,  and  the  inimpeti 
blow, 
And  Sir  Gi^orge  Smart  t  Oh  I  he  play'd  a 
Cousarto, 
With  his  four  and  twenty  fiddlers  ail  on 
a  row. 

Then  the  Lord  Archbishop  held  a  gouiden 
dish  tip. 
For  to  resave   her  bounty    and    great 
wealthy 
Saying,  **  Plase  your  glory,  great  Queen 
Vic-tory, 
Ye  Ml  give  the  Clargy  lave  to  drink  your 
health  ( " 
Then  his   liiverence,  retrating,  discoors'd 
the  mating  : 
**  Boys  t     Here  *b  your  Queen  1  deny  it  if 
you  can  ; 
And  if  any  bould  traitor,  or  infarior  cray« 
thur 
Sneezes  at  that,  I  *d  like  to  see  the  man  1  ** 

Then  the  XoMes  kneeling  to  the  Fow^is 
appealing, 
♦*  Heaven  send  your  Majesty  a  glorious 
reign  !  ** 
And  Sir  Claudius  Hunter  he  did  confront 
her. 
All    in    his  scarlet   gown  and   gouiden 
chain. 
The  great  Lord  May'r,  too,  sat  in  his  chair 
too, 
But  mighty  sarious,  looking  fit  to  cry. 
For  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  all  in  bin  hurry, 
Throwing  the   thirteens,  hit  him  in  his 
eye. 

Then  there  was  preaching,  and  good  store 
of  spee^hing, 
With  Dukes  and  Marquises  on  bended 
knee; 
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And  they  did  splash  her  with  real  Macas- 

And  the  Que«u  said, "  Ah  I  then  thank  je 
aU  for  me  I" 
Then  tlie  trumpets  bmying,  and  the  organ 
playing. 

And  the  sweet  trombones^  with  their  Bil- 
ker tones  ; 
But     Lord     Rotle    wna    rolling  *  —  't  waa 
mighty  condoling 

To  think  his  Lordship  did  not  T 
hones  I 

Then  the  crames  and  ctistardi  and 
and  mustard, 
All  on  the  tombstones  like  a  poi 
shop  ; 
With  lobsters  and  whit&-bait,  oi 
flwate*ineat3, 
And  wine  and  uagufi,  and  Lnpai 


There  was  cakes   and  apples  la  all    the 
Chapels, 
With   fine    polonies,  and    rich    mellow 

Sears,— 
e  Count  Von  Strogonoff,  sure  ho 
got  prog  enough » 
The  si  J  o^ild  Divil»  undernatbo  the  stairs* 

Then  the  eannons  thundered,  and  the  people 
wondered  J 
^     '  3g,  "God  save  Victoria,  our  Hojal 
Queen  I '»^ 

if  myself  should  lire  to  he  a  hmi- 
ired, 

it  'b.  the  proudejt  day  that  1 11  have 
leen  J  — 

m\  I  *ve  ended,  what  T  pretended^ 
narration  splendid  in  swiite  poe-tiiry, 
r  hewiteher,  just  hand  the  pitcher, 
i,  it 's  myself  that 's  getting  dhi^. 


a^tniam  fl^agtnn 


THE  IRISHMAN  AND  THE  LADY 

There  was  a  lady  liv'd  at  Leith, 

A  lady  very  stylish,  man  ; 
And  yet,  in  spite  of  all  her  teeth, 
She  fell  in  love  with  an  Irishman  — 
A  nasty,  ugly  Irishman, 
A  wild,  tremendous  Irishman, 
A  tearing,  swearing,  thumping,  bumping, 
ranting,  roarmg  Irishman. 

His  face  was  no  ways  beautiful. 

For  with  small-pox  't  was  scarr'd  across; 
And  the  shoulders  of  the  ugly  dog 
Were  almost  double  a  yard  across. 
Oh,  the  lump  of  an  Irishman, 
The  whiskey-devouring  Irishman, 
The   great  he-rogue   with    his   wonderful 
brogrue  —  we  fighting,  rioting  Irish- 


One  of  his  eyes  was  bottle-green. 

And  the  other  eye  was  out,  my  dear  ; 
And  the  calves  of  hb  wicked-looking  legs 
Were  more  than  two  feet  about,  my  dear. 
Oh,  the  great  big  Irishman, 
The  rattling,  battling  Irishman  — 
The  stamping,  ramping,  swaggering,  stag- 
gering, leathering  swash  o€  an  Irish- 


He  took  so  much  of  Limdy-foot 

That  he  used  to  snort  and  snnffle  —  O  I 
And  in  shape  and  size  the  fellow's  neck 
Was  as  bad  as  the  neck  of  a  bu£&do. 
Oh,  the  horrible  Irishman, 
The  thundering,  blundering  Irishman — 
The  slashing,  dashing,  smashing,  lashing, 
thrashing,  hashing  Irishman. 

His  name  was  a  terrible  name,  indeed, 

Being  Timothy  Thady  Mulligan  ; 
And  whenever  he  emptied  his  tnmbler  of 
punch 
He'd    not    rest    till    he    fill'd    it    full 
again. 
The  boozing,  bruising  Irishmant 
The  'tozicated  Irishman —  f 

The    whiskey,    frisky,    rummy,     gommy,    * 
brandy,  no  dandy  Irishman. 

This  was  the  lad  the  lady  lov'd, 
Like  all  the  girls  of  quality  ; 
And  he  broke  the  skulls  of  the  men  of 
Leith, 
Just  by  the  way  of  jollity. 
Oh,  the  leathering  Irishman, 
The  barbarous,  savage  Irishman — 
The  hearts  of  the  maids,  and  the  gentle* 
men's  heads,  were  bother'd  I  'm  soie 
by  this  Irislunan. 
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THE  SOLDIER-BOY 

GIVK  my  floldier^boY  a  blade, 
In  fair  Damascos  fashion'd  well ; 

Hio  ftnt  the  glittering  falchion  swaj'd, 
Who  first  beneath  ito  fury  fell, 
know  not ;  but  I  hope  to  know 
That  for  no  mean  or  hireling  trade, 

To  goard  no  feeling  base  or  low, 
I  giye  mj  aoldier-boy  a  blade. 

Cool,  calm,  and  clear,  the  Incid  flood 
In  which  its  tempering  work  was  done : 

As  calm,  as  clear,  as  cool  of  mood. 
Be  thoa  whene'er  it  sees  the  snn. 


For  country's  daim,  at  honor's  call. 
For  outraged  friend,  insulted  maid. 

At  mercy's  voice  to  bid  it  fall, 
I  give  my  soldier-boy  a  blade. 

The  eye  which  mark'd  its  peerless  edge. 

The  hand  that  weigh'd  its  balan^d 
poise. 
Anvil  and  pincers,  forge  and  wedge. 

Are  gone  with   all  their  flame  and 
noise  — 
And  still  the  gleaminc^  sword  remains  ; 

So,  when  in  dust  I  Tow  am  laid. 
Remember  by  these  heart-felt  strains, 

I  gave  my  soldier-boy  a  blade. 


ftsaxa^  fl^ottp 


("FATHER  PROUT") 


THE  SHANDON   BELLS 

Sabbata  panffo  ; 
Pfmera  viango  ; 
Solemnla  elango, 

nncmipnov  ov  am  old  i 

WrTH  deep  affection 
And  recollection 
I  often  think  of 

Those  Shandon  bells, 
Whose  sounds  so  wild  would, 
In  the  days  of  childhood, 
Fling  round  my  cradle 

Their  magic  spells. 
On  this  I  ponder 
Where'er  I  wander. 
And  thus  CTow  fonder. 

Sweet  Cork,  of  thee. 
With  thy  bells  of  Shandon, 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

I  've  heard  bells  chiming 
Fall  many  a  clime  in. 
Tolling  sublime  in 

Cathedral  shrine. 
While  at  a  glibe  rate 
Brass  tongues  would  vibrate  — 
Bat  all  their  music 

Spoke  naught  like  thine  ; 
For  memory,  dwelling 
On  each  proud  swelling 
Of  the  belfry,  knelling 

Its  bold  notes  free. 
Made  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  fmr  more  grand  on 


The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee. 

I  've  heard  bells  tolling 
Old  Adrian's  Mole  in. 
Their  thunder  rolling 

From  the  Vatican, 
And  cymbals  glorious 
Swinging  uproarious 
In  the  gorgeous  turrets 

Of  Notre  Dame  ; 
But  thy  sounds  were  sweeter 
Than  the  dome  of  Peter 
Flings  o'er  the  Tiber, 

Pealing  solemnly  : 
Oh  !  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  g^nd  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 

There 's  a  bell  in  Moscow ; 
While  on  tower  and  kiosk  oh  I 
In  Saint  Sophia 

The  Turkman  gets. 
And  loud  in  air 
Calls  men  to  prayer, 
From  the  tapering  summit 

Of  tall  minarets. 
Such  empty  phantom 
I  freely  grant  them  ; 
But  there  's  an  anthem 

More  dear  to  me  : 
'T  is  the  bells  of  Shandon, 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Ox  the  river  Lee. 
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a^illiam  Jbibagp  WMim 


DEATH'S  ALCHEMY 

They  say  that  thou  wert  lovely  on  thy  1)i0r» 
More  lovely  than  in  life ;  that  wfaeii  the 

thrall 
Of  earth  was  loosed,  it  seem'd  as  fhaoA  a 

pall 
Of  years  were  lifted,  and  thou  didst  i^pear 
Such  as  of  old  amidst  thy  home's  eiJm 

sphere 
Thou  sat'st,  a  kindly  Presence  felt  by  all 


In  Joy  or  grief,  from  mom   to  eTeniug- 

fftlly 

The  jgOMeftil  Genju^  of  that  mansion  dear. 
Wee  tl  the  craft  of  all^persuadlpg  Love 
That  wzoii|ht  tbk  marrei  ?  or  ia  Death  i^ 

deed 
A  mii^ltj  ttiHster,  gifted  from  above 
With  eldietiiy  lie&]ga»  to  wounded  hearts 
Mlllist'xiiig  thua^  by  quaint  and  subtle  arts, 
Stnnge   eomfort^  wherecm    after-thought 

may  feed  7 


M 


l^atdep  Colctibge 


TO  THE  NAUTILUS 

Where  Ausonian  summers  glowing 
Warm  the  deep  to  life  and  joyance, 
And  gentle  zephyrs,  nimbly  blowing, 
Wanton  with  the  waves  that  flowing 
By  many  a  land  of  ancient  ^lory, 
And  many  an  isle  renown'd  in  story, 
Leap  along  with  gladsome  buoyance, 

There,  Marinere, 

Dost  thou  appear 
In  faery  pinnace  gaily  flashing, 
Through  the  white    foam  proudly  dash- 
ing, 
The  joyous  playmate  of  the  buxom  breeze. 
The  fearless  fondling  of  the  mighty  seas. 

Thou  the  light  sail  boldly  spreadest, 
O'er  the  furrow'd  waters  gliding, 
Thou  nor  wreck  nor  foeman  dr^adest, 
Thou  nor  helm  nor  compass  needest. 
While  the  sun  is  bright  above  thee. 
While  the  bounding  surges  love  thee  : 
In  their  deepening  bosoms  hiding 

Thou  canst  not  fear. 

Small  Marinere, 
For  though  the  tides  with  restless  motion 
Bear  thee  to  the  desert  ocean. 
Far  as  the  ocean  stretches  to  the  sky, 
n"  is  all  thine  own^  't  is  all  thy  empery. 


Lame  is  art,  and  her  endeavor 
Follows  nature's  course  but  slowly. 
Guessing,  toiling,  seeking  ever, 
Still  improving,  perfect  never  ; 
Little  Nautilus,  thou  showest 
Deeper  wisdom  than  thon  knowest. 
Lore,  which  man  should  study  lowly : 

Bold  faith  and  cheer, 

Small  Marinere, 
Are  thine  within  thy  pearlv  dwelling : 
Thine,  a  law  of  life  compeUing, 
Obedience,  perfect,  simple,  glad  and  fzee^ 
To  the  great  will  that  animates  the  sea. 

THE   BIRTH   OF   SPEECH 

What  was't  awaken'd  first  the  nntiied 

ear 
Of  that  sole  man  who  was  all  hnman  kind  ? 
Was  it  the  eladsome  welcome  of  the  wind. 
Stirring  the  leaves  that  never  yet  were  sere  ? 
The  four  mellifluous  streams  which  flowed  so 

near. 
Their  lulling  murmurs  all  in  one  oombin'd  ? 
The  note  of  bird  unnam'd  ?     The  startled 

hind 
Bursting  the  brake  —  in  wonder,  not  in  fear. 
Of  her  new  lord  ?    Or  did  the  holy  groiuid 
Send  forth  mysterious  melody  to  greet 
The  gracious  pressure  of  immaculate  feet  ? 
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Did  Tiewlets  senpbs  rtistle  all  around » 
staking  tweet  music  out  of  air  iis  sweet, 
Ur  his  own  voice  awake  him  with  its  sound  ? 


WHITHER? 

Wbithkr  ifl  gone  the  wisdom  and  the  power 
*rbU  ancient  sages  scattered  with  the  notes 
IH  tboi]glit4uggesting  ijres  ?      The  mosic 

ftoata 
la  the  Yoid  air ;  e*en  at  this  breathing  hmtr. 
In  ereij  oell  and  ererj  blooming  bower 
The  sweetnees  of  old  Uyb  is  hovering  still : 
Bat  tlie  stnmg  soul/  the  self -constraining 


Thm 


will. 


root  that  bare  the  winsome 


Ib  weak  and  withered.      Were  we  like  the 

Fajs 
llial  sweetlj  nestle  in  the  foxglove  bells, 
Or  liirk  and  murmur  in  the  rose^lippM  shells 
Which  Neptune  to  the  earth  for  quit-rent 

Tlieo  might  oar  pretty  modem  Philomels 
'^        '  i  our  spirits  with  their  roundelays. 


TO  SHAKESPEARE 

Tta  tool  of  man  is  larger  than  the  sky* 
0ec«!r  ilnJi  ocean  or  the  abysmal  dark 
Of  tJ>e  unfathomM  centre.     Like  that  Ark 
Which  in  its  sacred  hold  uplifted  high, 
O'er  iht  diown'd  hills,  the  human  family, 
And  stock  reserved  of  every  living  kind, 
^o,  in  the  compass  of  the  single  mind, 
nie  Meds  and  pregnant  forms  in  exigence  He, 
That  nuike  all  worlds*     Great  Poet,  't  was 

thy  art 
To  know  thyself,  and  in  thyself  to  be 
Wlwt^Vr  love,  hate,  ambition,  destiny, 
Or  th#  Arm,  fatal  purpose  of  the  heart, 
Can  stake  of  Man.    Yet  thou  wert  still  the 


of  thought,  unhurt  by  thy  own  fiame. 


IDEALITY 

Tm  ^imla  of  Tempe  had  in  vain  been  fair, 
Gffica  Ida  oarer  aeem'd  the  nurse  of  Jove  ; 
£mIi  iiUed    stream,    beneath  its    covert 

1^  ■muDur'd  to  the  idle  air ; 


The  shaggy  wolf  had  kept  his  horrid  lair 
In    Dclphi^s    cell,    and    old    Trophonius' 

cave, 
And  the  wild  wailing  of  the  Ionian  wave 
Had   never   bkudeu   with    the  sweet  de* 

spair 
Of  Sappho^s  death-song  :  if  the  sight  in- 
spired 
Saw  only  what  the  \isnal  organs  show, 
If  heaven-born  phantasy  no  more  requir*d 
Thau  what  withm  the  sphere  of  sense  may 

grow, 
Tlie  beiiuty  to  perceive  of  earthly  tilings, 
The  mouBting  soul  must  heavenward  prime 
her  wings. 


SONG 

She  is  not  fair  to  outward  view 

As  many  maidens  be, 
Her  loveliness  I  never  knew 

Until  she  smil'd  on  me  ; 
Ob!  then  I  saw  her  eye  was  bright, 
A  well  of  love,  a  spring  of  light. 

But  now  her  looks  are  coy  and  cold^ 
To  mine  they  ne'er  reply, 

And  yet  I  cea.se  not  to  behold 
The  love-iight  in  her  eye  : 

Her  vary  frowns  are  fairer  far 

Than  smiles  of  other  maidens  are* 


PRAYER 

Be  not  afraid  to  pray  —  to  pray  is  right 
Pray,  if  thou  oanst,  with  hope;   but  ever 

pray. 
Though  hope  be  weak,  or  sick  with  long 

delay  ; 
Pray  in  the  darkness,  if  there  be  no  light. 
Far  is  the  time,  remote  from  human  sight. 
When  war  and  discord  on  the  earth  shall 

eease  ; 
Yet  every  prayer  for  universal  peace 
Avails  the  blessed  time  to  expedite, 
Whate*cr  is  good    to   wish,    ask    th&t   of 

Uejiven, 
Though  it  be  what  thou  canst  not  hope  to 

see  : 
Pray  to  he  perfect,  though  material  leaven 
Forbid  the  spirit  so  on  earth  to  lie; 
But  if  for  any  wish  thou  darest  not  pray. 
Then  pray  to  God  to  cast  that  wish  awaf* 
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"MULTUM   DILEXIT" 

She  sat  and  wept  beside  His  feet ;  the  weight 
Of  siii  t>ppfess*d  her  heart;  for  all  the  bUme, 
Aud  tbe  poor  malice  of  the  worldly  abiime, 
To  her  was  past,  extinct,  and  out  of  dttte  ; 
Only  the  sin  remained,  —  the  leprous  state; 
She  wouJd  he  melted  hy  the  heat  of  love, 
By  fires  far  fiercer  than  are  blown  to  prove 
And  purge  the  silver  ore  adulterate.    _  _  . 


She  sat  and  wept,  and  with  Iter  imtres^'d 

baif 
Still  wip*d  the  feet  Bbe  wna  so  blessM  to 

tonch  I 
And  He  wip'd  off  the  eoUing  of  despair 
From  her  sweet  soul,  because  she  lov'd  eo 

ninch. 
I  am  a  sinner,  full  of  doubts  and  fears  ; 
Make   me   a  humble   thing  of    love   uid 
iearSi 


TAKE  MEp  MOTHER  EA 

TAKe  me.  Mother  Earthy  to  thy  cold  Ins 
And  fold  me  there  in  everlasting  rest  1 

Tbe  long  day  is  o'er, 

I  *ni  weary,  I  would  sleep  j 

But  deep,  deep, 

l^ever  to  waken  more, 

I  have  had  joy  and  sorrowj  I  have  prov'd 
What  life  eonld  give,  have  lov  'd,  and  been 
belov'd  ; 


I  &m  dck,  and  heart-sore, 

And  weary ;  let  me  sleep  ; 
But  deep,  deep, 
Never  to  waken  more. 

To   fcuy  dark  chamber^  Mother    Earth,  1 

come. 
Prepare  thy  dreamless  bed  in  my  last  homf ; 

Shut  down  the  marble  door. 

And  leave  tne  1     Let  me  sleep  ; 

Bnt  deep,  deep, 

Kever  to  waken  more  I 


Cfjaunrp  ©are  Cotun^^cni) 


THY  JOY  IN  SORROW 

Give  me  thy  joy  in  sorrow,  graciouB  Lord, 
And  lorrow  s  self  shaU  like  to  joy  appear  I 
Althougb  the  world  should  waver  in  ita 

sphere 
I  tremble  not  if  Thou  thy  peace  afford  ; 
But,  Thoti  withdmwn,  I  am  but  as  a  chord 
That  vibrates  to  tbe  pube  of  hope  and  fear  : 
Nor  rest  I  more  than  barps  wbieh  to  the 

air 


Must  answer  whea  we  place  their  tuneful 

board 
Against  tbe  blasts  which  thrill  unmeaning 

woe 
E  Tcn  in  th  eir  a  wee  tness.    So  no  earthly  wing 
E'er  Bweepii  me  but  to  sadden.      Ob,  place 

Thon 
My  heart  beyond  the  world*s  sad  vibrate 

ing^ 
And  where  but  in  Thyself  ?     Oh,  circle  me. 
That  I  may  feel  no  toueheB  save  of  Thee. 


THE  SIGN  OF  THE  CROSS 

Whene'er    across    this   sinful    flesh   of 
mine 
I  draw  the  Holy  Sign, 


All  good  thoughts  stir  within  me^  and  le 


Their  slumbering  strength  divine  ; 
Till  there  springs  up  a  oourage  high  and  tnv 
To  suffer  and  to  do. 
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And   wbo  tbjiU   say,   but  hateful   spirits 

ftfVHllld, 

For  tbetr  brief  hour  unbound^ 
filinddcr  to  see,  and  wail  their  overthrow  ? 

While  on  far  beatbeD  ground 
Soai»  loody  Saiut  haiU   the  fresh  odur, 
tliotigh 

ila  ftottfce  he  cannot  know. 

ENGLAND 

Tnx  of  the  West,  and  glorying  in  the  name 

More  than  in  Faith^n  pnre  fame  1 
O  trust  not  crafty  fort  nor  rook  renowned 

EarfiM  iipon  hostile  ground  ; 
Wielding  1  rade's  master-keys,  at  thy  proud 

will 
To  loek  or  loose  its  waters,  England  1  tnist 
ootstUl. 

Pread  thine  own  power  f     Since  haughty 
BaberH  fu-ime, 
High  towers  have  been  man^s  crime. 
Since  her  hoar  age,  when  the  huge  moat 
lar  bare, 
Straagkiuldn  haTe  been  roan's  snare, 
T¥j  nest  ts  in  the  crags  j  ah,  refuge  frail  I 
lilad  emtnaet  tu  its  hour,  or  traitors,  will 
^raiL 

He  who  ieaim*d  Sodom  for  His  righteous 


1  spanks  thee  for  thy  ten  ; 
Bttt,  should    i^ain   tongues   the    Bride    of 

tJearen  defy. 
He  will  not  pass  thee  by  ; 
FcTi  u  earth*^  kings  welcome  their  spotless 

gnoat, 
$•  xifta  He  them  by  turn,  to  suffer  or  be 

W^t- 

REVERSES 

Wmif  mirth  is  full  and  free, 
Stmm  snclden  gloom  shall  be  ; 
When  haughty  power  mounts  highi 
The  Watcher*B  axe  is  nigh. 
AQ  growth  ha^  bound  ;  when  greatest  found, 
It  hastes  to  die. 


When  the  rich  town,  that  long 
liaft  hiin  its  bnts  among, 
U|ireani  'U»  pa^ants  vast, 
Aid  vaunts  —  it  shall  not  last  t 
Briglll  lioU  that  shine  are  but  a  sign 
Of  summer  past 


And  when  thliie  eye  surveys, 
With  fond  adoring  gaxe, 
And  j'eaniiog  heart,  thy  friend, 
Love  to  its  grave  doth  tend. 
AH  gifts  below,  save  Truth,  but  grow 
Towards  an  cud. 

THE   PILLAR   OF  THE  CLOUD 

Lead,  Kindly  Light,  amid  the  encircling 
gloom, 
Lead  Thou  me  on  I 
The   night    is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from 
home  — 
Lead  Thou  me  on  I 
Keep  Thou  my  feet  ;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene, — one  step  enough  for 
me. 

I  was  not  over  thus,  nor  pray'd  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on. 
I  lov'd  to  choose   and  aee  my  path ;  but 
now 
Lead  Thau  me  on  I 
I    lov'd    the    garish    day,  and,    spite    of 

fears, 
Pride  rul*d  my  will :  remember  not  paat 
yean. 

So  long  Thy  power  hath  blessed  roe,  sure  it 

still 
Will  lead  me  on, 
0*er  moor  and  fen, 'o'er  crag  and  torrent, 

till 
The  night  is  gone  ; 
And    with    the    mom    those   angel   faces 

smile 
Which  I  have  lov'd  long  since,  and  losi 

awhile. 

THE  ELEMENTS 
(a  tragic  chorus) 

Max  is  permitted  much 

To  scan  and  learn 

In  Nature's  frame  ; 
Till  he  well-nigh  can  tame 
Brutf  misrhiefSf  and  can  touch 
Invisible  things^  and  turn 
All  warring  iUji  to  purposes  of  good. 
Thus,  as  a  god  below, 

He  can  control, 
And  harmonize^  what  seems  amiss  to  flow 
As  sever*d  from  the  whole 
And  dimly  understood. 


So 
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But  o*fcr  Ihe  elemeattt 
Odb  Hand  alone, 
One  Hand  has  awaj. 
WJiat  influence  day  by  day 
In  straiter  belt  prevento 
The  impious  OcoaUi  Uirown 
Alternate  o'er  the  ever-Bounding  shore  ? 
Or  who  has  eye  to  trace 
How  the  plague  came  ? 
Forerun  the  duubltiiga  of  the  TcDapcHt's 
race  ? 
Or  the  Air*s  weight  anv 
On  a  set  scale  explore  \  ^ 


FROM  «phanta:  ' 

O^R  FACE  ALONE 

One  face  alonei  one  face  nlone, 

The&e  eyes  reouire  ; 
But,  when  that  long'a-f  or  sight  is  shown. 

What  fatal  fire 
Shoots  through  my  veins  a  keen  and  liquid 

flame, 
That  melts  each  fibre  of  my  wasting  frame! 

One  voice  alone,  one  voice  alone, 

I  pine  to  hear ; 
Bat,  when  its  meek  nmlliflnons  tone 

Usurps  mine  ear. 
Those  slavish  chains  about  my  soul  are 

wound. 
Which  ne'er,  till  death  itself,  can  be  un- 
bound. 

One  gentle  hand,  one  fi;entle  hand, 

I  fain  would  hold  ; 
But,  when  it  seems  at  my  command, 

My  own  grows  cold ; 


Thus  God  basi  idll^d 
That  uaauj  when  fully  fikill'd, 
Stitl  gropes  in  twlMght  dim; 
Kncoiwpass'd  all  his  hotira 

By  fear  full  est  powers 
InHexibJe  to  him. 
That  so  he  may  discern 

His  feebleue^B, 
And  e*en  for  earth's  snccesa 
To  Hiiu  in  wisdom  turn, 
Who  holds   for  us   the   keys  oi  m\ 
home. 
Earth  and  the  world  to  come. 


rnbp 


'J 


beu  low  to  earth  I  bend  in  eickly  two 
ike    iUies    drooping   'mid    the'blaie 
noon. 

HE  CAME  UN'LOOK'd  FOU 

He  came  nnlookM  for,  undesiT^dy 
A  sunrise  in  the  northern  sky. 
More  than  the  brightest  dawn  admix 
To  shine  and  then  forever  fly. 

His  love,  conferred  without  a  daim. 
Perchance  was  like  the  fitful  blaie, 
Which  lives  to  light  a  steadier  flanu 
And,  while  that  strengthens,  fast  do 

Glad  fawn  along  the  forest  springinj 
Gay  birds  that  breeze-like  stir  the  lei 
Why  hither  haste,  no  message  bring 
To  solace  one  that  deeply  grieves  ? 

Thou  star  that  dost  the  skies  adorn. 
So  brightly  heralding  the  day, 
Bring  one  more  welcome  than  the  na 
Or  still  in  night's  dark  prison  stay. 


Cj^adejf  W^it^e^ 


AS  YONDER  LAMP 

As  yonder  lamp  in  my  vacated  room 
With  arduous  name  disputes  the  darksome 

night, 
And  can,  with  its  involuntary  light, 


But  lifeless  things  that  near  it  stand,  illi 
Tet  all  the  while  it  doth  itself  consnm 
And,  ere  the  sun  begin  its  heavenlv  he 
With  courier  beams  that  meet  tlie  i 

herd's  sight. 
There,  whence  its  life  arose,  shall  b 

tomb :  — 
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I  thinrs,  a  Umtt  to  its  sphere* 


With  fainter  ray  each  hour  imprisonM  here. 
Al»<i  i  to  know  that  the  consuming;  mind 
Shall  leave  ita  bimp  cold,  ere  the  duxi  appear! 


%t^^n  Jtutlins 


SHAKESPEARE 


I  Hot  tittle  fades  hotn  earth  when  sink  to 

re«t 
IV  hxmn  and  cares  that  moT'd  a  great 

rnao^tt  breast  t 
TboQj^h  itaugbt  of  all  we  saw  the  grare  may 

span, 
Rtilife  penrades  the  world's  impregnate  air; 
Ib^gb  Shakespeare's  dust  beneath   our 

lootaieps  lies, 
Hii  ipiHt  breaibes  amid  his  native  skies  ; 
With  laeaatng  won  from  him  forever  glows 
bob  air  that  England  feels,  and  star  it 

knows  ; 
Hi*  irhisper*d  words  from  many  a  mother's 

voice 
CiD  make  her  sleeping  ehUd  in  dreams  re- 
joice, 
Aad  gleams  from  spheres  he  first  conjoined 

to  earth 
Are  blent  with  rays  of  each  new  moming*s 

birth. 
Amid  the  sights  and  tales  of  common  thini^s, 
hadt  flower,  and  bird,  and  wara,  and  deaths 

oC  kings, 
01  ahure.  andeea,  and  natttre*s  daily  round, 
Off  Uim  t^sl  tills,  and  tombs  that  load  the 

l^rmuid, 
WoB  Tttioia  mingle,  swell,  conmiand,  pace 

by* 

And  hatrat  with  living  presence  heart  and 

Ami  feoiftes  from  him  by  other  bosoms  caught 
Awaken  flush  and  stir  of  mounting  thought, 
Aad  Ike  long  sigh,  and  deep  iiupaasion'd 

ifanll/ 
Wmm  eiiatom*s  trance,  and  spar  the  falter- 

ing  will. 
Above  the  goodly  land  more  his  than  onrs 
Bffiita  tttfMvme  enthrouM  in  skyey  towers, 
And  aees  the  heroic  brood  of  his  creation 
T^B^  lug^r  life  to  his  ennobled  nation. 
O  ibtpittjl  brain  f  O  flashing  fancy's  hues  1 
0  hmKumm  heart  kept  fresh   by  pity'a. 

dtwi! 


O  ^^it  humane  and  blithe  I  O  sense  sablime 
For  e^tcU  dim  oracle  of  mantled  Time  1 
Transcendent  Form  of  Man !  in  whom  we 

read 
MrttLkitid'fl  whole  tale  of  Impulse,  Thought* 

and  Deed  ; 
Amid  the  expanse  of  years  beholding  thee. 
We  know  how  vast  our  world  of  life  may  be ; 
Wherein,  perchance,  with  aims  as  pure  as 

thine, 
Small  tasks  and  strengths  may  be  no  lesA 

divine. 

LOUIS  XV 

The  King  with  all  his  kingly  train 

Had  left  his  Fompiidour  behind, 

And  forth  he  rode  in  Neiiart's  wood 

The  royal  beasts  of  clmse  to  find. 

That  day  by  chance  the  Monarch  muaed^ 

And  turning  suddenly  away. 

He  struck  ^one  into  a  path 

That  far  from  crowds  and  courtiers  lay. 

He  saw  the  pale  green  shadows  play 
Upon  the  hrowu  untrodden  earth  ; 
He  saw  the  birds  around  him  flit 
As  if  he  were  of  peasant  birth  ; 
He  saw  the  trees  that  know  no  king 
But  him  who  bears  a  woodlnnd  axe  ; 
He  thought  not,  hut  he  looked  about 
Like  one  who  skiU  in  thinking  lacks. 

Then  close  to  him  a  footstep  fell. 

And  glad  of  human  sound  was  he. 

For  truth  to  say  he  found  himself 

A  weight  from  which  he  fain  would  flea. 

But  tliat  which  he  would  ne*er  have  gueai^d 

Before  him  now  most  plainly  came ; 

The  man  upon  his  weary  back 

A  coflin  bore  of  rudest  frame. 

"Why,  who   art  then?"    exchdm^d   th* 

King, 
«<  And  what  is  that  I  see  thee  bear  ?  ** 
"  I  am  a  laborer  in  the  wood. 
And  't  is  a  coffin  for  Pierre. 


m^ 


MEDITATIVE  POETS 


Clofl©  by  the  royftl  himtmg-lodgiQ 
You  niaj  b^ve  oh^n  seen  biiii  toil  j 
But  he  will  never  work  agam, 
And  I  tot  Mm  must  dig  toe  soil/* 

The  Inborer  neVr  had  seen  the  King, 
And  tills  he  thought  was  but  a  num, 

Who  miwle  at  first  u  moment's  pmiae. 
And  theu  anew  his  talk  began  i 
**  I  think  I  do  remember  now^  —         m 
He  had  a  dark  and  glancing  oye,, 
And  I  have  seen  his  .slender  arm 
With  wondrous  btowa  the  piek-asM 

'*  Fraj  tell  me,  friend,  what  aceidf 
Can  thus  have  kiird  our  good  Pie] 
"  Oh  I  nothing  more  than  utnal,  Sj 
He  died  of  Jiving  upon  air.  -= — = 

T  was  hunger  kiird  the  poor  good 
Who  long  on  empty  hopes  relied  ; 
He  could  not  pay  gabell  and  tax. 
And  foed  hh  childnin,  so  be  died.*' 

The  man  stopped   short,  and  then  went 

on, — 
**  It  is,  you  know,  a  common  thing ; 
Our  children's  bread  is  eaten  up 
By  Courtiers,  Mistresses,  and  King." 
The  King  look'd  hard  upon  the  man, 
And  afterwards  the  coffin  eyed, 
Then  spurr'd  to  ask  of  Pompadour, 
How  came  it  that  the  peasants  died. 


TO  A  CHILD 

Dear  child  !  whom  sleep  can  hardly  tame, 
As  live  and  beautiful  as  flame. 
Thou  glancest  round  my  graver  hours 
As  if  thy  crown  of  wild-wood  flowers 
Were  not  by  mortal  forehead  worn. 
But  on  the  summer  breeze  were  borne. 
Or  on  a  mountain  streamlet's  waves 
Came  gliflteuing  down  from  dreamy  caves. 


With  bright  ronnd  cheek,  amid  whose  gly 
Delight  aud  wonder  come  and  go, 
And  eyes  whost*  inward  meaninga  plaf p 
Congenial  with  tlie  light  of  day. 
And  brow  so  calm,  a  home  for  Thought 
Before  be  knows  his  dwelling  wrougEt  i 
Though  wise  indeed  thou  secniest  not, 
Thou  brighteuest  well  tlie  vrhe  man^a  lo|. 

That  shout  proclatms  the  undoubting  mh 
lugbter  leaves  no  ache  bebSnilj 
thy  look  and  dance  of  glee, 
sed,  un thought  of,  simply  free, 
^eak  the  schoolman' »  formal  art 
>ul  and  IxMly's  bliss  to  part  1 
;hee  Childhood's  very  Lord, 
»  and  glance,  in  voice  and  word. 

e  of  all  foreboding  fear, 
gf  thou  art  of  present  cheet ; 
lUs  to  be  belov'd  and  known 
4c»4>  ^  »  rushy  fountain's  tone, 
As  is  the  forest^s  leafy  shade, 
Or  blackbird's  hidden  serenade  : 
Thou  art  a  flash  that  lights  the  whole ; 
A  gush  from  Nature's  vernal  soul. 

And  yet,  dear  Child  !  within  thee  Uybs 
A  power  that  deeper  feeling  gives, 
Tliat  makes  thee  more  than  kght  or  air, 
Than  all  things  sweet  and  all  thines  fair ; 
And  sweet  and  fair  as  aught  may  be. 
Diviner  life  belongs  to  thee, 
For  'mid  thine  aimless  joys  began 
The  perfect  Heart  and  Will  of  Man. 

Thus  what  thou  art  foreshows  to  me 
How  greater  far  thou  soon  shalt  be ; 
And  while  amid  thy  garlands  blow 
The  winds  that  warbling  come  and  go^ 
Ever  within  not  loud  but  dear 
Prophetic  murmur  fills  the  ear. 
And  savs  that  every  human  birth 
Anew  discloses  Grod  to  earth. 


3[ane  Wd^^  Cadple 


TO  A  SWALLOW  BUILDING 
UNDER   OUR   EAVES 

Thou  too  hast  travell'd,  little  flattering 
thing-— 


Hast  seen  the  world,  and  now  thyweaiywing 

Thou  too  must  rest. 
But  much,  my  little  bird,  conldst  Hkni  bill 

tell, 
I'd  give  to  know  why  here  thou  lik'gt  so  weQ 

To  build  thy' nest. 
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^^^^^^^P^p&ss*d  fair  pla€e8  in  thy  flight ; 
^n^Rn^mfl  beoeHth  thee  where  to  light; 

Nay,  if  thy  mind  be  sound,   1  need  not             J 

ask,                                                        ^ 

An*i,  i^tr&n^  thy  taste, 

Since  here  I  see  thee  working  at  thy  task          ^H 

Of  ail  llie  ?iirie4  sceaes  thjit  met  thine  eye. 

With  wing  and  beak.                                ^^ 

Of  all  thm  fpots  for  builduig  *iieath  the  sky, 
lb  ^oofio  tbia  waste. 

A  well-laid  scheme  doth  that  small  head 
contain, 

At  which   tboii  work'st,  brave   bird,  with 

Did  roriQQ^  trj  ibee  7  wan  thy  little  ^une 

might  and  main,                                       ^^ 

^reha&ce   run  low,  and   thou«   afraid  of 

Nor  more  ueed'st  seek,                              ^^| 

worne. 

^^1 

Felt  here  scfitre  ? 

In  tmth,  I  rather  take  it  thou  hasi  got              ^H 

\ht  00  1  thuu  tieed'st  not  gold,  thoo  happy 

By  instinct  wiae  much  sense  about  thy  tot,         ^^| 

one  1 

And  ha^t  small  care                                    ^H 

TlMMt  kttowVt  it  not    Of  all  God's  ec^a- 

Whether  an  Eden  or  a  desert  he                         ^H 

titfi59»  tnan                                       • 

Thy  home,  so  thou  remainst   aliye,   and            1 

Alone  hi  poor. 

1                  free 

To  skim  the  air. 

^■fhat  wan  it,  thea  ?  some  mystic  turn  of 

»           thought 

God  speed  thee,  pretty  bird  ;  may  thy  small 

CtigM  noder  German  eairea,  and  hither 

1                   nest 

hrought, 

With  little  ones  all  in  good  time  be  blest*          ^ 
I  love  the«  much  ;                                       ^^M 

MttiTing  thine  eye 
Fot  the  world's   loveliness,   till  tliou  art 

For  well  thou  managest  that  life  of  thine,          ^^ 

grown 

While  X  I     Oh,  ask  not  what  I  do  with            1 

Atober  thing  that  dost  but  mope  and  moan, 

mine  I                                                         ^J 

Not  knowing  why  ? 

Would  I  were  such  1                              ^H 

lSitf)arb  Cfjenctoijc  €rtnt|                             H 

One  friend  to  aid,  I  measured  hack                 ^H 

AFTER  THE  BATTLE 

With  him  that  patliway  dread  ;                   ^^^ 

• 

No  fear  to  wander  from  our  track  -^             ^^H 

Wi  erownM  the  hard- won  heights  at 

Its  vraymarks  English  dead.                        ^^M 

Icrngth, 
BaptizM  in  flame  and  ftre  ; 

Light  thicken*d  :    but  our  search  wai       ^^ 

We  Miw  thi?  foemaiiV  sullen  strength. 

crown*d,                                                            J 

That  grimly  made  retire  — 

As  we  too  well  divin'd  ;                                ^^J 

And  after  briefeftt  qnest  we  foimd                  ^H 

Smw  ttloaa  at  hand,  then  saw  more  far 

What  we  most  fear'd  to  find.                       ^H 

Beneath  the  Imttle-stnoke 

^H 

The  ndges  of  his  shatter VI  war^ 
Thatbrok^  and  ever  broke. 

His  bosom  with  one  death-shot  riven*            ^^| 

The  warrior-boy  lay  low  ;                            ^^M 

His  face  was  turnM  unto  the  heave%             ^^| 

BhI  ocie,  an  English  household's  pride, 

His  feet  nnto  the  foe.                                   ^H 

Dear  many  w^y^  to  me, 

^^M 

Who  etimb'd  that  death-path  by  my  side, 

As  he  had  fallen  upon  the  plaiop                    ^H 

I  toQght,  but  could  not  see* 

Inviolate  he  lay  ;                                           ^H 

No  ruffian  spoiler*s  hand  profane                     ^^ 

Lftil  M^B,  what  time  our  foremost  rank 

Had  touchM  that  noble  clay.                             1 

That  iron  tempest  tore  ; 

^^J 

Be  toach'd,  he  soalM  the  rampart  bank  — 

And  precious  things  he  still  retain'di             ^H 
Which,  by  one  £stant  hearth,                     ^H 

Seem  Ihen^  and  seen  no  more. 
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Lov'd  tokens  of  the  lov'd,  had  gain'd 
A  worth  beyond  all  worth. 

I  treasar'd  these  for  them  who  yet 

Knew  not  their  mighty  wo ; 
I  softly  seal'd  his  eyes,  and  set 

One  kiss  upon  his  brow. 

A  decent  grave  we  scoop'd  him,  where 

Less  thickly  lay  the  dead, 
And  decently  composed  him  there 

Within  that  narrow  bed. 

O  theme  for  manhood's  bitter  tears : 

The  beauty  and  the  bloom 
Of  less  than  twenty  summer  years 

Shut  in  that  darksome  tomb  ! 

Of  soldier-sire  the  soldieiHSon  ; 

Life's  honor'd  eventide 
One  lives  to  close  in  England,  one 

In  maiden  battle  died  : 

And  they,  that   should  have  been  the 
moum'd. 

The  mourners'  parts  obtain  : 
Such  thoughts- were  ours,  as  we  retum'd 

To  earth  its  earth  again. 

Brief  words  we  read  of  faith  and  prayer 

Beside  that  hasty  grave; 
Then  tum'd  awav,  and  left  him  there, 

The  gentle  «ina  the  brave  : 


I  calling  back  with  thankful  heaiti 
With  thoughts  to  peace  allied. 

Hours  when  we  two  bad  knelt  apart 
Upon  the  lone  hillside ; 

And,  comforted,  I  prais'd  the  giaoe 
Which  him  had  fed  to  be 

An  early  seeker  of  that  Face 
Which  he  should  early  see. 


SONNET 

All  beautiful  things  bring 

alone 

Music,  whereof  that  wisest  poet  spake  ; 
Because  in  us  keen  lonnngs  they  awake 
After  the  good  for  which  we  pine  and  groas^ 
From    which    ezil'd   we    make   oontinusl 

moan, 
Till  once  again  we  may  our  spirits  slake 
At  those  clear  streams,  which  man  did  fint 

forsake. 
When  he  would  dig  for  fountains  of  his 

own. 
All  beauty  makes  us  sad,  yet  not  in  vain : 
For  who  would  be  ungracious  to  refuse. 
Or  not  to  use,  this  sadness  without  pain, 
Whether  it  flows  upon  us  from  the  hues 
Of  sunset,  from  the  time  of   stars  and 

dews. 
From  the  clear  sky,  or  waters  pure  of 

stain? 


€|^oinajBt  Olpler 


THE  OLD  BARON 

High  on  a  leaf-carv'd  ancient  oaken  chair 
The  Norman  Baron  sat  within  his  hall, 
Wearied  with  a  long  chase  by  wold  and 

mere ; 
His  hunting  spear  was  rear'd  against  the 

wall ; 
Upon  the  hearth-stone  a  large  wood-fire 

blaz'd. 
Crackled,  or  smok'd,  or  hiss'd,  as  the  green 

boughs  were  rais'd. 

Above  an  arch'd  and  iron-studded  door, 
The  grim  escutcheon's  rode  devices  stood  ; 


On  each  side  rear'd  a  black  and  gxistiiy 

boar. 
With  hearts  and  daggers  graVd  on  grounds 

of  blood, 
And  deep-dyed  gules  o'er  which  plum'd  heU 

mets  frown ; 
Beneath  this  motto  ran,  —  **  Beware  1    I 

trample  down." 

And  hi^h  around  were  suits  of  armor  placed. 
And  shields  triangular,  with  the  wild-boar's 

head ; 
Arrows,  and  bows,  and  swords  the  mfters 

graced. 
And  red-deer's  antlen  their  wide  fatmiiehe? 

spread; 
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A  ro<ag:h  wolFa  hide  was  naird  upon  the  wall, 
lu  wly to  teeth  detich'd  as  wheu  it  in  the 
dell  did  fall. 

An   «ml4anip    from  the  carr'd  ceiUng 

bung; 
Ili  oatilre(eh*d  vbcs  the  bhucinff  oil  eon- 

taiti*d, 
Willie   its  long    figure  in  the  wide  ball 

swung, 
Blftckeitittg  the  roof  to  which  itii  arms  were 

chaiEi*d  ; 
Tlie  iron  hair  fell  backward  like  a  veil. 
And  through  the  gusty  door  it  sent  a  weary 

walL 

The  heairj  arras  flatter*d  in  the  wind 
Thftt  through  the  grated  windows  sweeping 

came. 
And  tn  its  foldings  glittered  hart  and  hind, 
While  hawk,  and  hoese,  aod  hound,  and  klr- 

Hed 


Moved  on  the  curtained  waves,  then  sank  in 

shade, 
Just  as  the   fitful  wind  along  the  arras 

played* 

On  the  oak  table»  filled  with  blood-red  wine, 
A  silver  cup  of  quaiint  engraving  stood, 
On  which  a  thiu-litnbM  stag  of  old  design, 
Chas'd  bj  six  long-ear'd  dogs,  made  for  a 

wood  ; 
Sounding  n  honi  a  hnntsnijin  stood  ill  riew. 
Whose  swollen  cheeks  upraiB^d  the  sUver  M 

he  blew. 

At  the  old  Baron*s  feet  a  wolf-dog  lay, 
Watching  liis  features  with  uitiiiiiching  ey«; 
An  aged  minstrel,  whose  long  locks  were 

On  an  otd  harp  his  withered  bands  did  try  ; 
A  crimson  banner's  rustling  folds  hnng  low, 
And  threw  a  rosy  light  upon  his  wrinkled 
brow. 


^foijn,  %mtx  i^anmer 


THE  PINE  WOODS 

Ws  itaiftd  upon  the  moorish  motmtain  side, 
FirofB  age  to  age,  a  solemn  eoinpany  ; 
Tbare  are  no  voices  in  our  paths,  bnt  we 
r  Q^  rreat  whirlwinds  roaring  loud  and 

wide  ; 
Eke  the  ie^waves  have  our  boughs 
replied, 

Frotn  the  beginning,  to  their  stormy  glee  ; 
TIw  thnnder  rolls  above  us,  and  some  tree 


Smites  with   hia   bolt,  yet  doth  the  race 

abide, 
Answering  all  times  ;  but  joymts,  wlien  the 

sno 
Glints  on  the  peaks  that  clouds  no  longer 

bear. 
And  the  young  shoots  to  Eourish  have  be- 

And   the    quick    seeds  through  the  blue 

odorous  air 
From  the  expanding  cones  fall  one  by  one  $ 
And  silence  as  in  temples  dwelleth  there* 


(RICHARD   MONCKTON   MILNES) 
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ENVOY  TO    AN 
LADY 


AMERICAN 


fisiOKP  the  Tague  Atlantic  deep, 
Fkr  M  tlte  farthest  prairies  sweep, 
W^re  forest-glooms  the  nerve  appal, 
Wbcfe  tnimt  Uie  radiant  Wcsteru  falU 


One  duty  lies  on  old  and  young,  -^ 
With  filud  piety  to  guard, 
As  on  its  greenest  native  sward. 
The  glory  of  the  English  tongue. 
That  ample  speech  I     That  subtle  8] 
Apt  for  the  need  of  all  and  each  : 
8trong  to  endure,  vet  prompt  to  bend 
Wherever  human  feelings  tend. 


m 


MEDITATIVE  POETS 


Preserve  its  force  —  e3q»aiid  iU  powen  J 

And  through  the  m&ze  of  civid  hte, 
III  Letters,  Coromej-ce,  even  in  Strife, 
Forget  not  it  i*  ymxm  and  oura* 

THE   BROOK-SIDE 

I  wandkr'd  bj  the  hrook-sidei 

I  wttutU-tM  bj  ihe  mill ; 

I  CDuld  not  henr  the  brook  flow. 

The  noisy  wheel  wa»  still  ; 

There  was  do  burr  of  grassl 

No  chirp  of  any  birtl. 

But  the  benting  of  my  own  ] 

Woa  all  the  sound  I  heardi 

I  sat  beneath  the  elm-tree  ; 
1  watched  the  long,  long  shade 
Andp  aa  it  grew  still  longer, 
I  did  not  feel  afmid  ; 
For  I  listened  for  a  footfall, 


I  U«t«n'd  for  a  word* 

But  the  benting  of  Tuy  own  heart 

Was  all  the  sound  1  beard. 

He  came  not,  —  no^  he  citme  not  — 
The  night  eame  on  alone< 
The  Utt)e  stars  sat^  one  by  one, 
Each  on  his  golden  throne  ; 
The  evening  wind  pass'd  by  my  chee^ 
ThA  leave*  above  were  stirr'd, 
the  beating  of  my  own  be&rt 
]  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

t  silent  teiu^  were  flowing, 
en  something  stood  behind  ; 
and  was  on  tny  shofilder, 
lew  ita  touch  was  kind  : 
pew  rae  nearer — neai«r, 
did  not  speak  one  word^ 
the  beating  of  our  own  faeaftfl 
s  all  the  aound  we  heard. 


ftamtfi  %nm  fiemW 


THE  BLACK  WALL-FLOWER 

[  FOUND  a  flower  in  a  desolate  plot, 
Where  no  man  wrought,  —  by  a  deserted 

cot, 
Where  no  man  dwelt ;    a  strange,  dark- 

color'd  gem, 
Black  heavy  bads  on  a  pale  leafless  stem. 
I  pluck'd  it,  wondering,  and  with  it  hied 
To  my  brave  May,  and  showing  it  I  cried  : 
*'  Look,  what  a  dismal  flower  1    did  ever 

bloom, 
Bom  of  our  earth  and  air,  wear  such  a 

gloom  ? 
It  looks  as  it  should  grow  out  of  a  tomb  :  * 
Is  it  not  mournful?^'    "No,"  replied  the 

child ; 
And,  gazing  on  it  thoughtfully,  she  smil'd. 
She  knows  each  word  of  that  great  book  of 

God, 
Spread  out  between  the  blue  sky  and  the 

sod : 
^  There  are  no  mournful  flowers  —  they  are 

all  glad; 
This  is  a  solemn  one,  but  not  a  sad." 


Lo  I  with  the  dawn  the  black  bods  openM 

slowly. 
Within  each  cup  a  color  deep  and  holy, 
As  sacrificial  blood,  gloVd  rich  and  red. 
And  through  the  velvet  tiasne  mantling 

spreaid ; 
While  in  the  midst  of  this  daik  ciiimon 

heat 
A  precious  golden  heart  did  throb  and 

beat ; 
Through  ruby  leaves  the  morning  light  did 

shine. 
Each  mournful  bud  had  grown  a  flow^  di- 
vine ; 
And  bitter  sweet  to  senses  and  to  soul, 
A  breathing  came  from  them,  that  fill'd  the 

whole 
Of   the  surrounding   tranced  and   sonny 

air 
With  its  strange  fragrance,  like  a  silent 

prayer. 
Then  cried  I,  <<From  the  earth's  whole 

wreath  1 11  borrow 
No  flower  but  thee  1  thoa  ezqnisite  type  of 

sorrow ! " 


KEMBLE—  ALFORD  —  MITFORD 


<5r 


FAITH 


trott  all  and  be  de<!eiv*d. 
Aid  weep  that  trust,  and  that  deceive 


Tbau  doabt  one  heart  that,  if  belieir'd. 
Had  blessed  one's  life  with  tme  belieTing^ 

Oh,  in  this  mocking  worlds  too  fast 

The  daubting  tiend  o'ertakes  our  youth  I 

Better  be  cheated  to  the  last 

Thau  lose  the  bless^  hope  of  truth* 


i 


I^enrp  SClfora 


LADY  MARY 


^noc  w«Tt  fair,  Lady  Mary, 

As  the  lily  in  the  sun  : 
And  fairer  yet  thou  mightest  be, 

Tliy  yotttL  was  but  begun  : 
Thine  eye  was  soft  and  glancing^ 

Of  the  deep  bright  blue  ; 
And  on  the  heart  thy  gentle  words 

Fell  lighter  than  the  dew. 

Thev  found  thee.  Lady  Mary» 

With  thy  palms  apon  thy  breast, 
£ren  a^  thou  hadst  been  praying, 

At  thine  hour  of  rest : 
Tile  rold  pale  moon  was  shining 

On  thy  cold  pale  cheek  ; 
And  the  worn  of  the  Nativity 

Had  just  begun  to  break. 

Ther  earr^d  thee,  Lady  Mary, 

All  of  pare  white  stone, 
With  thy  palms  upon  thy  breast. 

In  the  chancel  all  alone  : 
And  I  «aw  thee  when  the  winter  moon 

Sbone  on  tliy  marble  cheek, 
When  the  mom  of  the  Nativity 

Had  just  begun  to  break. 

But  thott  kneelest.  Lady  Mary, 
With  thy  palms  upon  thy  breast, 

AaioD^  the  perfect  spirits, 
Ib  tbe  land  of  rest : 


Thou  art  even  as  they  took  thee 

At  thine  hour  of  prayer. 
Save  the  glory  that  is  oti  thee 

From  the  sun  that  shine  th  there* 

We  shall  see  tbete.  Lady  Mary, 

On  that  shore  tinknowu, 
A  pure  and  happy  angel 

In  the  presence  of  the  throne  ; 

We  skill  see  thee  when  the  light  dirioe 

Plays  freshly  on  tJiy  cheeky 
And  tbe  resurrection  morning 

Hath  just  begun  to  break. 

COLON OS 

C0LOXO6  1  ean  it  be  that  thoa  hast  stil! 
Thy  laurel  and  thine  olives  and  thy  vine  ? 
Do  thy  close^featlierM  nightingales  yet  trill 
Their  warbles  of  thick-«obbing  soug  divine  ? 
Does  the  gold  sheen  of  the  crocus  o*er  thee 

shine 
And  dew-fed  dusters  of  the  daffodil. 
And   round    thy  flowery   knots  Cephisni 

twine. 
Aye  oozing  up  with  many  a  bubbling  rill  f 
On,  might  I  stand  beside  thy  leafy  k/ioll. 
In  sight  of  the  far^ff  city-towers,  and  see 
The  faithful-hearted  pure  Antigone 
TowTvrd  the  dread  precinct,  leaduig  nd  uid 

slow 
Tliat  awful  temple  of  a  kingly  sou), 
Lifted  to  heaven  by  nneitampled  woo  1 


4 
4 


3[[oftii  a^ttforto 


THE  ROMAN  LEGIONS 


asod  lUne  I  how  far,  and  long, 
rolled  luiTe  thy  pinions  strong, 
•  Iks  OBOlota  ol  the  world 


Here  their  eagle-wings  nnfurVd. 
Onward  as  the  legion,i  paas*d. 
Was  heard  the  Ftoiuan  tTutxipet*s  bh 
And  see  tbe  mountain  portals  old 
Now  their  opening  gates  unfold. 


68 


MEDITATIVE  POETS 


Slow  moyes  the  Consul's  car  between 
Bright  glittering  helms  and  axes  keen  ; 
O'er  moonlit  rocks,  and  ramparts  bare. 
High  the  Pretorian  banners  glare. 
Amr  is  heard  the  torrent's  moan, 
The  winds  through  rifted  caverns  groan ; 
The  vulture's  huge  primeval  nest, 
Wild  toss'd  the  pine  its  shattered  crest ; 
Darker  the  blackening  forest  f rown'd  : 
Strange    murmurs    snook    the    trembling 

ground. 
In  the  old  warrior's  midnight  dream 
Gigantic  shadows  seem'd  to  gleam,  — 
The  Caudine  forks,  and  Cannie's  field 
Again  their  threatening  cohorts  yield. 
Seated  on  the  Thunderer's  throne, 
He  saw  the  shapes  of  gods  unknown, 
Saw  in  Olympus'  golden  hall 
The  volleyed  lightning  harmless  fall, 
The  great  and  Capitouan  lord 
Dim  sink,  'mid  nameless  forms  abhorr'd. 
Shook  the  Tarpeian  cliff ;  around 
The  trembling  Augur  felt  the  sound  ; 
Saw,  Grod  of  Light !  in  deathly  shade, 
Thy  rich,  resplendent  tresses  fade. 


And  from  the  empty  car  of  day  j 

The  ethereal  coursers  boond  awaj. 

Then  freauent  rose  the  s^;nal  shriU, 
Oft  heara  on  Alba's  echomg  hill. 
Or  down  the  Apnlian  mountains  borne, 
The  mingled  swell  of  trump  and  horn  ; 
The  stem  centurion  frown'd  to  hear 
Unearthly  voices  murmuring  near  ; 
Back  to  his  still  and  Sabine  home 
Fond  thoughts  and  favorite  visions  roam. 
Sweet  Vesta  1  o'er  the  woods  again 
He  views  thy  small  and  silent  fane  ; 
He  sees  the  whitening  torrents  leap 
And  flash  round  Tibo^s  mountain-eteep ; 
Sees  Persian  ensigns  wide  unroll'd. 
Barbaric  kings  in  chains  of  gold  ; 
O'er  the  long  Appian's  crowded  street. 
Sees  trophied  arms  and  eagles  meet. 
Through  the  tall  arch  their  triumph  poor. 
Till  rose  the  trumpet's  louder  roar ; 
From  a  thousand  voices  nigh 
Burst  on  his  ear  the  banner-cry. 
And  o'er  the  concave  rocks,  the  sound 
«  AVRELIVS,"  smote  with  stem  rebound. 


3lltti)ut  i^entp  i^allam 


WRITTEN   IN   EDINBURGH 

Even  thus,  methinks,  a  city  rear'd  should 

be. 
Tea,  an  imperial  city,  that  might  hold 
Five  times  an  hundred  noble  towns  in  fee. 
And  either  with  their  might  of  Babel  old, 
Or  the  rich  Roman  pomp  of  empery 
Might  stand  compare,  highest  in  arts  en- 

roU'd, 


Highest  in  arms  ;  brave  tenement  for  the 

free. 
Who  never  crouch  to  thrones,  or  sin  for  gold. 
Thus  should  her  towers  be  rais'd  —  with 

vicinage 
Of  clear  bold  hills,  that  curve  her  very 

streets. 
As  if  to  vindicate,  'mid  choicest  seats 
Of  art,  abidine  Nature's  majesty  ; 
And  the  broad  sea  beyond,  in  calm  or  rage 
Chainless  alike,  and  teaching  Liberty. 


^OuBrrp  Cf^omajB^  SDe  (Here 


AN   EPICUREAN'S   EPITAPH 

When  from  my  lips  the  last  faint  sigh  is 

blown 
By  Death,  dark  waver  of  Lethean  plumes, 
0 !    press    not    then    with    monumental 

stone 


This  forehead  smooth,  nor  weigh  me  down 
with  glooms 
From  green  bowers,  gray  with  dew. 
Of  Rosemary  and  Rue. 
Choose  for  my  bed  some  bath  of  acnlptiir'd 
marble 
Wreath'd  with  gay  nymphs ;  and  laymt 
«-  not  alone  — 


AUBREY   THOMAS   DE   VERE 


W^re  SQDbeams  fall,  flowetv   waire,  fttid 

light  birdii  warble, 
To  those  who  lov'd  me  tnturmuritig  in  soft 

tone, 
"  Hera  lies  our  fnendf  from  pftin  secure  and 

©old  ; 
And  ipteads  bis  llinbs  in  pence  under  the 

8im-warni*d  mould  I " 


FLOWERS   I   WOULD   BRING 

Flqwsks  I  would  bring  if  flowers  oould 

BAke  tbee  fjurer, 
And  mosic*  if  the  Mute  were  dear  to  tbee  ; 
(For  loving  these  would  make  thee  love  the 

Iwiirer) 
But  tweeiest  songs  forget  their  melodj. 
And  kivelteat  flowers  would  but  conceiU  tbe 

wearer:  — 
A  roee  I  niarVdi  and  migbt  have  pluck*d  ; 

but  she 
Blaiii'd  as  she  bent,  imploring  me  to  spare 

her. 
Nor  spoil  her  beaatj  by  such  rivalry. 
Alas  1  and  with  what  gifts  shull  I  pursue 

Wkttt  offeriiig*  brrog,  what  treasures  lay 

before  tbee  ; 
When  earth  with  all  her  tloral  truln  doth 

woo  tbee, 
And  all  old  poets  aiul  old  songs  adore  thee  ; 
And  lore  to  Uiee  is  naught ;  from  passionate 

mcxMl 
8e6iir*d  by  joy's  oomplaeent  plenitude  t 


HUMAN   LIFE 


^jBai)  is  our  youth,  for  it  is  eyer  going, 
^■Crumbling  away  beneath  our  very  feet ; 
I,       Sad  is  <Ntr  life,  for  onward  it  is  flowing, 

I      Id  evrrent  unpereeivM  because  so  fleet ; 
SmI  are  our  bopea  for  tbey  were  sweet  in 
sowing, 
Bat  tares,  self-sown,  haye  overtoppM  tbe 
I  wheat ; 

I      Sad  are  our  joys,  for  tbey  were  sweet  in 
I  blowing ; 

And   still,  O  stillf  their  dying  breath  is 
sweet: 
I      And  sweet  is  youth,  although  it  hath  bereft 

Of  tkAt  wbicb  made  our  childhood  sweeter 
•tiU; 


And  sweet  our  life's  decline,  for  it  hath  left 

us 
A  nearer  Good  to  cure  an  older  III : 
And  sweet  are  all  things,  when  we  learn  to 

prize  them 
Not  for  their  siike,  but  Uis  who  grants  them 

or  denies  them. 


SORROW 

CouKT  each  affliction,  whether  light  oi 
grave, 

God's  messenger  sent  down  to  tbee ;  do 
tbou 

With  courtesy  receive  him  ;  rise  and  bow  ; 

Aud,  ere  bis  shadow  pa&s  thy  thresbold« 
crave 

Permission  first  his  heavenly  feet  to  lave  ; 

Then  lay  before  him  all  thou  hast.     Allow 

No  cloud  of  passion  to  usurp  thy  brow, 

Of  mar  thy  hospitality  ;  no  wave 

Of  mortal  tumult  to  obliterate 

Tbe  soul's  marmoreal  calmness.  Grief 
should  be 

Like  joy,  majestic,  equable,  sedate, 

Conflniiing,  cleansing,  raising,  making  free  ; 

Strong  to  consume  small  troubles  ;  to  com- 
mend 

Great  thoughts,  grave  tbougbts,  thoughts 
lasting  to  Sie  end. 


LOVE'S   SPITE 

You  take  a  town  you  cannot  keep ; 

Aud,  forced  in  turn  to  fly, 
O'er  ruins  you  have  made  shall  leap 

Your  deadliest  enemv  I 
Her  love  is  jours  —  and  be  It  so  — 
But  can  you  keep  it  7    No,  no^  no  I 

L^pon  her  brow  we  ffaz'd  with  awe, 
And  lov*d,  and  wisb'd  to  love,  in  vain  { 

But  wbeu  tbe  snow  begins  to  tlmw 
We  shun  with  scorn  the  miry  plain. 

Women  with  grace  may  yield  :  but  sbo 

Appeared  some  Virgin  Deity. 

Bright  was  her  soul  as  Dian's  crest 
Whitening  on  Vesta's  fane  its  sheen ; 

Cold  look'd  she  as  the  waveless  breast 
Of  some  stone  Dian  at  thirteen. 

Men  lov'd  :  but  bo^  they  deem'd  to  be 

A  sweet  ImpossibiUty  I 


I  left        I 


.  uwwa.  tuiu  Dreast. 

nee  lay  the  cloistral  court 
I  shadows  of  the  conyent  towers  : 
;>rder'd  now  in  stately  sort 
166  royal  halb  and  bowers, 
[loral  chaunt  had  jjost  swept  bj  ; 
b  arms  lay  c^uiyermfl^  yet  on  high : 
on  the  warriors  garcf,  and  then 
ed  lightly  at  the  Queen  again. 

I  from  her  lip  the  wild  hymn  floated, 
h  grace  in  those  uplifted  eyes 
weet,  half  absent  looks,  they  noted 
bt,  surely,  through  the  skies 
rit,  they  deem'd,  flew  forward  ever 
)  that  song's  perpetual  river, 
smiling  from  its  jovous  track, 
her  heavenly  face  look'd  bacL 


CARDINAL  MANNING 

rn'd  his  ereatness  first  at  Lavington : 
noon  had  eariy  sought  her  b^  of 

brine, 

e  disoours'd  till  now  each  starry  sign 
sunk :    our  theme  was  one  and  one 

alone : 

minds  supreme,**  he  said,  **  our  earth 

has  known ; 

%ng  in  science;  one  serVd  God  in 

Bong; 


I  thought  of  thai 
And  cried,  **  At 
ply." 


Seek  not  th< 

Andbal 

To  carve  hex 

Upon  th 

The  world  is 

And  wre 

Each  work  demai 

hands. 

Till  day 

Sing  not  that 

Thatche< 

The  lily  of  thi 

Her  soul 

Forth  to  the  fight, 

The  clash 

Shall  more  prevail 

To  win  he 

The  warrior  f  c 

Fights  in 
The  love  that  1 

Lures  the 
That  love  which  lii 

The  spirit 
That  love,  or  ] 

Man-shap 


THOMAS    BURBIDGE 


I 


i  I  bid  thee  now  a  long  and  last  fjifewell 
Ere  I  derput,  in  Utmj  orowdi  to  dwell, 
Yet  beakme* 

k\X  pleiuures  of  this  plauant  £arth  be 

ihme  1 
Yea,  let  her  teminU  fondly  press 
l*tito  thy  feet, 
Bearing  ail  HtghiA  moat  faifp  all  scents  moat 

sweet : 
Spiingf  pUving  with  her  wreath  of  budded 

viae  ; 

ler,  with  stately  tress 
Fkiiik*d   with   green   wheat-ears   and    the 

white  cM>m-biiie  ; 
Aatamo,  erown'd  from  the  yellow 

lorest'tree  ; 
And  Winter,  in  bis  dreM 
gemitrd  with  icicleSf  from  snow  dead- 
white 

_  tlieir  wondrous  light  ; 

be  thine  ever.  But  I  ask  of  thee 
One  blessing  only  to  beseech  for  me,  — 
Forgetfolnesa* 

IF   I    DESIRE 

If  I  Retire  witb  pleasant  songs 
To  throw  a  merry  hour  away* 

Comef  Love  unto  mei  and  my  wrongs 
la  careful  tmle  be  doth  display, 

And  lala  me  bow  I  stand  for  smging 

WHlc  I  my  helpless  hands  am  wringing. 


anotlier  time  if  I 
A  Aooii  in  &bady  bower  would  pass, 

h#  with  stealthy  gestures  sly 
And  flinging  down  upon  the  grass, 
Qiiot^  he  to  me :  Mv  master  dear, 
niak  ol  this  noontiae  such  a  year  1 

hjod  if  elsewhere  I  lay  my  bead 
On  pillow  with  intent  to  Bleep» 

lies  ijurre  beside  me  on  the  bed, 

Attd  Kvres  me  ainnent  words  to  keep  ; 

Saym  Im  :  These  looka«  these  tokens  number, 

May  be.  they  '11  help  you  to  a  slumber. 

Bo  cTcry  time  when  I  would  yield 
An  hour  to  quiet,  comes  he  still  * 

Aad  hunts  ap  every  sign  coDeeal'd 
And  every  outward  sign  of  ill  ; 

And  giv'ea  me  his  sad  face's  pleasures 

fm  meniinent's  or  sleep^s  or  leisure's. 


MOTHER'S   LOVE 

He  sang  so  wildly,  did  the  Boy, 

That  you  could  never  tell 

If  *t  was  a  madman^a  voice  you  heard* 

Or  if  the  spirit  of  a  bird 

Withio  hia  heart  did  dwell  : 

A  bird  that  dallies  with  his  voioe 

Among  tbe  matted  branches  ; 

Or  on  the  free  blue  air  bis  note 

To  pierce,  aud  fall,  and  rise,  and  floaty 

Witb  bolder  utterance  launches. 

None  ever  was  so  sweet  as  be, 

Tbe  boy  that  wildly  sang  to  me  ; 

Tliongh  toilsome  was  the  way  and  long, 

He  led  me  not  to  lose  the  song. 

But  when  again  we  stood  below 

Tlie  iinbidden  sky,  his  feet 

Grew  slacker,  and  his  note  more  slow, 

But  mure  than  doubly  sweet. 

He  led  me  then  a  little  way 

Athwart  the  barren  moor, 

Aud  then  he  stayed  and  bade  me  stay 

Beside  a  cottage  door  ; 

I  could  have  stayed  of  mine  own  will, 

In  truth,  my  eye  and  heart  to  till 

With  the  sweet  sight  which  1  saw  therei 

At  the  dwelling  ol  tbe  cottager, 

A  little  in  the  doorway  sitting, 

The  mother  plied  her  busy  knitting. 

And  her  cheek  so  softly  smiPd, 

Yoq  might  be  sure,  although  her  gtom 

Was  on  the  meshes  of  the  lace. 

Yet  her  thoughts  were  with  her  child. 

But  when  the  boy  had  heard  her  voioe. 

As  o*er  her  work  she  did  rejoice^ 

Hia  became  silent  altogether, 

And  slily  creeping  by  the  wall, 

He  seized  a  single  plume,  let  fall 

By  some  wild  birtl  of  longest  feather  ; 

And  all  a-tremble  with  his  freak, 

He  touched  her  lightly  on  the  cheek* 

Oh^  what  a  loveliness  her  eyes 
Gather  in  that  one  moment *s  spacei 
While  peeping  round  the  poet  ahe  spfei 
Her  darling's  laughing  face  1 
Ob,  mother  s  love  is  glorifying, 
On  the  cheek  like  sunset  lying  ; 
In  the  eyes  a  moistenM  li^ht, 
Softer  than  the  moon  ai  mght  f 


EVENTIDE 

Comes  aomething  down  with  eventide 

Beside  the  sunset's  golden  bars^ 
Beside  the  floating  ficents,  beside 
The  twinkling  shadows  of  the  stars* 

Ij  pon  th©  river*8  rippling  face, 
rlash  after  flash  the  white 

Broke  up  in  cuany  a  shallow  pie 
The  rest  was  soft  and  bright* 

By  chance  mj  eye  fell  on  ihe  » 
How  many  a  niaryellous  pof 

Sleeps    in    us,  —  sleeps,  and 
dream  1 
This  knew  I  in  that  hoaTi 


For  then  mj  heart,  ao  full  of  Bijnie, 
No  niore  was  in  we  atirr'd  ; 

My  life  waj»  in  the  river's  Ijfei 
And  I  nor  saw  nor  heard. 

I  and  the  riverj  we  were  one  : 
The  shade  betieath  the  bank, 

I  felt  it  eool  ;  the  setting  atiu 
Into  my  spirit  sank. 

ishing  thing  in  power  semnB 
WES  ;  the  mystery 
t  of  having  ever  been 
ud  being  still  to  be* 

.  it  a  moment  or  an  bonr  7 
knew  not  ;  hut  I  mourned 
»D  from  that  realm  of  awful  powaf 
to  these  fields  retum'd. 


H&ffliam  I^mirp  IBfiittomrtf) 


TIME  AND   DEATH 

I  SAW  old  Time,  destroyer  of  mankind  ; 
Calm,  stem,  and  cold  he  sate,  and  often 

shook 
And  tnm'd  his  glass,  nor  ever  car'd  to  look 
How  many  of  life's  sands  were  still  behind. 
And  there  was  Death,  his  page,  aghast  to 

find 
How  tremblingly,  like  aspens  o'er  a  brook, 
His  blunted  dart  fell  harmless  :  so  he  took 


His  master's  scythe,  and  idly  smote  the 

wind. 
Smite  on,  thou  gloomy  one,  with  powerless 

aim! 
For  Sin,  thy  mother,  at  her  dying  breath 
Wither'd  that  arm,  and  left  thee  Imt  a  name. 
Hope  clos'd  the  grave,  when  He  of  Nai»* 

reth. 
Who  led  captivity  His  captive,  came 
And  vanquish'd  the  great  conqnerorsy  Time 

and  Death. 


ENGLISH   SONG  WRITERS 
{See also:  B.  W.  Procter.; 


3lo|)n  Ikenpon 


CHAMPAGNE  ROSfi 

Lilt  on  liquid  roses  floating  — 

So  floats  yon  foam  o'er  pmk  champagne  : 
Fain  would  I  join  such  pleasant  boating. 

And  prove  that  ruby  main, 
And  float  away  on  wine  ! 


Those    seas   are    dangerons,   giaybeudf 
swear, 
Whose  sear-beach  ia  the  goUet's  brim  ; 
And  true  it  is  they  drown  old  caxe— 
But  what  care  we  for  him, 
So  we  but  float  on  wine  I 
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And  tme  it  U  ibmy  crow  in  {fatn* 
Wlio  sober  cross  the  Stygiiui  ferry  ; 

BbI  onlj  m«lte  our  Styx  cLmnipagDts, 
And  W9  ahall  cross  ri^hi  oierryt 
FkMitiitg  awftj  ia  wiae  1 


Old  ChArotrs  aelf  sJjall  make  him  mellow, 
Theu  gaily  row  his  bont  from  shore  ; 

While  we,  aud  every  jovial  fellow^ 
Hear,  uuuoncenj'd,  the  oiu* 
That  dips  itself  in  wme  t 


IBiniaiii  l^otDttt 


THE 


DEPARTURE 
SWALLOW 


OF     THE 


Nq  mosial  mm  it  go : 
But  who  doth  bear 
Its  summer  cheer 

Ai  it  flitteth  to  and  fro? 


tAxP  is  ths  swallow  gone  7 
Who  beheld  it? 
Which  waj^saird  it? 
Fare  well  bade  it  none  ? 
. 


Bo  the  freed  spirit  flies  1 

From  its  aurrouEding  claj" 
It  steals  away 
Like  the  swallow  from  the  skies. 

Whither  ?  wherefore  doth  it  go  ? 

*T  ia  all  mikaown  : 

We  feel  alone 
That  a  Toid  i^  left  below* 


Cfiomasf  Ipapntjef  55aplp 


E    WORE    A    WREATH 
ROSES 


OF 


Sac  wore  a  wreath  of  roues 
Tht*  nigbt  that  first  we  met ; 
9r  love^  face  was  smiling 
th  her  curls  of  jet. 
'  Her  footstep  had  the  lightness, 

FHmt  ftMoe  the  joyous  tone,  -^ 
m  tokens  of  a  youthful  heart, 
Wlfettra  sorrow  is  uuktiown* 
law  ker  but  a  momeut, 
Tet  methinks  I  <iee  her  now, 
tUi  the  wreath  of  summer  flowers 
Cpoa  her  snowy  brow. 

A  WT«ath  of  orange-bloesomSp 

When  next  we  met,  she  wore  ; 
Tba  esixreasson  of  her  featureis 

Was  more  thoughtful  than  before  ; 
ling  by  ber  side  was  one 

Who  strore,  aud  not  in  vain, 
o  soothe  ber,  leaving  that  dear  home 

She  ne'er  might  view  again* 
1  saw  krr  hut  a  moment* 

¥«i  aiethiaks  I  see  her  now. 


With  the  wreath  of  orange-Uossoma 
Upon  her  snowy  brow. 

And  once  again  I  see  that  brow  i 

No  bridal- wreath  is  there. 
The  widow's  sombre  cap  conceals 

Her  once  luxuriant  hair. 
She  weeps  in  sileut  solitude, 

And  there  is  no  one  near 
To  press  her  hand  within  his  own^ 

And  wipe  away  the  tear. 
I  see  her  broken-hearted  ; 

Yet  methinks  I  see  her  now. 
In  the  pride  of  youth  and  beaotya 

With  a  garland  on  her  brow. 

OHl  WHERE    DO   FAIRIES  HIDE 
THEIR    HEADS? 

Oh  !  where  do  fairies  hide  their  heads 

When  snow  lies  on  the  hills. 
When  frost  has  spoil'd  their  mossy  bed% 

And  crystallizM  their  rills  ? 
Beneath  the  moon  they  cannot  trip 

In  eircles  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Aud  draughts  of  dew  they  eaimot  np ; 

Till  green  leaves  coma  again* 


4 


Perhaps^  id  small,  blue  diviiig-bellfi, 

They  plunge  beneath  ibe  waves, 
luhabitiiig  the  wreathed  shells 

That  lie  in  coral  c^vea  ; 
Perhaps,  in  red  VesufiuSi   ^ 

Carousals  tUej  maiiitatn  ; 
Aiid  cheer  their  little  Bplrits  tboB^ 

Till  green  leaves  cutue  again. 


When  the  J  return  there  will  be  mirth^ 

And  ninsie  in  the  air. 
And  fairy  wings  upon  Iha  ei^b, 

And  nibchief  everywhere » 
The  maids,  to  keep  the  elves  aloo^  J 

Will  bar  the  doors  in  vjuii ; 
No  key-bole  will  be  fairy^proof, 

When  green  leaves  come  agmin^ 


Dirt 


THE  SEA  FO\l 

Tee  baren  hath  the  landw! 

fisher  hath  the  sea  ; 
But  the  roekv  haunts  of  thd  i 

kttg  aloiie  to  me* 

The  boron   hunts  the   running  deer,    the 

fisher  nets  the  briue  ; 
But  every  bird  that  builds  a  nest  on  ooean- 

cliffs  is  mine. 

Come  on  then,  Jock  and  Alick,  let 's  to  the 

sea-rocks  bold  : 
I  was  train'd  to  take  the  sear-fowl  ere  I  was 

five  years  old. 

The  wild  sea  roars,  and  lashes  the  granite 

crags  below, 
And  round  the  misty  islets  the  loud,  strong 

tempests  blow. 

And  let  them  blow  I  Roar  wind  and  wave, 
they  shall  not  me  dismay  ; 

I  've  faced  the  eagle  in  her  nest  and  snatch'd 
her  young  away. 

The  eaele  shall  not  build  her  nest,  proud 
bird  although  she  be. 

Nor  yet  the  8trong-wing*d  cormorant,  with- 
out the  leave  of  me. 

The  eider-duck  has  laid  her  eggs,  the  tern 

doth  hatch  her  young, 
And  the  merry  g^ull  screams  o'er  her  brood ; 

but  all  to  me  belong. 

Away,  then,  in  the  daylight,  and  back  again 

ere  eve ; 
The  eagle  could  not  rear  her  young,  unless 

I  gave  her  leave. 


g  baron  hath  the  landward  park,  t 

^her  hath  the  sea  ; 
t  the  rocky  haunts  of  the  sea^fowl  I 

long  alone  to  me« 


ip 


CORNFIELDS 


WfiEj?  on  the  breath  of  autumn  breeze 
From  pastures  dry  and  brown j 

Croes  floating  like  an  idle  thought 
The  fair  white  thistle-down. 

Oh  then  what  joy  to  walk  at  will 

Upon  the  golden  harvest  hill  1 

What  joy  in  dreamy  ease  to  lie 

Amid  a  field  new  shorn, 
And  see  all  round  on  sun-lit  slopes 

The  pil'd-up  stacks'  of  com  ; 
And  send  the  fancy  wandering  o*er 
All  pleasant  harvest-fields  of  yore. 

I  feel  the  day — I  see  the  field. 
The  quivering  of  the  leaves, 

And  good  old  «laoob  and  his  bonae 
Biuding  the  yellow  sheaves  ; 

And  at  this  very  hour  I  seem 

To  be  with  Joseph  in  his  dzeanu' 

I  see  the  fields  of  Bethlehem 

And  reapers  many  a  one, 
Bendine  unto  their  sickles'  stroke^ 

And  Boaz  looking  on  ; 
And  Ruth,  the  Moabite  so  fair. 
Among  the  gleaners  stooping  there* 

A^un  I  see  a  little  child. 

His  mother's  sole  delight, 
God's  living  gift  of  love  unto 

The  kind  good  Shnnammite  ; 
To  mortal  pangs  I  see  him  yield, 
And  the  lad  hwt  him  from  the  field* 
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The  lun-biitli'd  quiet  of  the  hills, 

The  fields  of  (iiaUee. 

Oh,  golden  fields  of  bending  com,             ^H 

How  beautiful  they  miem  t                      ^^M 

That  eiglileeu  hut]dr«d  jeors  ago 

The  reaper-folk,  the  pil'd-up  sheaveo^       ^H 

Were  full  of  corn,  I  Bee  ; 

To  me  are  like  a  dream*                         ^H 

And  the  dear  baviour  taken  his  wajr 

The  Bunahtue  and  the  ?ery  air                   ^^t 

^—     *Mid  ripe  earn  ou  the  Sabbath  day. 

Seem  of  old  time,  and  take  me  there.      ^^M 

^^^^K                 €1i<nm)Si  MibUt  Btvintp                     ^^H 

^^ 

And  love  that,  like  the  nightingale,            ^^U 

V             1   THINK  ON  THEE 

Sings  only  in  the  spring.                       ^^^^| 

X  THIHK  on  thee  in  the  lught, 

Thou  art  my  spirit's  all,                        ^^^^| 

When  all  beside  is  still. 

Just  as  thou  wert  in  youth,                   ^^^^| 

And  the  moon  comes  out,  with  her  pale,  sad 

StilJ  from  thy  grave  no  shadows  fall     ^^^^^ 

light, 

Upon  my  lonely  truth  ;                        ^^^^H 

To  sit  on  the  lonely  hill  ; 

A  taper  yet  above  thy  tomb,  H^^^^ 
Since  lost  its  sweeter  rays,                 ^^^^M 

When  the  stars  are  all  like  dreams. 

Asd  the  breezes  all  like  sighs, 

And  what  is  memory,  through  the  gloomy          1 

And  there  comes  a  yoioe  from  the  far-off 

Was  hope,  in  brighter  days.                      ^^J 

streams 

^^M 

Like  thy  spirit^a  low  replies. 

I  am  pining  for  the  home                             ^^M 

Where  sorrow  sinks  to  sleeps                     ^H 

I  think  on  th^  by  day^ 

Where  the  weary  and  the  weepers  oomei     ^H 

'Mid  the  cold  and  busy  crowd. 

And  they  cease  to  toil  and  weep,               ^^M 

When  the  laughter  of  the  young  and  gay 
Is  far  too  glad  and  loud. 

Why  walk  about  with  smiles                         ^^| 

That  each  should  be  a  tear,                       ^^H 

I  hear  thy  soft,  sad  tone, 

Tain  as  the  sununer^s  glowing  spoili  ^^^^t 
Flung  o'er  an  early  bier  ?                   ^^^^M 

My  heart  -—  my  heart  were  all  alone, 
^t  for  its  dreams  of  thee  t 

^^^^^M 

Oh,  like  those  fairy  things,                     ^^^^^ 

Those  insects  of  the  East,                    ^^^^| 

Of  thee  who  wert  so  dear,  — 

That  have  their  beauty  in  their  wiuga»  ^^^H 

And  yet  I  do  not  weep. 

And  shroud  it  while  at  rest ;                     ^^M 

For  thine  eyes  were  staiu'd  by  many  a  tear 

That  fold  their  colors  of  the  sky           ^^H 

Before  they  went  to  sleep  ; 

When  earthward  they  aUght,             ^^^H 

And,  if  I  haunt  the  past, 

And  Daub  tlieir  splendors  on  the  aye^    ^^^^| 

Y«t  may  I  not  repine 

Only  to  take  their  flight ;  —                      ^^M 

That  thou  hast  won  thy  rest,  at  Ust, 

^^^^1 

And  all  the  g^ef  is  mine. 

I  never  knew  how  dear  thou  wert,         ^^^^| 

Till  thou  wert  borne  away  1                 ^^^^| 

1  Ihiak  itpon  thy  gain, 
WbateVr  to  me  it  cost. 

I  have  it  yet  about  my  heart,                        ^^M 

The  beauty  of  that  day  1                             ^H 

And  fancy  dwells  with  less  of  pain 

As  if  the  robe  thou  wert  to  wear^                        1 

On  all  that  I  have  lost,  — 

Beyond  the  stars,  were  given                    ^J 

Hope,  like  the  cuckooes  oft-told  tale, 
1          Alai,  it  weant  her  wing  I 

That  I  mieht  learn  to  know  it  thei«t  ^^| 
And  seek  thee  out,  ia  heaven  i           ^^^^t 

m               J 

As  in  frolic  chase, 
\11  her  silken  ringlets 

Backward  from  her  face; 
kittle  time  for  speaking 

Had  she,  for  the  wind, 
^nnety  scarf,  or  ribbon, 

Ever  swept  behind. 

Jtill  some  sweet  improvement 

In  her  beauty  shone  ; 
Svery  graceful  moyement 

Won  me,  —  one  by  one ! 
Ls  the  breath  of  Venus 

Seemed  the  breeze  of  mom, 
lowing  thus  between  us, 

Ikfidst  the  golden  com. 
ittle  time  for  wooing 

Had  we,  for  the  wind 
»till  kept  on  undoing 

What  we  sought  to  bind. 

)h  !  that  autumn  morning 

In  my  heart  it  beams, 
iOye's  last  look  adoming 

With  its  dream  of  dreams  : 
Itill,  like  waters  flowing 

In  the  ocean  shell, 
•ounds  of  breezes  blowing 

In  my  spirit  dwell ; 
till  I  see  the  field-path  ;  -^ 

Would  that  I  could  see 
ler  whose  graceful  beauty 

Lost  is  now  to  me  ! 


Take  the  world  as  it 
shining, 
Ne'er  rake  up  the 
low  I 
There  's  wisdom  in  i 
in  repinine 
O'er  things  which  < 
we  know. 
There's  beauty  azoi 
enjoy; 
And  chide  not,  nn 
kiss; 
Though  Earth's  not t 
when  a  boy. 
There 's  something 

it  IS. 

Take  the  world  as  it 
and  its  sorrow 
Its  loye  and  its  £ 
hood  and  tratli 
Its  schemes  that  dep 
to-morrow. 
Its  hopes  which  pai 
of  our  youth: 
Yet,  oh  I  whilst  the! 
shine. 
The  heart  in  itsel 
bliss  ; 
In  the  worst  there  's  b 
divine. 
And  the  wisest  and 
as  it  is. 
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T  tft  bat  a  litUe  odor  shed. 

TWAS  JUST   BEFORE  THE  HAY        . 

^.         A  light  gone  out,  a  Aplrit  fled, 

WAS  MOWN                        ^J 

^h                   A  f aoerml  hour* 

^H 

*T  WAS  jnst  before  tbe  hay  was  mown,        ^^M 

^H       tfheii  let  us  show  a  tranquil  brow 

The  seasou  liad  been  wet  mid  cold,             ^H 

H                    WliAteVr  befalls  ; 

When  my  gootl  damo  b<'gan  to  groan,            ^H 

^H       That  we  upon  life's  latest  brink 

And  speak  of  days  and  years  of  old  :          ^H 

^H       May  look  on  Death's  dark  fmoe|  —  an4 

Ye  were  a  young  man  then,  and  gav,              ^H 

^B                       think 

And  TiLxvu  black  your  handsome  hair  ;      ^B 

^H                  An  angel  calb. 

Ah  I  Time  steals  many  a  gmce  away,            ^H 

^m 

And  leaves  us  many  a  grief  to  bear.           ^H 

H       THE   ROSE  THOU   GAV'ST 

.X           ,              ,                             ^ 

Tush  I  ttish  !  said  I,  we  ve  had  our  time. 

^H        The  rose  thou  i^v'st  at  parting  — 

And  if  *t  were  here  again  't  would  go  j 

^B           Haat  thon  forgot  the  hour  ? 

Thti  youngest  cannot  keep  their  prime, 

^^1       The  moon  was  on  the  river, 

The  darkest  head  some  gray  must  show. 

^V           The  dew  upon  the  flower  r 

We  ^ve  been  together  forty  years, 

^M        Thv  voice  was  full  of  tenderness, 

And  though  it  seem  but  like  a  day, 

^H           Butf  ah  1  thy  Toiee  minleads  ; 

We  Ve  mitek  less  cause,  dear  dame,  for     ^_ 

^H       The  rose  is  like  thy  promises, 

tears,                                                         ^H 

^H          Its  thorn  is  like  thy  deeds. 

Than  many  who  have  trod  life's  way.        ^H 

^m      The  winter  oometh  bleakly, 

Goodman,  said  she,  ye  *re  always  right,          ^H 

^B            And  dark  the  time  must  be  ; 

And  *t  is  a  pride  to  hear  your  tongue  ;        ^H 

^H        Bnt  I  can  deem  it  summer 

And  though  your  fine  old  head  lie  white,       ^H 

^^B          To  what  thou  *st  prov'd  to  me. 

*T  is  de^r  to  me  as  when  *t  were  young,      ^^M 

^H      Tbe  snow  that  meets  the  sunlight 

So  give  your  Imnd^  —  *t  was  never  shown     ^^t 

^H          Soon  Imstens  from  the  scene  ; 

But  in  affection  unto  me  ;                            ^^M 

^H      Bal  melting  snow  is  lasting, 
^H         To  what  thy  faith  hath  been. 

And  I  shall  be  beneath  the  stone,             ^^^H 

And  lifeless^  when  I  love  not  thtt.      ^^^^M 

^^^H                           €It5a 

Coofo                                 ^^M 

^       THE  QUIET  EYE 

There  *s  meaning  in  its  steady  glnnoe,       ^H 

Of  gentle  blame  or  praising  rove,            ^H 

That  makes  me  tremble  to  aorance          ^H 

^^Bbm  orb  I  like  ts  not  the  one 

^vTlttt  dazzles  with  its  lightning  gleam  ; 
Thai  dares  to  look  upon  the  sun. 

A  word,  that  meaning  might  n>-     ~^H 
prove.                                                ^^M 

As  though  it  challenged  brighter  beam. 

The  ha4i^hty  threat,  the  fiery  look,            ^M 
My  spLrit  proudly  ean  defy,                     ^^M 

TlnU  orb  may  sparkle,  flash,  and  roll ; 

Its  fire  may  blaze,  its  shaft  may  fly  ; 

But  never  yet  coulA  meet  and  brook   ^^^^t 

BnU  not  for  me  :  I  prise  the  soul ' 

The  upbraiding  of  a  quiet  eye.         ^^^^^ 

1          That  slumbers  in  a  quiet  eye. 

^^^^H 

There 's  firmness  in  its  even  light,       ^^^^B 

Tbrre  *i  somethiog  in  its  plaeid  shade 
Tbat  tells  of  calm,  unworldlv  thought ; 

That  augurs  of  a  breast  sincere  :            ^H 

And,  oh  !  take  wateh  how  ve  excite          ^H 
That  firmness  till  it  yield  a  to&r.             ^H 

Hqjm  may  be  crowned,  or  joy  delayed  — 
No  dlmntfls  steals,  no  ray  is  enught* 

Some  bosoms  give  an  easy  sigh,                 ^H 

Its  penaiTC  language  seems'  to  say, 
**1  know  that  I  must  close  and  die  ;*' 

Some  drops    of    grief    will    freely       ^H 

staH,                                                     ^M 

And  death  itself,  come  when  it  may, 

But  that  which  sears  the  quiet  eye              ^H 

^^^Cmi  kfttdlj  change  the  quiet  eye. 

.^„-  ^y.  iL/ACittues  ana  the  sounder  he 
sleeps. 

low  his  wandering  feet  can  reach 
ugged  tracks  of  Uie  desolate  beach  ; 
ling  about  like  a  Triton  imp, 
id  the  haunts  of  the  crab  and  shrimp, 
ings,  with  none  to  guide  or  help, 
e  farthest  ridge  of  slippery  kelp  ; 
lis  bold  heart  glows  while  he  stands 

and  mocks 
eamew's  cry  on  the  jutting  rocks. 


u^iAA  xxavu  Ml 


*T  is  vain  to  tell 
Rides    over  the 

death  : 
He  11  say  there 
On  the  plague-ri 

lash  d  ma 
T  would  be  as  iR 
In  trying  to  lure 
The  lark  from  tl 

the  graye. 
As  in  weaning  th< 


S^intam  €ot  f25enttm 


BABY  MAY 

EEKB  as  soft  as  July  peaches, 
IS  whose  dewy  scarlet  teaches 
}pies  paleness  —  round  large  eyes 
Br  great  with  new  surprise, 
antes  fill'd  with  shadeless  gladness, 
antes  just  as  brimm'd  with  sadness, 
ppy  smiles  and  wailing  cries, 
»ws  and  laughs  and  tearful  eyes, 
hts  and  shadows  swifter  bom 
m  on  wind-swept  Autumn  com, 
!r  some  new  tiny  notion 
(ing  every  limb  all  motion  — 
3hing  up  of  legs  and  arms, 
owings  Dack  and  small  alarms, 
vhing  fingers  —  straightening  jerks, 


Mischiefs  done 
Archness,  that  ^ 
Breakings  dire  < 
Graspings  small 
Pullings  off  of  a 
To  be  caught  tn 
Silences  —  small 
Deep  as  thought 
Breaking  into  w 
In  a  ton^e  that 
All  the  thoughtfl 
Must  be  woMd  i 
Slumbers  —  sud 
That  we  'd  ever 
Till  from  sleep  ^ 
And  we  'd  alwa} 


ps^^^^^i 

^^Q 

^^P                                      BENNETr— LAING 

**fl 

For  thou  shalt  live,  defying  time                ^M 

BE  MINE,  AND   I   WILL  GIVE 

And  mucking  deaths                                 ^H 

THY   NAME 

In  music  on  —  O  life  sublime  f  —              ^B 

A  nation *s  breath  ;                                  ^H 

Bb  nsoe,  &tid  I  will  give  thj  mane 

Love,  in  a  people's  songs,  shall  be              ^H 
The  eternal  life  I  'U  give  to  thee.              ■ 

To  Memory's  c»re, 

So  wpU,  tliat  it  ghall  breathe,  with  hme. 

■ 

ImmotiMl  air, 

A   CHRISTMAS   SONG              ■ 

That  time  and  chaiwe  and  death  shall 

■ 

be 

Blow,  wind,  blow,                           ^^^M 

fi^oniM  hj  the  life  I  give  to  thee. 

Sing  through  yard  and  shroud  ;          ^^^H 

Pipe  it  shrill V  and  loud,                        ^^^^| 

1  will  not,  tike  the  scalptor^  trust 

Aloft  as  well  as  below  ;                    ^^^H 

Thjr  shape  to  stone  ; 

Sing  in  my  sailor's  ear                          ^^^^| 
The  song  I  sing  to  you,                         ^^^H 

Thai,  jean  shall  cramble  into  diiat, 
Its  form  aEiknown  ; 

**  Come  Jiome,  my  sailor  tr^.e,              ^^^H 

K  No --the  white  statue's  life  sliall  be 

For  Christmas  that  comes  so  near.  **         ^H 

■  Short,  to  th«  life  I  *1I  ^ye  to  thee. 

^^^H 

■ 

Go,  wind,  go,                                    ^^H 

■  Koi  to  the  caxiTas  wonns  may  fret 

Hurry  biii  bome^bound  sail,                  |^^^| 

■      Tbjr  ebanii5  1 11  give  ; 

W  Botm  ahall  the  world  those  charms  foi^ 

Through  gnats  tliat  are  edged  with  hiu!^^^ 

Through  winter,  and  sleet,  and  snow  ; 

■^              get. 

Song,  in  my  sailor's  ear,                               ^H 

If  there  thej  lire  ; 

Your  shrilling  and  moans  shall  be,             ^M 

The  life  that  eolors  lend  ahall  be 

For  he  knows  they  sing  him  to  me             ^M 

Floor  to  the  life  I  '11  give  to  thee. 

—  J 

^V              SONGS  AND  BALLA 

DRV  OF  SCOTLAND                   ^H 

^^^    {f^  alic:  AvTouKp  J.  W«  Carl% 

LE,    MACAULAV,  NlCOLL,  SCOTT)          ^^H 

^^^B                   ^IcrattHi 

tt  laiiig 

■ 

^^^^P 

I  never  see  her  angrr  look^              ^^^1 
Nor  hear  her  word  on  ane.                ^^B 

^^^^^^^^ 

^^V        MY  AIN  WIFE 

She  *s  gude  wi*  a*  the  neeboura  rotin'      ^| 

^^^^ 

An*  aye  gude  wi'  me  —                       ^M 
I  wa<lna  gi  c  my  ain  wife                         ^H 

^H         I  WADXA  gi*e  mv  alu  wife 
^m             For  ony  wife  1  see  ; 

For  ony  wife  I  see.                       ^^^H 

^H         I  wadna  gi*e  my  ain  wife 

^^^H 

^m             For  oiiy  wife  I  see  ; 

An'  0  her  looks  sae  kind  lie,             ^^^H 

^B         A  iKJiinier  yet  I  *ve  never  seen, 

They  melt  mv  heart  outright,             ^H 
When  o*er  the  baby  at  her  breaal     ^^M 

H             A  better  canna  be  — 

^B         I  wadna  gi'e  toy  ain  wife 

She  hanp  wi'  fond  delight  :*          ^^^H 

^H            For  ony  wile  I  see  1 

She  looks  in  till  its  bonnie  face*         ^^^H 

^H 

An*  syne  looks  to  me —                 ^^^B 

^B         O  eoutbie  is  my  ingle^heek, 

I  wadna  gi*e  my  ain  wife                  ^^^B 

H            An*  cheeiie  is  my  Jean  ; 

For  ony  wife  I  see.                        ^^H 

Bo 
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THE   SOWER'S   SONG 


l^'ow  liands  to  seed- sheet,  bojs  I 

We  atep  and  we  cast ;  old  Time  *s  on  wing; 
And  would  ye  pArt»ke  of  Har?efit's  joyfl. 
The  corn  mimt  be  sown  in  Bpring* 
Fall  gently  and  atUl, 
Lie  wivPitj  in  thy  e 
And  Btund  so  yellow 
For  beast  and  man 

Old  earth  is  a  pleasure  to  wb 
In  auushitiy  cloak  of  red  i 
The  furrow  lies  fresh,  Ibis  3 
As  years  that  are  past  ha- 

Fall  gently  and  still  | 

Lie  warm  iti  thy  i 
And  stand  &q  yellow  mime  mum, 
Fur  beast  and  man  must  be  fed. 

Old  earth,  receive  this  corny 

The  8on  of  six  thousand  golden  sires; 
All  these  on  thy  kindly  breast  were  bom; 
One  more  thy  poor  child  requires. 
Fall  gently  and  still,  good  com. 
Lie  warm  in  thy  earthy  bed; 
And  stand  so  yellow  some  mom, 
For  beast  and  man  must  be  fed. 

Now  steady  and  sure  again, 

And  measure  of  stroke  and  step  we  keep; 
Thus  up  and  down  we  cast  our  grain; 
Sow  well  and  you  gladly  reap. 

Fall  gently  and  still,  good  com. 
Lie  warm  in  thy  earthy  bed ; 
And  stand  so  yellow  some  mom. 
For  beast  and  man  must  be  fed. 


ADIEU 


^ 


Let  time  and  chance  combinje,  comhbfi, 
Lei  tinitf  mid  ehanee  combine; 

The  fairest  love  from  heaven  abavei 
That  love  of  yours  was  mine. 

My  dear, 
rhat  love  of  yours  was  mine. 


16  past  Is  fled  and  gone,  and  gonei 
rbe  past  h  Hed  and  gone; 
naught  but  paiu  to  mr  remain, 
[  'U  fare  in  memory  on, 

My  dear, 
[  '11  fare  in  memory  on. 


i 


e  saddest  tears  must  fall,  must  fall, 
The  saddest  tears  mu$t  fall; 
in  weal  or  woe,  in  this  world  below, 
I  love  you  ever  and  ail. 

My  dear, 
I  love  yon  ever  and  alL 

A  long  road  full  of  pain,  of  pain, 

A  long  road  full  of  pain; 
One    soul,   one    heart,    sworn    ne'er 

We  ne  er  can  meet  again, 

My  dear. 
We  ne'er  can  meet  again. 

Hard  fate  will  not  allow,  allow, 

Hard  fate  will  not  allow; 
We  blessed  were  as  the  angek  axe,-^ 

Adieu  forever  now, 
My  dear, 

Adieu  forever  now. 


^ohtct  ^BilfiHan 


•T  IS  SAIR  TO  DREAM 

'T  IS  sair  to  dream  o'  them  we  like. 
That  waking  we  sail  never  see ; 

Yet,  oh  I  how  aindly  was  the  smile 
My  laddie  in  my  sleep  gave  me  I 

I  thought  we  sat  beside  the  bum 
That  wimples  down  the  flowery  glen. 


Where,  in  our  early  days  o*  love. 
We  met  that  ne'er  sail  meet  again 

The  simmer  sun  sank  'neath  the  wav< 
And  gladden'd,  wi'  his  parting  ray, 

The  woodland  wild  and  valley  green, 
Fast  fading  into  eloamin'  grey. 

He  talk'd  of  days  6*  futnre  joy. 
And  yet  my  heart  was  hanins  saiiu 


^3^^^^^B 

^^^^^^^^Bsl^^H 

^BP                      GILFILLAN  —  MOI R 

St^ 

leu  hU  eye  ii  beam'd  on  tne, 

But  I  canna  get  a  blink                            ^H 

liberiiig  daatb-Uke  glance  was  there  I 

0'  my  ain  count  rie.                               ^^M 

fht  him  dead,  and  then  I  thought 
life  was  young  and  lore  was  ifree. 

Tlie  palm-tree  waveth  high,                    ^^M 

And  fair  the  myrtle  springs;              ^^H 
And,  to  the  Indian  maid,                 ^^^^H 

rr  our  heads  the  maTis  san^, 
hameward  hied  the  jaDtj  bee  t 
idged  oar  love  and  plighted  troth, 

The  bulbul  sweetly  sings.             ^^^^^| 

But  I  diuna  see  the  broom                ^^^^B 

bauld,  cauld  was  the  kitis  he  gave, 

Wi'  its  tassels  on  the  lee,                      ^^M 

HartiDg  from  nij  dream,  I  found 

Nor  bear  the  Hntie^s  sang                  ^^^^M 

troth  w&s  plighted  to  the  grave  ! 

O*  my  ain                                        ^^^^B 

1  weep,  for  hope  is  fled. 

Oh  J  here  no  Sabbath  bell                ^^^| 

nought  would  do  hut  silent  moumi 

Awakes  the  Sabbath  mom,           ^^^^B 

1  no  for  dream  it  that  should  na  come. 

Nor  song  of  reapers  ht^ard                         ^^H 

rbisper  back  my  love's  return  ; 

Amaiig  the  yellow  corn  :                        ^H 

kir  to  dreani  o'  them  we  like, 

For  the  tyrant's  voiee  is  herep                         1 

1  waking  we  sail  never  see; 

And  the  wail  of  slaverie;                              J 

1  (  bow  kindly  was  the  smile 

But  the  sun  of  freedom  shines          ^^^^H 

laddie  in  zny  sleep  gave  me  t 

In  my  ain  countrie.                         ^^^^^| 

THE   EXILE'S   SONG 

There  *s  a  hope  for  every  woe,         ^^^H 

And  a  balm  for  every  pain,          ^^^^H 

Oh  !  why  left  I  my  hame  ? 
Why  did  I  craw  the  deep  ? 

But  the  first  jovs  o'  our  heart          ^^^^H 

Come  never  Imek  again.              ^^^^1 

Oh  1  why  left  I  the  land 

There 's  a  track  upon  the  deep,              ^^M 

Where  my  forefathers  sleep  ? 

And  a  path  across  the  sea;           ^^^^^t 

I  sigh  for  Scotia's  shore, 

But  the  weary  ne^er  return              ^^^^| 

Aod  Igaie  aorou  the  sea, 

1^ 

To  their  ain  countrie.                  ^^^^H 

^^P             SDatotti  O^atlirtt)  assort                        ^^H 

CASA*S  DIRGE 

Yes  ;  thou  art  gone  —  our  bearth*t  da>^^H 
Our  boy  so  fond  and  dear;                   ^^^^H 

t  for  US  tbe  tonbeams  stune. 

laM  ii  our  joyooa  hearth; 

No  more  thy  smiles  to  glad  our  sight,     ^^^^| 

1^  daarar  dost  than  thine 

No  more  thy  songs  to  cheer;                       ^^M 

W  oiizM  with  mother  earth  T 

No  more  thy  presence^  like  the  sun,               ^^M 

leri  the  corner-stone  of  love. 

To  fill  our  home  with  joy:                             ^^B 

hdj9Ume  of  our  fate; 

Like  lightning  hath  thy  race  been  ran,          ^H 

lit  not  1     Heaven  scowls  dark  above, 

As  bright  as  swift,  fair  boy*                        ^^M 

^^^^H 

Now  winter  with  its  snow  departs,          ^^^^H 

may  rare  with  billows  curl'd, 

The  green  leaves  clothe  the  tree;        ^^^^^| 

BMMiis  may  wax  and  wane. 

But  summer  smiles  not  on  the  hearta            ^^M 

itali  flowers  blossom;  but  this  world 

That  bleed  and  break  for  thee:                   ^H 

1  claim  not  thee  again. 

The   young   May    weaves    her    fiowery       ^H 

•re  the  eyes  which  bade  rejoice 

crown.                                                      ^^^ 

liearts  till  love  ran  o*er; 

Her  boughs  in  beauty  wave;                        ^^^ 
They  only  shake  their  bloaaoms  down           ^^M 

lula  ia  Taaisb'd,  and  thy  voioe 

hi  for  erermore. 

Upon  thy  sikni  grave.                                ^^M 
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Dear  to  out  souls  b  every  spot 

Where  thy  small  feet  have  trod; 
There  odors,  breath'd  from  Eden,  flo&t, 

And  sainted  is  tha  aod; 
The  wild  l>ee  with  its  huglet  flnCf 

The  blfickbird  singiug  free. 
Melt  both  thy  mother**  heart  and  mines 

Thtj  speak  to  us  of  thee  1 

Outy  in  dreams  tbon  com  est  now       ^^ 

From  Hearen^s  immortal  shore 
A  ^loty  round  that  infant  brow. 

Which  Death*s  palo  signet  boP» 
'T  was  thy  fond  lo^ks,  't  was  thy 

That  lent  our  joys  tbeir  tone; 
And  life  is  shaded  with  eclipse, 

Slnee  thon  from  earth  art  gone. 

I 
Tliine  were  the  fond,  endearing  i 

That  tenderest  feeling  prove  * 
A  thousand  wiles  to  win  our  praise. 

To  claim  and  keep  our  love; 
Fondness  for  us  thriird  all  thy  veinii; 

And,  Casa,  can  it  be 
That  nought  ol  all  the  past  remama 

Except  Tain  tears  for  thee  ? 

Idly  wc  watch  thy  form  to  trace 

In  children  on  the  street; 
Vainly,  in  each  familiar  place, 

We  list  thy  pattering  feet; 
Then,  sudden,  o'er  these  fancies  crushed, 

Despair's  black  pimous  wave; 
We  know  that  aoaud  for  ever  husUM; 

We  look  upon  thy  grave. 


O  heavenly  cMld  of  mortal  birtb  I 

Our  thoughts  of  thee  arita, 
Not  as  a  denizen  of  earth. 

But  inmate  of  the  skies: 
To  feel  that  life  renewM  is  thim 

A  soothing  balm  imparts; 
We  quaff  from  out  Faith*s  cnp  diriiiei 

And  Sabbath  &Eb  our  hearts. 

Thou  leanest  where  the  fadeless  wands 
.marauth  bend  o'er; 
hite  wings  britsh  the  golden  sauils 
leaven's  refulgent  shore, 
>me  is  where  the  psalm  and  song 
ngela  choir  abroad^ 
eased  spirits,  all  day  long, 
t  round  the  throne  of  God, 

ch&nce  and  change  are  not;  the  soul 
If s  bliss  as  from  a  sea, 
Bars,  through  endlesa  agiea,  rollt 
n  sin  and  sorrow  freei 
Them  gush  for  aye  fresh  fomita  of  joyi* 

New  raptures  to  impart; 
Oh  {  dare  we  call  thee  still  our  boyi 
Who  now  a  seraph  art  ? 

A  little  while  —  a  little  while  — 

Ah  t  long  it  cannot  be  I 
And  thou  again  on  us  wilt  amilei 

Where  angels  smile  on  thee. 
How  selfish  is  the  worldly  heart; 

How  sinful  to  deplore  t 
Oh  i  that  we  were  where  now  tbon  art, 

Not  lost,  but  gone  before. 


il^iHtam  €i|om 


THE  MITHERLESS   BAIRN 

When  a'  itber  baimies  are  hosh'd  to  tbeir 

hame, 
By  aunty,  or  cousin,  or  frecky  grand-dame, 
Wha  stands  last  an'  lanely,  an'  sairly  for- 

faim? 
T  is  the  pair  dowie  laddie  —  the  mitberless 

bairn !  • 

The  mitberless  biumie  creeps  to  bis  lane 

bed; 
Nane  covers  his  oanld  back,  or  hape  bis  bare 

bead; 


His  wee  backit  beelies  are  hard  as  the  ainii 
An'  lithless  the  lair  o'  the  mitherleas  bairn. 

Aneatb  bis  cauld  brow,  uooan  dxeanu  hover 

there, 
0'  hands  that  wont  kindly  to  kaim  his  da^ 

hair! 
But  momin'  brings  olutohes,  a'  reekless  an' 

stem. 
That  lo'e  na  the  locks  o'  the  mitherleas  bairn. 

The  sister,  wha  sang  o'er  his  saftly  rookfd 

bed. 
Now  rests  in  the  mools  whare  their  manunie 

is  laid: 


THOM  —  AIRD  —  BALLANTINE 


«3 


I  the  fnilier  toils  aair  hla  wee  baanock 

^  keaa  mi  Um»  vmngt  o'  bia  mitberleBs 
batm. 

er  spirit  tb&t  passed  in  jon  hour  of  \m 

btitb 
ill  watches  bis  lone  loni  w&tid*niigs  oti 

earth, 
mmliiig  io  beareo  the  blessings   tbej 


Wba   coutbilie    deal    wi*    the    mitherless 
bairD  ! 

Oh  t  speak  him  tm  harshly  —  be  trembles 

the  while, 
He  bends  to  your  bidding  and  blesses  your 

smile: 
In  the  dark  hour  o'  anguish,  the  heartless 

shall  team 
That  God  deab  the  blow  for  the  mitherless 

bairn  I 


€%otm^  %itt^ 


THE  SWALLOW 


It  iwallow,  bonnj  birdie,  comes  sharp 

*  twittering  o*er  the  sea, 
id  gladly  is  her  carol  heard  for  the  sunny 

days  to  be; 
•  ibarM  not  with  us  wintry  glooms,  but 

yet,  no  faithless  thingi 
t  lunits  the  summer  o'er  the  earth  with 

wearied  little  wing. 

M  lambs  like  snow  all  nibbling  go  upon 
the  ferny  hills; 


1^  winds   are  in  the  leafy  woods,  and 
'  '    "  "  ling  rills; 
I  welcome,  little  swallow,  by  oar  moni- 


birdSf  and  bubbling  rilL 


ing  lattice  heard, 
Nutie  thou   com'st   when   Natnre    bids 
bright  days  be  thy  reward  1 

\m  be  sweet   mornings  with    the    bee 
that's  o«t  for  honey-dew; 


And  glowing  be  the  noontide  for  the  gnm 

hopper  and  you; 
And  met  tow  shme,  o*er  day's  decline,  the 

sun  to  light  thee  home: 
What  can  molest  thy  airy  nest  ?  sleep  till 

the  day-spring  come  f 

The  riTer  blitc  that  rushes  through  the  val- 
ley hears  thee  sing. 

And  murmurs  much  beneath  the  touch  of 
thy  light-dipping  wing. 

The  tliutider- cloud,  over  us  bowed,  is, 
deeper  gloom  is  seen, 

When  quick  relieved  it  glances  to  thy 
bosom's  silvery  sheen. 

The  silent  Power,  that  brooght  thee  back 

with  leading-strings  of  lore 
To  haunts  where  tirst  the  summer  sun  fell 

on  thee  from  above. 
Shall  bind  thee  more  to  come  aye  to  the 

music  of  our  leaves. 
For  here  thy  young,  where  thou  hast  spningi 

shall  glad  thee  in  our  eaves. 


Sfamrjf  25aIIantine 


MUCKLE-MOU^D  MEG 

'te|  wba  bae  ye  brought  us  hazne  now,  my 

bra  re  lord^ 
Stnnpit  flaugbt  ower  his  braid  saddle* 

MwT 


Some  bauld  Border  reiver  to  feast  at  onr 
board, 

An*  herrv  our  pantry,  I  trow* 
He  's  buirdly  an*  stalwart  in  lith  an*  in  limb  J 

Gin  ye  were  his  master  in  war 
The  Held  was  a  saft  eneugh  litter  for  bimi 

Ye  needna  hae  brought  him  sae  far* 
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Then  saddle  an'  muat  agam,  bora&ss  an' 

dutit  again, 
An'  when  ye  pLe  hunt  a^in,  strike  higher 

game.'* 

**  Hoot,  whisht  ye,  my  damei  for  he  eotnes 
o'  glide  kin, 
An'  boasts  o'  a  lang  pedi^ee  ; 
This  night  he  mauii  share  o  our  gude  cheer 
within, 
At  mciniing'a  grey  dawn  he  mat,, 
He^fl  ^Jant  Wat    Seott,  heir  o 
llarden  Ha\ 
Wha  ettled  our  huad^  clear  to 
Bnt  now  be  ta  snug  in  anld  Eliba 
Ao'  shall  swing  frae  out  donjon 
Tho'  Gad  die  an'  munt   again,  ha 

diint  again, 
I  'U  ne'er  when  I  hunt  again  strik 

**  Is  this  jonn^  Wat  Scott  7  an'  wad  je  tbx 
his  craig, 
When  oiip  daughter  is  fej  for  a  man  ? 
Gae,   gaur   the   loun   marry   our  miickle- 
mon*d  Meg, 
Or  we  11  ne'er  get  the  jaud  afl  our  han*  1  ** 
**  Od  t  bear  our  gude  wife,  she  wad  fain  save 
jour  life  ; 
Wat  Scott,  will  ye  marry  or  hang  ?  " 
But  Keg'a  muckle  mou  eet  young  Wat's 
heart  agrue^ 
Wha  swore  to  the  woodie  he  'd  gang. 
Ne'«r  saddle  nor  munt  again,  harnesa  nor 
dunt  again, 


Wat  na'er  shall  hunt  again,  ne'er  ace  Mi 
hame* 

Sjne  muekle-mouM  Meg  pressed  in  alose  bo 
his  aide. 
An'  biinkit  fu'  sleely  and  kind» 
But  aye  as  Wat  glower'd  at  his  braw  prof- 
fer'd  bride. 
He  shook  like  a  leaf  in  the  wind. 
"^  bride  or  a  gallowB,  a  rope  or  a  wife  I  * 
s  njoraing  dawnM  sunny  and  clear  — 
boldly  strode  forward  \q  past  wi'  hii 

hfe, 
,  he  saw  Meggy  shedding  a  tear ; 
saddle  an'  munt  again,  baraess  an* 
dnnt  again, 
rad  Wat  hnut  agatti»  fain  wad  be  hame. 

tear  t^neh'd  bis  bosom,  the  gibbet 

frown'd  high, 

slowly  W'at  strode  to  his  doom  ; 
i^ae  a  glance  round  wi'  a  tear  in  lus 

eye, 
Meg  shone  like  a  star  through  the  gloom. 
She  rush'd  to  his  arms,  they  were  wed  on 

the  spot, 
An'  lo'ed  ither  muckle  and  lang  ; 
Nae  bauld  border  laird  bad  a  wife  like  Wat 

Scott ; 
*T  was  better  to  marry  than  hang. 
So  saddle  an'  munt  agaiu,  harness  an'  dunt 

again, 
Elibank  hunt  again,  Wat  *s  snug  at  bam^ 

{Compare  R.  Browning,  p.  364*^ 


$io$n  Stuart  S&laclue 


MY  BATH 

(5«en«— Kimudrd  Born,  near  Pitlochrie.) 

Come  here,  good  people  great  and  small, 

that  wander  far  abroad, 
To    drink  of  drumly  Grerman  wells,  and 

make  a  weary  road 
To  Baden  and  to  Wiesbaden,  and  how  they 

all  are  nam'd, 
To  Carlsbad  and  to  Kissingen,  for  healing 

virtue  fam'd  ; 
Come  stay  at  home,  and  keep  y oar  feet  from 

dusty  travel  free. 


And  I  will  show  yon  what  rare  bath  a  good 

God  gave  to  me  ; 
'Tis  hid  among  the  Highland  hills  beneath 

the  purple  brae, 
With  cooling  freshness  free  to  all,  nor  doe* 

tor's  fee  to  pay. 

No  craft  of  mason  made  it  here,  nor  oaipen- 

ter,  I  wot ; 
Nor  tinkering  fool  with  hammering  tool  \m 

shape  the  charmed  spot ; 
But  down  the  rocky-breastea  glen  the  foaoiy 

torrent  falls 
Into  the  amber  caldron  deap^  fenoed  xoddi' 

with  granite  walli. 
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gilded  beam,  nor  pictured  dome,  nor 

curtdun,  TQoh  it  iu, 
the  blue  sky  re^U,  and  white   clouds 

floAt,  aboTe  the  bubbling  linn, 

I  6<id*8  own  haud  hBth  scooped  it  out 

in  N«tiire*s  Titiia  hall, 

I  from  her  cloud- fed  fountains  drew  ita 
vmlen  fr^e  to  all. 
RDft  ftnd  M«  my  Highland  bath,  and 
pro  Ye  its  fredbeniitg  flood, 
ad  vpare  to  taint  your  skin  with  swathes 

of  dramly  Gertnan  mud  : 
Miie  plunge  with  me  into  the  wave  like 

»     liquid  topa2  fair, 
to  the  Witters  give   your   back   that 
spout  down  bravely  there  ; 
ban  float  upou  the  awirliug  flood,  and,  like 

a  glancing  trout, 
iMh  about,  attd  dash  about,  and  make  a 

ItTely  rout, 
nd  to  the  gmcMouji  sun  display  the  glory 

of  yotir  skin, 
I  yoB  dash  about  and  splaah  about  in  the 
foamy*bubbling  liuu. 

k  coma  and  prove  mv  bonnie  bath ;  in 

sooth  't  is  furnish  d  well 
lih  trees,  and  sJinib»T  and  spreading  ftirn»^ 

all  in  the  rocky  dell^ 
ftd  inoes  hanging  from  the  oltff  in  grace 

d  white  and  red, 
nd  little  tiny  birches  nodding  lightly  over- 
bold, 
■d  spiry  lareh  with  purple  eones,  and  tips 

of  virgin  green, 
■d  Itt^f  sKuide  of  haxel  oopse  with  sunny 

gliitts  between  : 
%  tnight  the  Roman  wight  be  here  who 

praised  Baiidusia*s  weU^ 
U*d  nod  a  bath  to  Nynipk^  more  dear  in 

my  sweet  Highland  dell. 

t folks  will  pile  proud  palac^es,  and 
some  will  wnnder  far 
a  the  blinding  of  a  sun«  or  the  blink* 
4        inx'    ^      .-  ,r:       ^ 
MSBv  I  Afric*5  burning  sands  ; 

attfi  niKii*    >viil  vex  their  rouI 
To  lad  baaven  knows  what  frosty  prize  be- 
neath the  Art!tic  pole. 
tod  blesB  thent  all  ;  and  may  they  find  what 

thing  delights  them  well 
AStil  or  wtist,  or  north  or  south,  —  but  I 


^IkCitDe  will  dwell 


Where  fragrant  ferns  their  fronds  uncurl^ 
and  bfaUhful  breezen  play, 

And  clear  brown  waters  grandly  swiil  be* 
neatb  the  purple  brae. 

Oh  come  and  prove  my  Highland  bath,  the 

burn,  and  all  the  glen. 
Hard-toiling  wight«   in   dingy  nooks,  and 

scribes  with  inky  pen, 
Strange  thoughtful  men  with  curious  quests 

that  vex  your  fretful  brains, 
And   scheming  sons  of  trade  who  fear  to 

count  your  »lipj>ery  gains  ; 
Come  waiider  up  the   burn  with  me,  and 

thread  the  winding  glen, 
And  breathe  the  healthful  power  that  flows 

down  from  the  breezy  Ben, 
And  plunge  you  in  the  deep  brown  pool ; 

and  from  beneath  the  spray 
You'll  eome  forth  like  a  flower  that  blooms 

'neath  freshening  showers  in  May  / 


THE    EMIGRANT   LASSIE 

As  I  came  wandering  down  Glen  Spean, 
Where  the  braes  are  green  and  grassy^ 

With  my  light  step  I  overtook 
A  weary-footed  lassie. 

She  had  one  bundle  on  her  back. 

Another  in  her  hand. 
And  slie  walkM  am  one  who  was  full  loath 

To  travel  from  the  land. 

Quoth  I,  **  My  bonnie  lass  !  **  —  for  she 

Had  hair  of  flowing  gold. 
And  dark  brown  eyes,  and  dainty  limbSi 

Right  pleasant  to  behold  — 

**  My  bonnie  lass,  what  aileth  thee, 

On  this  bright  summer  day, 
To  travel  sad  and  shoeless  thus 

Upon  the  stony  way  ? 

**  I  *m  fresh  and  strong,  and  stoutly  sbodf 

And  thou  art  burdeuM  so  ; 
March  lightly  now,  and  let  me  l>ear 

The  bundles  as  we  go" 

"  No^  no !  **  she  said,  *»  that  may  not  be  ; 

What 's  mine  is  mine  to  bear  ; 
Of  good  or  ill,  a»  Gotl  may  will, 

I  take  my  portion'd  share/* 
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"  But  you  have  two,  and  I  have  uoue  ; 

One  burden  give  to  me  ; 
I  'U  take  that  bimdl©  from  thy  back 

That  heavier  aeemfi  to  be.- ' 

**  No,  no  I "  she  said  j  "  fAw,  if  you  will, 

Thai  holds  —  no  hand  but  mine 
May  bear  its  weight  from  deaf  Gleu  Speoo 

-  Crofls  the  Athuitic  brine  1 " 

**  Well,  well  I  but  tell  mc 

Withm  that  precious  1^ 
Which  thou  dost  bear  m 

Along  the  dusty  road  ^ 

**  Btlike  it  IB  some  presen 

From  friend  in  parting 
Perhaps,  as  prudent  maid 

Thou  tak'at  with  thee 

She  droop 'd  her  head,  and 

She  gave  a  inournful  wftv^j . 
"  Ohj  do  not  jest,  dear  air  1  —  it  la 

Turf  from  my  mother's  grave  I  " 

I  spoke  no  word  :  we  sat  and  wept 

By  the  road-side  together  ; 
Nopurer  dew  on  that  bright  day 

Was  dropp'd  upon  the  heather. 

THE  WORKING  MAN'S   SONG 

I  AM  no  gentleman,  not  I ! 

No  bowing,  scraping  thing ! 
I  bear  my  head  more  free  and  high 

Than  titled  count  or  king. 
I  am  no  gentleman,  not  1 1 

No,  no,  no  1 
And  only  to  one  Lord  on  high 
My  head  I  bow. 

I  am  no  gentleman,  not  I ! 
No  vain  and  yarnish'd  thing  I 


And  from  my  hearty  witbmit  a  die, 

My  honest  thoughts  1  fling* 
I  mn  no  geutltimau,  uot  1 1 

No,  no,  no  I 
Our  stout  John  Knox  was  none  — ani 

Should  I  be  so  ? 

I  am  no  gentleman,  not  1 1 

No  mixieiug,  modish  thing. 
In  gay  saloon  a  butterfly, 
^me  wax-doli  Miss  to  wing, 
am  no  ^entletufiu,  not  1 1 

if  0,  no,  no  I 
.0  moth,  to  sport  in  fashion's  eye, 
I  A  Bond  Street  beaun, 

am  no  gentlemitn,  not  I ! 
No  bully,  braggart  tiling, 
?^ith  jockeys  on  the  course  to  viej 
With  buLl-dogs  in  the  ring, 
am  no  ^ntleman^  not  I  I 
rf  0,  no,  no  ! 
The  working  man  might  sooner  die 
Than  sink  so  low. 

I  am  no  gentleman,  not  1 1 
No  staivbedizen'd  thing  I 
My  fathers  filch'd  no  dignity, 

By  fawning  to  a  king. 
I  am  no  genueman,  not  1 1 

No,  no,  no  I 
And  to  the  wage  of  honesty 
My  rank  I  owe. 

I  am  no  gentleman,  not  I ! 

No  bowing,  scraping  thing  I 
I  bear  my  head  more  free  and  high 

Than  titled  count  or  king. 
I  am  no  gentleman,  not  I ! 

No,  no,  no  I 
And  thank  the  blessed  God  on  higfa» 
Who  made  me  so  I 


H^iniam  iO^Skt 


WILLIE  WINKIE 

Wee  Willie  Winkie  rins  through  the  town. 
Up  stairs  and  doon  stairs,  in  his  nicht-gown, 
Tirlin'  at  the  window,  cryin'  at  the  lock, 
•*Are  the  weans  in  their  bed?  —  for  it 's 
now  ten  o'clock." 


Hey,  Willie  Winkie  I  are  ye  oomin'  bei 
The  cat 's  singin'  gay  throma  to  the  slec 

hen. 
The  doug  's  spelder'd  on  the  floor,  and  d 

gie  a  cheep ; 
But  here  's  a  waokrife  laddie,  that  w 

fa'  asleep. 
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gibing  but  ftleep,  ye  rogue  1  —  glowVin* 

like  the  moon, 
aUUq*  in  sui  aim  jug  wi*  an  aim  spoon, 
»mDbUu\  lumblln*  rouu'aboutt  era  win'  like 

a  cock, 
kirlin*  like  a  keuui-wbat  — waukninUIeep- 
^       in'  folk  I 


Hey,  Willie  Winkle  t    the    wean 's   in    a 

creel  1 
Wauniblin*  aff  a  bodte's  knee  Uke  a  vera 

eel, 
Ruggin*  at  the  cat's  lug,  and  ravellin'  a* 

her  thnima  : 
Hey,  Willi©  Winkie ! — See,  there  he  eomeat 


€fyxx\€0  fl^ochap 


£LL  ME,  YE  WINGED  WINDS 

Till  me,  ye  winged  windB, 

That  round  my  pathway  roftTi 
Doye  not  know  some  spot 

Where  mortals  weep  no  more  ? 
Some  lone  and  pleitsant  deU, 

Some  valley  in  the  west, 
Where,  free  from  toil  and  pain, 

The  weary  soul  may  rest  ? 
The  lood  wind  dwindled  to  a  whisper  low, 
Aad  sigh'd  for  pity  as  it  answer'd,  ♦•  No.'* 

TeU  me*  thou  mighty  deep, 

Whose  hillows  round  me  play, 
Knowst  thou  some  favor'd  spot, 

Some  island  far  away, 
Where  weary  man  may  find 

The  bliss  for  which  lie  sighs, 
Where  sorrow  never  ttves, 
And  fneud^hip  never  dies  ? 
llie  bad  waves,  rolling  in  perpetual  flow, 
^pp'd  for  a  while,  and  sighed  to  answer, 
*«Xo," 

And  ihoa,  serenest  moon, 

Tbat,  with  such  lovely  face, 
Dost  look  upon  the  earth 

Jkaleetp  in  night's  embmce ; 
Tell  me,  in  all  thy  round 

Hast  thou  not  seen  some  spot 
Where  miserable  man 

May  find  a  happier  lot  ? 
Bihiad  a  cloud  the  moon  withdrew  in  woe, 
Jl^^rioice,  sweet  but  sad,  responded, 

Tell  me,  my  secret  soul, 
Oh  t  tell  me.  Hope  and  Faith| 

Is  there  00  restine-place 
Prom  sorrow,  sm,  and  death  ? 


Is  there  no  happy  spot 

Wbere  mortals  may  be  blest, 
Where  grief  may  find  a  balm, 
And  weariness  a  rest  ? 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Love,  best  boons  to  mortals 

given, 
Wttv*d  their  brigbt  wings,  and  whisper 'dj 
"  Yes,  in  heaven/' 


EARL  NORMAN  AND  JOHN 
TRUMAN 

Through  great  Earl  Norman's  acres  wide, 

A  prosperous  and  a  good  hind» 
*T  will  take  you  fifty  miles  to  ride 

O'er  grass,  and  com,  aitd  woodhmd. 
His  age  is  siJcty^uine,  or  near, 

And  I  'm  scarce  twenty-two,  maOt 
And  have  but  tifty  pounds  a  year,  — 

Poor  John  Truman  1 
But  would  I  change  ?     I'  faith  I  not  I, 

Ob  no  !  not  I,  says  Truman  f 

Earl  Norman  dwells  in  halls  of  state, 

Tbe  grandest  in  the  county  ; 
Has  forty  cons  ins  at  his  gate, 

To  feed  upon  bis  bounty. 
But  then  he  s  deaf  —  the  doctors*  care. 

While  I  in  whispers  woo,  man, 
And  find  my  pbysic  in  the  air,  — 

Stout  John  Truman  I 
D  'ye  think  I  *d  change  for  thrice  his  gold  1 

Oh  no  I  not  I,  says  Truman  I 

Earl  Norman  boasts  a  gartered  knee, 

A  prt>of  of  royal  graces  ; 
1  wear,  b}-  Nelly  i*Tought  for  me, 

A  silken  pair  of  braces. 
He  sports  a  star  upon  his  breast| 

And  I  a  violet  blue,  man*  — 
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Tbe  gift  of  her  wbo  loves  me  best, 

Fruud  Jahn  Truiuan  1 
I '  d  be  myself,  and  not  the  Eorlt  > 

Ohp  that  would  I,  »aya  Trutntm. 

WHAT   MIGHT  BE   DONE 

What  might  be  done  if  men  wen  wise  — 
What    glurtous     deeds,    my    suffering 
brother, 
Would  they  imite 
lu  love  and  tight, 
And  ceafie  their  aoom  of  one  ano 

OppTeiaioD*s  Heart  might  h©  imbw 

With  klndimg  drops  of  loring^k 

And  knowledge  pour» 

From  sboi^  to  shore, 

lAf^t  on  the  eyes  of  mental  blin 


AU  slavery,  warfare,  Ues»  and  wrongs, 
All  vice  and  crime,  might  die  together  ; 
And  wijie  and  cornt 

To  each  man  borut 
Be  free  as  warmth  m  summer  weather. 

The  meanest  wretch  tliat  ever  trod. 
The  deepest  sunk  in  guilt  and  sorrow. 
Might  ataod  erect 
In  self-respect, 
~  share  the  teeming  world  to-morron. 

might  he  done?    This  might  be 

done^ 
more    than    this,    my    angering 

brother  — 
More  than  the  tongxie 
E'er  said  or  sniig« 
VBU  were  wise  and  lov'd  each  other. 
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{See  also :  De  Vers,  Maginn,  Mahony,  Simmons) 
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RORY   O'MORE;  OR,  GOOD 
OMENS 

YouNO  Rory  O'More  oourted    EaUdeen 

Bawn, 
He  was  bold  as  a  hawk,  — she  as  soft  as 

the  dawn ; 
He  wish'd  in  his  heart  pretty  Kathleen  to 

please, 
And  he  thought  the  best  way  to  do  that 

was  to  tease. 
''Now,  Rory,  be  aisy,'**  sweet   Kathleen 

woidd  cry 
(Reproof  on  her  lip,  but  a  smile  in  her 

eye), 
**  With  your  tricks  I  don't  know,  in  troth, 

what  I  'm  about. 
Faith  you've  teas'd  till  I've  put  on  my 

cloak  inside  out." 
*  Oh  I  jewel,"  says  Rory,  "  that  same  is  the 

way 


Tou  'ye  thrated  my  heart  for  this  many  a 

day; 
And  't  is  plaz'd  that  I  am,  and  why  not  to 

be  sure  ? 
For  't  is  all  for  good  luck,"  Bays  bold  Rory 

O'More. 

**  Indeed,  then,"  says  Kathleen,  ^  don't  think 

of  the  like. 
For  I  half  gave  a  promise  to  soothering 

Mike; 
The  ground  that  I  walk  on  he  loves,  I  '11  be 

bound." 
"  Faith,"  says  Rory,  "I'd  rather  love  you 

than  the  ground." 
"  Now,  Rory,  I  '11  cry  if  you  don't  let  me  p) ; 
Sure  I  drame  ev'ry  night  that  I  'm  hatmg 

you  so ! " 
<<0h,"  says  Roir,  ''that  same  I  'm  de- 
lighted to  hear. 
For  drames  always  go  by  oonthrairies,  my 

dear; 


■^^^^^^^^^^g  ^^^1 
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Oil  t  jewel,  keep  draming  that  same   till 

When  everything  smUes,  should  a  heau^          1 

jaa  die, 

look  glum  ?                                                     J 

Aod  bngiit  xuonim?  will  give  dirty  night 
the  black  lie  1 

Och  Ijuue  1     Widow  Machree.                 ^^M 

See  the  btrd.^  go  in  piiiiis,                                  ^^M 

And  \  ii  pliL2*(i  that  I  am,  and  why  notj  to 

And  the  nibbiu  and  hares  —                           ^^H 

be  oure  ? 

Why  even  the  bears                                            ^^M 

Since   *tis  all   for  good  look/*  saya  bold 

Now  in  eau]>les  agree  ;                             ^^M 

Raty  0*More. 

And  the  mut«  Little  fish,                                    ^^M 

Though  they  can't  spake,  they  wish,               ^^M 
UL'h  huue  t     Widow  Machree.                '  ^^| 

'Airah,    Kathleen^    my    darlint,    you've 

ieas'd  me  enotigh, 

^^1 

S(if«  IVe  ihraahM  for  your  sake  Dinuy 

Widow  Machree,  and  wheu  winter  comes        1 

Grimea  and  Jim  Duff  ; 

in,                                                             ^^J 

And    I've    made    myself,    drinking  your 

Och  bnne  1     Widow  Machree,                ^^H 

health,  quite  a  baste, 

To  he  poking  tbe  fire  all  alooe  is  a  sin*         ^^H 

60  I  think,  after  that,  I  may  talk  to  the 

Och  bone  1     Widow  Machree*                 ^^M 

praate/' 
TliHi  Kory,  the  rogue,  itole  his  arm  round 

Sure  the  sltovel  and  tongs                                 ^^M 

To  each  other  belongs,                                       ^^M 

her  neok» 

And  the  kettle  sings  songs                               ^^M 

80  soft  and  so  white,  without  freckle  or 

Full  of  family  glee  ;                                  ^^M 

speck, 
Aikd  he  look'd  in  her  eyes  that  were  beam- 

Willie alone  with  youi-  cup,                              ^^M 

Like  a  hermit,  you  sup,                                    ^^| 

ing  with  light, 

Och  hone  1     Widow  Machree.                 ^^M 

And  he  kis.s'd  her  Aweet  lips  ;  —  dou*t  you 

^™ 

think  be  was  right  ? 

And  how  do  you  know,  i^ith  the  comf  orti 

■  Now  Rory*  lea?©  off,  sir  ;  you  *\l  hug  me 

I  Ve  towld, 

no  more. 

Och  hone  I     Widow  Machree, 

That  *9  eight  times  to^lay  you  have  kiftA\l 

But  you  *re  keeping  some  poor  fellow  out  in 

me  before.'* 

the  cowJd  ? 

^Then  here  goes  another,"  says  he^  '*to 

Och  hone  !     Widow  Machree. 

make  sure. 

With  such  sins  on  your  head                           ^^M 

For  tliere's  lack  in  odd  numbersi"  says 

Sure  your  peace  would  be  fled,                        ^^H 
Could  you  sleep  in  your  lied                              ^^M 

Bory  O'More. 

L 

^  ithout  thinking  to  see                             ^^| 

L 

Some  ghost  or  some  sprite,                               ^^M 

V               WIDOW  MACHREE 

That  would  wake  you  each  night*                   ^^M 
Crying,    "Och    hone  I    Widow    Ma^ 

Widow  Machree,  it 's  no  wonder  you  frown, 

chree"? 

Oohhonet     Widow  Machree. 

Tmikt  it  ruins  your  lookB»  that  same  dirty  1 

Then  take  my  advice,  darling  Widow  M»> 

black  gown. 

chree. 

Och  hone  I     Widow  Marhree. 

Och  hone  1     Widow  Machree. 

How  alter*d  your  air, 

And  with  my  advice,  faith  I  wish  you'd 

With  that  close  cap  you  wear  — 

take  me, 

^b  destroying  your  hair 

Which  should  be  flowing  free  ; 

Och  hone  1     Widow  Machree.                 ^ 

You  *d  have  me  to  desire                                ^^| 

B»  Qfi  longer  a  churl 

Then  to  sit  by  the  fixe,                                      ^H 

Of  ila  Uadi  silken  curl, 

And  sure  Hope  is  no  liar                                 ^^M 

Oelibcml    Widow  Machree  1 

In  whispering  to  me,                                  ^^M 

That  the  ghosts  would  depart,                         ^^M 

Willow  Machree,  now  the  summer  is  come, 

When  you  *d  me  near  your  heart,                     ^^| 

Oeh  hone  t  Widow  Machree, 

Och  bone  I     Widow  Macliree.                 ^M 

J 

Sfofm  55mum 


SOGGARTH  AROON 

Am  I  tbe  ftlave  they  mj, 
Sogffarth  aroon  ?  * 

Sii3ce  you  did  show  th©  way, 
Scigipirth  arcK»n, 

Their  ftlave  no  more 

While  they  would  w 

Old  Ireland's  sla 

Soggarth  aroo 

Why  not  her  poorei 

Soggartb  aro* 

Try  and  do  oil  be  ce 

So^jgarth  apoc 
Her  commands  to  f\ 
Of  his  own  heart  ant. 
Side  bj  side  with  you 

Soggarth  aroon  i 

Loyal  and  brave  to  youi 
Soggarth  aroon, 
Tet  be  not  slave  to  you, 
Sogearth  aroon, 
Nor,  out  of  fear  to  you. 
Stand  up  so  near  to  you  «- 
Och  !  out  of  fear  to  yoUf 
Soggarth  aroon ! 

Who,  in  the  winter's  night, 
Soggarth  aroon, 

When  the  oold  blast  did  bite, 
Soggarth  aroon, 


Came  to  my  cabin-door^ 
And  on  my  cartheu>floor 
Knelt  by  tne,  sick  and  poorp 
Soggarth  aroon  ? 

Who,  on  the  mairtage  day, 

Soggarth  aroon, 
Mode  the  poor  cabm  gay, 

SoggaiTtb  aroon. 
And  did  both  laiigb  and  singp 
Making  our  hearta  to  ting 
At  the  poor  ehristeningf 

boggarth  aroon  ? 

WhOiftS  friend  only  met| 

Soggarth  aroon, 
Never  did  nout  me  yet^ 

Soggarth  aroon  ; 
And  when  my  hearth  was  diiiit 
Gai^e,  while  hiB  eye  did  brtm, 
What  I  should  give  to  him, 

Soggarth  aroon  ? 

Och  I  you,  and  only  you, 

Sognurth  aroon  I 
And  for  this  I  waa  true  to  yon, 

^gg&i^l>  aroon ! 
Our  love  thev  'U  never  shake, 
When  for  ould  Ireland's  i 
We  a  true  part  did  take, 
Soggarth  aroon  I 


4SieceXti  4BniItn 


A   PLACE  IN  THY  MEMORY 

A  PLACE  in  thy  memory.  Dearest  1 

Is  all  that  I  claim  : 
Topause  and  look  back  when  thou  hearest 

llie  sound  of  my  name. 
Another  may  woo  thee,  nearer  ; 

Another  may  win  and  wear ; 
I  oare  not  though  he  be  dearer, 

If  I  am  remember'd  there. 


Remember  me,  not  as  a  loTer 

Whose  hope  was  cross'd. 
Whose  bosom  can  never  reoover 

The  light  it  hath  lost  I 
As  the  young  bride  remembers  the  motl 

She  loves,  though  she  never  may  see, 
As  a  sister  rememoers  a  brother, 

O  Dearest,  remember  me  I 

Could  I  be  thy  true  lover.  Dearest  I 

Couldst  thou  sndle  on  me, 
-PriMt,dMr. 


GRIFFm  — MANGAN 


I  be  the  foiid««t  and  dearest 
«Ter  lovM  thee  : 
lotid  uu  tfiy  pathway  U  glooming 

PTer  iDU«t  Dtirst  upon  thine  ; 
Mkfeo.  thAt  mad*s  thee  all  bloomitigf 
r  ouMle  tbee  to  wither  uu  mitte* 

liber  me  then  I    O  remember 

in  light  love, 
I  VlMik  AA  the  blaats  of  November 
Ife  may  |ir«>ve  I 

Ic  wULf  though  lonely,  be  sweet 
I  brightest  enjoyment  ahoold  be 
I  and  kind  word  when  we  meet 
n  place  in  thy  memory, 

NOCTURNE 

Ibut  like  the  oonebed  dove 

tdl  o*er  the  weftry  eye» 

■  that  with  soft  hoavings  move 

}0  lieart  of  meujory, 
^  I  giterdoit,  ^otderi  rest, 

ib  ihde  in  lU  Jtmny  veiit^  — 

like  eomfurt  on  thy  brain 

•ing  the  hiiah  MOg  to  thy  pain  \ 


Far  from  thee  be  atartling  fears, 
And  dre&mfl  the  guilty  dream  ; 
No  banshee  scare  thy  drowty  eara 

With  her  iU-omen  d  scream  ; 
But  tones  of  fairy  minstrelsy 
Float  like  the  ghosts  of  sound  o*er  thee, 
Soft  as  the  chapers  distant  bell. 
And  lull  thee  to  a  sweet  farewelL 

Te  for  whom  the  ashy  hearth 
The  fearful  housewife  c!earS| 

Ye  whose  tttiy  sounds  of  mirth 
The  nighted  earman  bears, 

Ye  whose  pygmy  hammers  make 

The  wonderers  of  the  cottage  wake, 

Noiseless  be  yonr  airy  flighty 

Silent  as  the  still  moonlight. 

Silent  go,  and  harmless  come, 

Fairies  of  the  stream  : 
Ye,  who  love  the  winter  gloom 

Or  the  gay  moonbeam, 
Hither  bring  your  drowny  store 
Gathered  from  the  bright  lusinore  ; 
Shake  o^€r  temples,  soft  and  deep, 
The  comfort  of  the  {)oor  man,  sleep. 


5[amejtf  Clarence  SK^anoan 


DARK   ROSALEEN 

t  Dark  Kosoleen, 
^  not  sigh,  do  not  weep ! 
[ftriciais  are  on  the  ocean  green, 
bey  wareh  along  the  deep. 
to  a  wine  from  the  royal  Pope, 
Mm  ilie  ocean  green  ; 
r^panish  ale  slmll  give  you  hope, 
b  Dark  R^iaaleen  } 
(jr  own  RoMdeen  1 

f  jrlad   your   hearty  shall   give  you 
hope, 
've  you   healthi   and  help,  and 


> 


^  Dark  Booaleen  I 

I 

f  yna,  and  through  dales, 
ive  I  roamed  for  yonr  sake  ; 
Mietdsy  I  saird'with  saiht 
I  rfftr  and  on  hike* 


The  Erne,  at  its  highest  flood, 

I  dash'd  across  unseen^ 
For  there  was  lightning  in  my  blood, 

My  Bark  Rosaleen  \ 

My  own  Bosaleen  1 
O  f  there  was  lightning  in  my  blood, 
Red  lightning  lightened  through  my  bloo4 

My  Dark  Uosaleeu  t 

All  day  long,  in  unrest. 

To  and  fro,  do  I  move, 
The  very  soul  within  my  breast 

Is  wasted  for  you,  love  I 
The  heart  in  my  bosom  faints 

To  think  of  you,  my  queen, 
Mv  life  of  life,  my  saint  of  saintSf 

^y  Dark  Rosafeen  1 

My  own  Rosaleen  t 
Tci  hear  your  sweet  and  sad  eomplainti^ 
My  tife,  my  love,  my  saint  of  saints* 

My  Dark  Rosaleen  ! 


« 
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Woe  and  pain,  pain  and  woe, 

Are  my  lot,  night  tuid  uootif 
To  Bfce  jour  bright  fac€  ck)uded  so^ 

Like  to  the  mournful  laoon. 
But  yet  will  I  rear  your  throne 

Again  in  golden  sheen  ; 
'T  is  you  ahjill  reign,  ahall  reign  alooey 

My  Dark  Rosaleen  I 

My  own  Rosaleen  t 
'T  ia  jou  shall  have  the  golden  throne, 
'T  h  yon  ihall  reign,  and  reign 

My  Dark  Rosaleen  t 

Oyer  dew*,  o^er  aands, 

Will  I  fly  for  your  weal  : 
Tour  holy,  delicate  white  hnnda 

Shall  girdle  me  with  steel. 
At  home  in  jour  emerald  bowers. 

From  morning's  dawn  till  e'^en. 
Yon  *ll  praj  for  me,  my  flower  oj 

My  Dark  Rcisaleen  1 

My  fond  Rosaleen  \ 
You  ^11    think    of   me   through   daylight's 

houra. 
My  virgin  flower,  my  flowe?  of  flowerSy 

My  Dark  Rosaleen  f 

I  eould  scale  the  blue  air, 

I  eould  plough  the  high  Mils, 
O,  I  could  kneel  all  night  in  prayer, 

To  he&l  your  many  ills  1 
And  one  heamj  smile  from  jou 

Would  float  like  light  hetweea 
Mj  toils  and  me,  my  own^  mj  true, 

My  Dark  Rosaleen  t 

My  fond  Roaaleen  1 
"Would  g^ve  me  life  and  soul  anew, 
A  seeond  life^  a  sotil  anew. 

My  Dark  Kusaleea  t 

O  !  the  Erne  shall  nm  red 

With  redundance  of  blood, 
The  earth  shall  rock  beneath  our  tread, 

And  flames  warp  hill  and  wood, 
And  gun-peal  and  slogan  cry 

Wake  many  a  glen  serene, 
Ere  yon  shall  fade,  ere  you  shall  die, 

My  Dark  Rosaleen ! 

My  own  Rosaleen  1 
The  Judgment  Hour  must  first  be  nigh, 
Ere  you  can  fade,  ere  you  can  die, 

My  Dark  Rosaleen  1 


SOUL  AND   COUNTRY 

Arise,  my  slurabering  soul  !  arise, 
And  leam  what  yet  remains  for  thee 

To  dree  or  do  ! 
The  signs  are  flaming  in  the  skiei  j 
A  struggling  world  would  yai  he  free^ 

And  live  anew. 
The  earthquake  hath  not  yet  been  bom 
That  soon  shall  rock  the  lands  around, 

Beneath  their  ba^  j 
ortal  Freedom's  thunder  horn 
et  yields  but  a  doleful  sound 

To  Europe^s  mee* 

:  round,  ray  aaul  t  and  see,  and  m^ 

Oie  about  thee  undc^rBtond 

Their  mission  here  t 
wCl  to  smite,  the  power  to  slay, 
md  in  every  heart  and  hand 
Afar,  anear ; 
jju,   God  I  ronsl  yet  the  eonqueror'a  sword 
Fierce  mind,  as  heart,  in  this  proud  year  ? 

O,  dream  it  not  1 
It  aoimds  a  false»  blaspheming  word, 
Begot  and  born  of  moral  fear, 
And  m-begot. 

To  leave  the  world  a  name  is  nought  t 

To  leave  a  name  for  glorious  deeds 

And  works  of  love, 
A  name  to  w^sen  lightning  tboiight 
And  Are  the  soul  of  him  who  re»ds, 

This  telb  above. 
Napoleon  ^inks  toMiaj  before 
The  ungilded  shrine,  the  single  soul 

Of  Washington  : 
Truth's  name  alone  shall  man  adore 
Long  as  the  waves  of  Time  shall  roll 

Henceforward  on. 

My  countrymen  !  my  words  are  weak : 
My  health  is  gone,  my  soul  is  dark, 

My  heart  is  chill ; 
Yet  would  1  fain  and  fondly  seek 
To  see  you  borne  in  freedom's  bark 

O'er  ocean  still. 
Beseech  your  God  !  and  bide  your  hour  I 
He  cannot,  will  not  long  be  dumb  : 

Even  now  his  tread 
Is  heard  o'er  earth  with  coming  power  ; 
And  coming,  trust  me,  it  will  come,  — 

Ehie  were  He  dead. 


LADY   DUFFERIN— CAROLINE   NORTON 
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I^rim  ^elina,  %atp  BDuffimti 


OF    THE    IRISH 
GRANT 


EMI- 


u*  on  the  stile,  Maij, 
we  ftat  %u\e  hy  side 
>  M^y  Titomin*  long  ago, 
""»  jou  were  my  bnde. 
^  tpriiigitf  fresh  iiucl  ^reen, 
' :  snug  loud  and  Ingbi 
i  on  your  lip,  Marj, 
light  in  jour  eje* 

IS  little  changedt  Mary, 
^Uj  is  bright  as  then, 
|f«  loud  «otig  tA  in  m  J  ear* 
fbe  com  is  green  again  ; 

i  the  soft  daap  of  your  bjuidi 
^breath,  warm  on  my  cheek  : 

ep  listen  in*  for  the  words 
tmore  will  speak* 


i  a  step  down  yonder  lane, 
little  church  standii  near  ^- 
eh  where  we  were  wed,  Mary  ; 

aspire  from  here. 
_      eyard  lies  between,  Mary, 
ly  step  miij^bt  break  your  rest  — 
I  laid  you,  {larliug,  down  to  sleep, 
[  baby  on  your  breaat. 

tly  now,  Mary, 
B  poor  make  no  new  friends  ; 
tney  love  the  better  still 
r  our  Father  sends, 
t  all  I  had,  Mary, 
*  and  my  pride  : 
'ttg  left  to  care  for  now, 
6y  pcK>r  Mary  died. 


Yours  was  the  good,  brave  heart,  Mary, 

That  still  kept  hoping  on, 
When  the  trust  in  God  had  left  my  aoul, 

And    my    aim's    young    strength    waa 
gone; 
There  was  comftirt  ever  on  your  lip, 

And  the  kind  look  on  your  brow  — 
I  bleas  you,  Mary,  for  that  same, 

Though  you  cannot  hear  me  now, 

I  thank  yon  for  the  patient  smile 

When  your  heart  waa  fit  to  break. 
When  the  hunger  pain  waa  gnawiu'  there. 

And  you  hid  it  for  my  sake  ; 
I  bless  you  for  the  pleasant  word, 

When  your  heart  was  sad  and  sore  — 
Uli  1  I  'm  thankful  you  are  gone,  Mary, 

Where  grief  can't  reach  yon  more  I 

I  *m  biddin'  yon  a  long  farewell. 

My  Mary  —  kiml  aud  true  ! 
But  I  *11  not  forget  you^  darling, 

In  the  land  I  m  goin'  to  : 
They   say  there  *a   bread    and  work  fot 


say 
all. 


And  the  sun  shines  always  thexei 
But  1 11  not  forget  old  Ireland, 
Were  it  fifty  times  as  fair  \ 

And  often  in  those  grand  old  woods 

1 11  sit,  and  shut  my  eyes, 
And  my  heart  will  travel  back  again 

To  the  place  where  Mary  lies  ; 
And  1 11  thtidc  I  see  the  little  stile 

Wliere  we  sat  side  by  side, 
And  the  springln^  com,  and  the  bright  Maj 

mom, 

Wben  first  you  were  my  bride. 


(lady  STIRLING-MAXWELL) 


BEEN    FRIENDS    TO- 
GETHER 

re  been  friends  together, 
t  Atid  In  shade  ; 
ittetlh  the  ebestnut-trees 
we  played. 


But  coldness  dwells  within  thy  heart, 

A  cloud  is  on  thy  brow  ; 
We  have  been  friends  together  — 

Shall  a  light  word  part  us  now  ? 

W^  have  been  gay  together  ; 
^*e  have  laughM  at  little  jests  ; 
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For  the  fount  of  hope  was  giishiog 
Wsj-m  and  joyoua  m  our  hreaata* 

But  langhter  now  hath  fled  thy  lip. 
And  sullen  gloDm*  thy  brow  ; 

We  have  been  gay  together  ^ — 
Sludl  a  light  word  part  us  now  ? 

We  have  been  sad  together. 

We  have  wept,  with  bilter  tean, 
O'er  the  grass-grown  graves,  where  slum- 
bered 

The  hopet  of  early  yeart , 
The  voices  which  are  silent  there 

Wonld  bid  thee  dear  thy  brow  | 
W^e  have  been  sad  together  — 

Oh  1  what  shall  part  us  now  ? 

THE  KING  OF  DENMARK'S 

Word  was  brought  to  the  Danish  1 

(Hurry  I) 
That  the  love  of  his  heart  lay  sufft 
And  pin'd  for  the  comfort  hia  voii 
bring; 

(Oh  t  ride  as  though  you  were  B.y 
Better  he  loves  ea^b  golden  curl 
On  the  brow  of  that  BeandiiinviaD  girl 
Than  his  rich  crown  jewels  of  ruby  and 
pearl | 

And  his  rose  of  the  iatea  is  dying  ! 

Thirtv  nobles  saddled  with  speed, 

fHurry  I) 
Fach  one  mouuting  ft  gallant  steed 
Which  be  kept  for  battte  and  days  of  need  ; 

(Oh  I  ride  as  though  yon  were  flying  \) 
Spurs  were  struck  in  th**  forming  flank  ; 
Worn-out  chargers  stagger M  and  sank  ; 
Bridles  were   slacken'd,  and  girths  were 

burst  \ 
But  ride  as  they  would,  the  king  rode  first, 

For  bis  rose  of  the  i^les  lay  dying  I 

Hk  nobles  are  beaten,  one  by  one  ; 

(Hnrry  I) 
They  have  fainted ^  and  faltered,  and  home- 
ward gone ; 
Hia  little  fair  page  now  foUows  alone^ 

For  strength  and  for  courage  trying. 
The  king  look  d  haokatthat  faithful  chUd  ; 
Wan  was  the  face  that  answering  smil'd  ; 
They  passed  the  drawbridge  with  clattering 

din, 
Then  he  dropp'd  ;  and  only  the  king  ro^e  in 

Where  his  rose  of  the  isles  lay  dy.ag  I 


The  king  blew  a  bkat  on  bis  bugle  bora  ; 

(Siteuce  1} 
No  answer  came  ;  but  faint  and  forlorn 
An  echo  retnrn'd  on  the  cold  gray  mom. 

Like  the  breath  of  a  spirit  sighing* 
The  eaatle  portal  stood  grimly  wide  ; 
None  weleom'd  the  king  from  that  weuy 

ride  ; 
For  dead,  in  the  light  of  the  dawning  day» 
The  pale  sweet  form  of  the  we  1  comer  lay, 

Who  had  yearned  for  his  voice  whUi 
dying  I 

The  nanting  steed,  with  a  drooping  erett* 
tood  weary. 

ing  return 'd  from  her  chamber  of  r?st, 
hick  sobs  choking  in  his  breast ; 
i.nd,  that  dnmb  companion  eyeing, 
^ars  gnsh'd  forth  which  he  strove  to 
check  ; 

'wed  his  head  on  his  charger's  neck : 
€ed  —  that  every  nerve  didat  strain, 
steed,  onr  ride  hath  been  tn  vain 
'o  the  halls  where  my  love  lay  dying  I  * 

LOVE  NOT 

Love  not,  love  not  I  ye  hapless  sons  of  clay ! 
Ilope^s  gayest  wreaths  are  made  of  earthly 

flowers  — 
Things  that  are  made  to  fade  and  fall  away 
£re  they  have  blossotn'd  for  a  few  short 

bonrih 

Love  not  I 

Love  not  1  the  thing  ye  love  may  change  ; 
The  rosy  lip  may  eeaae  to  smile  on  you, 
Tiie  kindly-beaming  ey©  grow   cold  nxii 

strange, 
The  heart  still  warmly  beat,  yet  not  be  true. 
Love  not ! 

Love  not  I  the  thing  you  love  mhj  die» 
May  periBh  from  the  gay  and  gladsome 

earth  ; 
The  silc^nt  Btars,  the  blue  and  smiling  sky, 
Beam  o^er  its  grave,  as  once  upon  its  birthi 
I^ve  not  1 

Love  not  I  oh  warning  vainly  said 

In  present  hours  as  in  the  years  mmB  hj ; 

Love  flings  a  halo  round  the  dear  ooei^ 

head, 
Faultless,  immortal,  till  they  change  or  die 
Ix>veiiotl 
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3io|>it  f  rancisf  Walkt 


KITTY   NEIL 

■Ai^  9«pe«i  Kitty  NeU,  rise  tip  from  that 
Tour  naftt  little  foot  will  be  wearj  from 

Come  tnp  down  with  me  to  the  syoatn ore- 
trie, 
HaU  the  parish  in  there,  and  the  daoce 
ta  begLnmiig. 

As  nn  ii  gone  down,  but  the  fiill  tiarTest- 


Sbloef  tweetlr  and  cool  on  the  dew- 

whitenM  vallej. 
While  all  the  air  rioga  with  the  soft,  loving 

things 
Each   Uttle  bird  sings   in   the  green 

akaded  alley.*' 

With  a  blnah  and  a  smile  Kitty  rose  up  the 

while, 
^       Her  eye  in  the  glas8>  aa  she  botind  her 
'  hair,  glancing  ; 

Y  is  liaid  to  refiiM  when  a  young  lover 


80  she  couldn't  but  choose   to — ^go 

off  to  the  dancing* 
now  on  the  gn*en  the  gUd  groups  are 

seen, 

Ri  •^-  —  **r*arted  lad  with  the  la&s  of 


Aitd   r*.^,    ..  ...tjiit  fail,  leads  out   sweet 
Kitty  JScU.— 
Soatehow,  when   he  ask^d,  she  ne'er 
Ibooght  of  refusing. 

Sow,  Felix   Magee  pats  his  pipes  to  his 


AmA   with  flourish  so  free  aets  eaeh 

ioaple  in  motion  ; 
Wtt  a  dieer  and  a  bound,  the  lads  patter 

Ibe  ground, 
Tke  maidi  move  around  just  like  swans 

oa  Ibe  oeean : 
bright  aa  the  rote  —  feet  light  as 

tlMdtoe% 
Now  coyly  retiring,  now  boldly  ad- 

▼meiiig  — 


Search  the  world  all  round,  from  the  sky 

to  the  ground, 
No  such   sight  can   be   found  as  an 
Irish  lass  dancing  1 

Sweet  Kate  I  who  could  view  your  bright 
eyes  of  deep  blue, 
Beaming  humidly  through  their  dark 
lasbcs  so  mildly. 
Your    fair-turned    arm,    heaving     breast, 
rounded  form. 
Nor  feel  his  heart  warm,  and  his  pulses 
tfirob  wildly; 
Young  Pat  feels  his  heart,  aa  he  gazes,  de* 
part, 
Subdued  by  the  smart  of  such  painful 
yet  sweet  love  ; 
The  sight  leaves  his  eye,  as  he  cries  with  a 
sigh, 
"  Dance  liffhi,  for  my  heart  it  Ue$  under 
four  feel,  ide  !  '* 

A  SPINNING-WHEEL  SONG 

Mellow  the  moonlight  to  shine  b  begin- 
ning ; 

Close  by  the  window  young  Eileen  is  spin- 
ning ; 

Bent  o^er  the  fire,  her  blind  grandmother, 
sitting. 

Is  croaning,  and  moaning,  and  drowsily 
knitting : 

'  Eileen^  achora,  I  hear  some  one  tapping.** 


Tis  tlie  ivy,  dear  mother,  against 
glass  flapping." 
«*  Eileen,  I  surely  hear  somebody  sighing.'* 
***Tis  the  sound,  mother  dear,  of  the  sum- 
mer wind  dying." 
Merrily,  cheerily,  noisily  whirring. 
Swings  the  wheel,  spins  the  reel,  while  the 


rhri 


foot 's  stirring 

„   . ^   .  y,  and  airily  ringing, 

ills  tlie  sweet  voice  of  the  young  maide 


fv!, 


Spri^htlv,  and  lightly,  and  airily  ringing. 


smging. 


''  What 's  that  noise  that  I  hear  at  the  win- 
dow, I  wonder  ?  " 

'*  'T  is  the  little  birds  chirping  the  holly* 
bush  under.'* 
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«  Wliat  makes  you  be  amoving  and  moyiiig 

your  stool  on, 
And  ainging  all  wrong  that  old  Eong  of 

*The  Coolun?*^' 
There  ■&  b.  form  at  the  casemettt  —  the  form 

of  her  tme-lovo  — 
And  he  whispers,  with  face  bent,  *'  I  -m 

waiting  for  jou,  love  ; 
Get  np  00  tho  stool^  through  the  lattice 

atep  lightly, 
We  '11  tove  in  the  groTe  while  tl 

shining  brightly." 
Merrily,  cheerily,  noisily  whirrinj  * 

Swings  the  wheel,  spins  the  reel, 

foot  *B  stirring  ; 
Sprightly,    and    lightly,  and    aii 

ing. 
Thrills  tb6  sweet  yoice  of  the  yon 

flinging. 


The  maid  shakes  her  head,  on  hej 
her  flngersi 


iy» 


StealB  up  from  her  seat  —  longs  to  go,  and 

yet  lingers  ; 
A  frightenM  glance  tnrtii  to  her  drowij 

grandmother, 
Puts  on©  foot  on  the  stool,  spins  the  wheel 

with  the  other. 
Lazily,    easily,     swings    now    the   wheel 

roimd  ; 
Slowly  and  slowly  is  heard  now  the  ree!*5 
souDd  ; 
less  and   light  to  the   lattice  above 
her 
naid  steps  —  then  leaps  to  the  aiiiii 

of  her  lover, 
r  —  and    slower  —  and    slower    the 

wheel  iwingf  ; 
F  —  and  lower — ^and  loweF  tbe  veel 

rings  I 
he  reel  and  the  wheel  stopp'd  their 

ringing  and  moving, 
jgh  the  grove  the  young  lovem  by 
moonlight  are  roving. 


^ir  ^miui  f  ergujton 


THE  FAIRY  THORN 

AN   ULSTER  BALLAD 

<<  Get  up,  our  Anna  dear,  from  the  weary 
spinning  wheel ; 
For  your  father 's  on  the  hill,  and  your 
mother  is  asleep  ; 
Dome  up  above  the  crags,  and  we  11  dance 
a  highland  reel 
Around  the  fairy  thorn  on  the  steep." 

At  Anna  Grace's  door 't  was  thus  the  maid- 
ens cried. 
Three  merry  maidens  fair  in  kirtles  of  the 
green; 
And  Anna  laid  the  sock  and  the  weary  wheel 
aside, 
The  fairest  of  the  four,  I  ween« 

They  're  glancing  through  the  glimmer  of 
the  qniet  eve. 
Away  in  milky  wavings  of  neck  and  ankle 
bare  ; 
The  heavy-sliding  stream  in  its  sleepy  song 
they  leave. 
And  the  crags  in  the  ghostly  air ; 


And  linking  hand  in  hand,  and  siiiging  as 
they  go. 
The  maids  along  the  hiU-side  have  ta*en 
their  fearless  way, 
Till  they  come  to  where  the  rowan  trees  in 
lovely  beautyCTOw 
Beside  the  Fairy  ^wtbom  gmy. 

The  hawthorn  stands  between  the  ashes  tall 
and  slim, 
Like  matron  with  her  twin  giand-dangh- 
ters  at  her  knee  ; 
The  rowan  berries  cluster  o'er  her  low  head 
gray  and  dim 
In  mddy  kisses  sweet  to  see. 

The  merry  maidens  four  have  ranged  them 
in  a  row. 
Between  each  lovely  -oouple  a  stately 
rowan  stem, 
And  away  in  mazes  wavy  like  skinmung 
birds  they  eo,  — 
Oh,  never  carolrd  bird  like  them  1 

But  solemn  is  the  silenee  of  the  silvery 
haze 
That  drinks  away  their  vdoee  ineeholesi 
repose, 


■^^^^^^^^^1  ^^^H 
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Aod  drtifttnilT  Um  evciuiifl'  hAfl  still'd  the 

But  wild,  wild,  the  terror  of  the  speechless          1 

bauQtedbfM^ 

three,                                                                1 

And  dreuntor  the  gloaiiiiDg  grows* 

For  they  feel  fair  Anna  G  race  drawn  silently          1 

And  sifikiiig  one  by  one,  like  lark-notes  from 

^w»yi                                                             M 
By  whom  they  dare  not  look  to  see*            ^H 

tbm^j 

■ 

When  tke  falooo's  shadow  saileth  across 

They  feel  their  tresses  twine  with  her  part* 

the  open  thaw. 

ing  locks  of  gold, 

Are  hoshM  the  maidens*  voices,  as  oowering 

And  the  curls  elastic  falling,  as  her  head 

down  they  lie 

withtlraws ; 

In  the  flatter  of  their  sudden  awe. 

They  feel    her   sliding    arms    from    their 

tranced  arms  nnfold» 

For,  from  the  air  above  and  the  grassy 

But    they    dare    not    look    to  see    the 

grotitid  beneath. 

cause : 

Attd  fnmi  the  tnottntaia^ashes  andthe  old 

white  thorn  between. 

For  heavy  on  their  senses  the  faint  enchant* 

A  |K»wer  of  faint  enchantment  doth  through 

meut  lies 

their  beings  breathe, 

Through  all  that  night  of  anguish  and 

And   they  aink   dovm   together  on   the 

perilous  amaze  ; 

gwea. 

And  neither  fear  nor  wonder  can  ope  their 

ntj  link  together  silent,  and,  stealing  side 

quivering  eyes, 
Or    their   limbs  from   the  cold  ground 

by  side, 

raise, 

The-Y  ding  their  lovely  arms  o'er  their 

drooping  necks  so  fair, 

Till  out  of  night  the  earth  has  roU'd  her 

Th^ti  vainly  strive  again  their  naked  arms 

dewy  side. 

Ui  hide. 

With     every    haunted     moimtatn     and 

1        For  their  shrinking  necks  again  are  bare. 

streamy  vale  below  ; 

When,  as  the  mist  dissolves  in  the  yellow 

Tkoa  clasp'd  and  prostrate  all,  with  their 

morning-tide,                                           ^_ 

heads  together  bow^d, 

The  maidens^  trance  dissolveth  so.               ^^| 

Sofl  o*er  their  bosoms  beating  —  the  only 

H 

imtiuiii  aoitnd '— - 

Then  Hy  the  ghastly  three  as  swiftly  as  they          1 

Tbey  bear  the  aiiky  footsteps  of  the  silent 

may,                                                                 1 
And  tell  their  tale  of  sorrow  to  anxious          1 

fairy  crowd. 

Like  a  nver  in  the  idr,  gliding  round. 

friends  in  vain  :                                              1 

They  pin'd  away  and  died  within  the  year           1 

Kor  aatmm  emn  uiy  xaiae,  nor  prayer  can 

and  day,                                                        1 

any  say.                                                 *      And  ne*er  was  Anna  Grace  seen  again.              I 

CfjomajBt  <Pi0;borne  5)abijf                             ^ 

1  The  hookers  lie  upon  the  beach;  theehildien     ^J 

THE  SACK  OF  BALTIMORE  i 

cease  their  pUy  ;                                   ^^H 

The  gossips  leave  the  little  inn  ;  the  home-    ^H 

Toe  montiar  tun  ts  falling  soft  on  Carbcry's 

holds  kneel  to  pray  ;                                ^^M 
And  full  of  love,  ana  peace,  and  rest,  its     ^H 

hundred  isles, 

The  summer  sun  is  gleaming  still  through 

daily  labor  o'er*                                              1 

Gabriers  rough  defiles  ; 

Upon  that  cosy  creek  there  lay  the  town  of          J 

OU  Iltsieberkm*8  crtmibled  fane  looks  like 

Baltimore.                                            ^H 

m  oioulting  bird, 

■ 

And  in  a  ealm  and  sleepv  swell  the  ocean 

A  deeper  rest,  a  starry  traneot  has  oome  with         ■ 

tide  sa  beard : 

midnight  there  ;                                          J 

»Hitlulpo«m.                                                                              ^^ 
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No  sound,  except  that  thfobbiog  wave,  in 

earthj  or  sea,  or  air  I 
The  m&saive  eapes  and  ruin*d  towers  seem 

conscioiiij  of  the  ejJiu  ; 
The  fibroas  sod  and  stunted  trees  are  breath* 

ing  heavy  balm. 
So  Btill  the  night,  the«B  two  lisng  bftrquea 

round  Duuashail  that  glide 
Miiflt  trust  tbeir  oarfl^  me  thinks  not  few, 

against  the  ebbing  tide. 
Oh}  eome  sweet  mission  of  true  b 

urgie  the  10  to  the  flhore  f 
They  briti^some  lover  to  his  bride  w 

in  Baltimore.  _^ 

All,  &U  aaleep  within  each  roof  aJ 

rocky  street, 
And  thete  must  he  the  loner's  friiv 

gently  gliding  feet  — 
A  stifled  gasp,  a  dreamy  noise  I    ** 

is  m  a  tlania  t  ** 
From  out  their  beds  and  to  the  it  doors  msh 

maid  and  sire  and  dame. 
And  meet   npon   the   threshold  atone  the 

gleamiii?  sabre's  fall, 
And  o'er  each  black  and  bearded  face  the 

white  or  crimson  shawl. 
The  yell  of  "Allah!"   breaks  above  the 

prayer,  and  shriek,  and  roar  : 
O  blessed  God  I  the  Algerine  is  lord  of  Bal- 
timore ! 

Then  flnng  the  youth  his  naked  hand  against 

the  shearing  sword ; 
Then  sprung  the  mother  on  the  brand  with 

which  her  son  was  gor'd  ; 
Then  sunk  the  grandsire  on  the  floor,  his 

grand-babes  clutching  wild  ; 
Then  ned  the  maiden  moaning  faint,  and 

nestled  with  the  child  : 
But  see  1  yon  pirate  strangled  lies,  and 

cnish'd  with  splashing  heel, 


While  o'er  him  in  an  Irish  hand  there  sweeps 

his  Syrian  steel : 
Though  virtue  sink,  and  courage  fail,  and 

misers  yield  their  store. 
There 's  one  hearth  well  avenged  in  the  sack 

of  Baltimore. 

Midsummer  mom  in  woodland  nigh  the 
birds  begin  to  sing, 

They  see  not  now  the  milking  maids,  —  de- 
serted is  the  spring  ; 

Midsommer  day  this  gallant  rides  from  dis- 
tant Baudon's  town, 


These  bookers  eross'd  from  storiny  Sktdl, 

that  skiff  from  Affadown  ; 
They  only  found  the  smoking  walls  with 

laeighbprs'  blood  besprent. 
And  on  the   strewed  and  trampled  beach 

awhile  they  wildly  %ent, 
Then  dashM  to  sea,  anf!  passed  Cape  Clear,     ' 

a«d  saw,  five  leagues  before^  ' 

The  piraU^^Uley  vanishing  that  ravnged 

Baltimore.  I 

>me  must  tag  the  galley's  oar^  and 

fiome  must  tend  the  a  teed  ; 

oy  will  Itear  a  Seheik's  cliibonk,  and 

Uiat  a  Bey 'a  jertt?ed. 
me  are  for  the  aneiiala  by  beauteouB 

BardaneUes  j 
ome  arc  in  the  caravan  to  Meeca^s 

simdy  dells, 
laid  that    6  and  on   gallant  sought  is 

chosen  for  the  Bey  : 
»  safe  —  she  *a  dead  —  she  stabbM  him 

in  the  mid^t  of  his  Senu  t 
And  when  to  die  a  death  of  fire  that  noble 

maid  they  bore, 
She  only  smiled,  O'Driseoll's  child;  ake 

thought  of  Baltimore. 

'Tis  two  long  years  since  sunk  the  town 

beneath  that  bloody  bond. 
And  all  around  its  trampled  hearths  a>larger 

concourse  stand. 
Where  high  upon  a  gallows-tree  a  yelling 

wretch  is  seen  : 
'T  is  Hackett  of  Dungarvan — he  who  steer'd 

the  Algerine  I 
He  fell  amid  a  sullen  shout  with  scarce  a 

passing  prayer. 
For  he  had  slain  the  kith  and  Ida  of  many 

a  hundred  there. 
Some    mutter'd    of    MacMurchadh,  who 

brought  the  Norman  o'er ; 
Some  ours'd  him  with  Iscariot,  iJiat  day  in 

Baltimore. 

THE  BOATMAN  OF  KINSALE 

His  kiss  is  sweet,  his  word  is  kind. 

His  love  is  rich  to  me  ; 
I  could  not  in  a  palace  find 

A  truer  heart  than  he. 
The  eagle  shelters  not  his  nest 

From  hurricane  and  hail 
More  bravely  than  he  guards  my  breast -« 

The  Boatman  of  Kiualo. 
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Tbe  niiid  thftt  ronnd  tbe  Fa^ittiet  sweeps 

Or,  after  you  've  kiss'd  tbem,  they  '11  lie  on 

Ib  not  n  wtiit  more  purep 

my  bosom  ; 

Tbe  gfkat  that  down  Ctioc  Sheeby  leaps 

1 11  fetch  from  tbe  mountain  its  breeie  te 

Hmm  not  a  foot  more  sure* 

inspire  you  ; 

N'ri  ftmif  r  hand  nor  freer  eye 
KV  r  fticcd  an  autamn  gale. 

I  '11  fetch  from  my  fancy  a  tale  that  won't 

tire  yoiK 

II,    TDtitt  v**i  heart  in  not  so  high^ 

Oh  t  yonr  step  's  like  the  rain  to  the  summer-        ^H 

I  iie  Boatman  of  Kinsalo. 

vex*d  farmer,                                                ^H 

I  Or  sabre  and  shield  to  a  knight  without 

Tbe  brmwlin^  squires  mny  heed  him  not, 

armor ; 

Tbe  dainty  ntranger  sneer. 

I  *ll  sing  yon  sweet  songe  till  the  stars  rise 

But  wbo  will  dare  to  hurt  our  cot 

above  me, 

Wbeo  Mylet  O'Hea  is  here  ? 

Then,  ^-andering,  1 11  wish  yon  in  silence 

Tbe  scarlet  soldiers  pass  along  : 
They'd  like,  but  fear  to  rail  : 

to  love  me* 

His  blood  is  hot,  his  blow  is  strong  ^ — 

Wo  *1I  look  through  tbe  trees  ^  tbe  cHJf 
and  the  eyne  ; 

Tbe  Boatman  of  Kinaale. 

We  *11  tread  round  the  rath  on  the  track 

Hia  booker  *s  in  tb«  Scilly  Tan, 

of  the  fairy  ; 

Wben  aolnes  are  in  the  foam, 

We  11  look  on  the  starts  and  we  11  list  to 

But  money  nerer  made  the  mnti| 

the  river, 

^H^  Kor  ««altfa  a  happy  borne. 

Till  you  ask  of  your  darling  what  gift  you 

r^  bUasM  with  lo^e  and  liberty, 

can  give  her  : 
Oh  !  she  '11  whisper  you  —  "  Love,  as  nn- 

r         While  be  can  trim  a  sail, 

1      Be  H  Iratt  in  God,  and  cling  to  me  — 

chau^eably  beaming. 

1         Tbe  Boatman  ol  Kinsale. 

And  trust,  when  in  secret,  moat  tunefully 

f 

streaming  ; 

THE   WELCOME 

Till  tbe  starlight  of  heaven  above  ns  shall 

quiver. 

1  I  o*tt  jn  Ibe  evening,  or  come  in  tbe  morn- 

As  our  bouIb  flow  in  one  down  eternity's 

««; 

river," 

CoHie  when  yon  're  look'd  for,  or  come  witb- 

<ml  wmniing: 

So  come  in  tbe  evening,  or  come  in  the  morn- 

ing;                                                           ^ 
Come  when  you  're  looked  for,  or  come  with-        ^H 
out  warning  :                                                ^1 

yem. 

Jbid  like  oftener  you  come  here  the  more 

I^U  adore  yon  t 

ti^t  U  my  beart  since  tbe  day  we  were 

you. 

pUgbt4?d  ; 

And  the  oftener  you  come  here  the  more 

Bed   ia  my  cheek  that  they  told  me  was 

I  HI  adore  yon  ! 

blight4>d  ; 

Light  is  my  heart  since  tbe  day  we  were 

Tbe  green  of  the  trees  looks  far  greener  than 

plighted  ; 

e?er, 

Red  is   my  cheek  that  they  told  me  was 

Aad  tbe  Unneta  are  singing,  '*  True  lovers 

blighted  ; 

don't  eeTer  1 " 

The  green  of  the  trees  looks  far  greener 

khan  ever, 

1  %  poll  yoQ  flwect  flowers^  to  we^r  if  yon 

And  the  linnets  are  singing,  **  True  lovers 

dWtseverl'* 

J 

too 
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Mt  €^atit0  ^aMm  SDuff^ 


THE   IRISH   RAPPAREES 

Rma  Sheania*  he  has  gone  to  FranoCi  and 

left  his  crown  benind  ; 
111  luck  be  th(!ii^,  butli  dny  and  night,  put 

ruimiiig  in  his  mind  ! 
Lord     Lucan     follQwed    after    with     his 

Slaters  brave  and  true, 
And   now   the    doleful    keen    is 

**  What  will  poor  Irebind  i 
What  TauRi  poor  Ireland  do  ? 
Our  luck/'  they  &ay,  **  has  gone 

—  wbat  can  poor  IreUnd 

O,  nerer  fear  for  lFeland»  for  ihe 

diers  still, 
For  Kory'a  boys  are  in  the  wood, 

niy*a  on  the  hill  1 
Atid  neTer  bad   poor  Ireland  more   lojai 

hearts  than  tbe^e  — 
May  God  be  kind  and  p^ood  to  themp  the 

faithful  Rapparees ! 
The  fearless  Rapparees  1 
The  jewel  were  you,  Rory,  with  your  Irish 

Rapparees  1 

O,  black's  your  heart,  Clan  Oliver,  and 

colder  than  the  clay  1 
O,  high 's  your  head,  Clan  Sassenach,  since 

Sarsfield  's  gone  away  1 
It 's  little  love  you  bear  to  us  for  sake  of 

long  ago  ; 
But  hold  your  hand,  for  Ireland  still  can 

strike  a  deadly  blow  — 
Can  strike  a  mortal  blow  : 
Ochy  duar-na-Crfosd  1   't  is  she  thai  still 

could  strike  a  deadly  blow  1 


The  Maater^s  bawn,  the  Master^s  aeit,  ft 

surly  bodagh  filb  ; 
The   MaaterV   aon,   an   outlawed   man,   is 

riding  on  tbe  bilk. 
But  Gotl  be  praia'd  that  round  him  thnongj 

as  tbiek  as  stiniiiier  beeSni 
The  swords  that  guarded  Limerick  wall  — 

his  loyal  Rapparees  I 

lo\'ing  Rapparees  ! 

iare  say  no  to  Boiy  Oge,  with  all  Ms 

Rapparees  7 

Billy  Grimes  of  Latnamard,  he  raek'd 
us  long  and  sore  — 
sst  the  faithful  hearts  be  hroke  !  — 
we  H  never  see  them  niore  ; 
11  go  bail  he  ^11  break  no  more,  while 
Truagb  haa  gallow»-tree»  ; 
xuht     hy  ?  —  he  met,  one  toneaome  night, 
the  fenfless  Rapparees  I 
The  angry  Rapparees  I 
They  never  sin  no  more,  my  boys,  who 
cross  the  Rapparees  I 

Now,    Sassenach    and    Cromwellery    take 

heed  of  what  I  say. 
Keep  down  your  black  and  angiy  locto 

that  scorn  us  night  and  day  : 
For  there 's  a  just  and  wrathful  Judge  that 

every  action  sees. 
And  He  11  make  strong,  to  right  onr  wrang, 

the  faithful  Rapparees  I 
The  fearless  Rapparees  1 
The  men  that  rode  at  Sarsfleld's  nde,  the 

roving  Rapparees  1 


Wmijf  jplorcnce  9@ac€arttp 


BLESS   THE  DEAR  OLD  VER- 
DANT LAND 

Bless  the  dear  old  verdant  land  I 
Brother,  wert  thou  bom  of  it  ? 
As  thy  shadow  life  doth  stand 
Twining  round  its  rosy  band, 
Did  an  Irish  mother's  hand 
Guide  thee  in  the  mom  of  it  ? 


iKing  Jmbm 


Did  a  father's  first  command 
Teach  thee  love  or  soom  of  it  f 

Thon  who  tread'st  its  fertile  hreas»t, 

Dost  thou  feel  a  glow  for  it  ? 
Thou  of  all  its  charais  posseet. 
Living  on  its  first  and  best, 
Art  thou  but  a  thankless  gaest 
Or  a  traitor  foe  for  it  ? 
IL 


MacCARTHY  —  DOWLING 


ICI 


If  thoB  Invest,  where 's  the  test  ? 
Wih  thoa  strike  a  blow  for  it  ? 

Has  the  past  no  goading  sting 

llyit  CAO  make  thee  roum  Tor  it  7 
JOof*  thr  band's  reTivtog  spring, 
till  of  liuds  and  hlussomingy 
ail  to  make  tliy  cold  heart  clings 
Breathing  lover*s  vows  for  it? 
With  the  circling  Oceania  ring 
Thou  wert  made  a  sponse  for  it. 

Hast  thou  kept  as  thon  shonldst  keep 
Thj  affections  warm  for  it, 


■RTti 

^f    Tlmnii 


_  no  eold  feeling  creep 
ftn  io«»breatb  o*er  the  deep* 


to  a  stony  sleep 
the  heart  would  form  for  it, 
that  like  rainlxjws  peep 
Thnmgh  the  darkening  storm  for  it  ? 


Sod  of  this  down-trodden  land, 
^^^^  ns  in  the  fi^ht  for  it. 
^^^^Hek  to  make  it  great  and  grand, 
^^^^Bipleas  bajs,  its  naked  strand^ 
^^Aj  emiiTas^ welling  breezes  fanned  : 
^F    Ohf  what  a  glonous  ai^ht  for  it, 

The  past  expiring  like  al)mnd 
In  moming*s  rosy  light  for  it  1 

Think,  this  dear  old  land  is  thine, 
And  thou  a  traitor  slave  of  it  : 
Think  how  the  Switzer  leads  his  kine, 
When  pale  the  evening  star  doth  shine  ; 


His  song  haA  home  in  every  line, 

Freedom  in  every  stave  of  it  ; 
Think  how  the  German  loves  his  Rhine 

And  worships  every  wave  of  it  I 

Oor  own  dear  land  is  bright  as  theirs, 
But  oh  I  our  hearts  are  cold  for  it  j 

Awake  !  we  are  not  slaves,  but  heirs. 

Our  fatherland  requires  our  cares, 

Our  Kpeecb  with  men,  with  God  our  prayers; 
Spurn  blood-stainM  Judas  gold  for  it : 

Let  us  do  all  that  honor  dnres  — 
Be  earnest,  faithful,  bold  for  it  1 

THE    IRISH   WOLF-HOUND 

FROM  **THE  FORAY  OF  CON  o'dOKNELL  " 

As  fly  the  shadows  o'er  the  gnus. 

He  flies  with  step  as  light  and  sure. 
He  liiiiits  the  wolf  through  Tostan  paaSf 

And  starts  tlie  deer  by  Lisanoiire. 
Tlie  music  of  the  Sabbath  bells, 

O  Con  J  has  not  a  sweeter  sound 
Thau  when  along  the  valley  swells 

The  cry  of  John  Mae  Donne U^s  hound. 

His  stature  tall,  his  tody  long, 

His  back  like  night,  lus  breast  like  snow, 

His  fore-leg  pillar-like  aud  strong, 
His  hind-leg  like  a  bended  bow  ; 

Houg^h  curling  hair,  head  long  and  thin, 
His  ear  a  leaf  so  small  and  round  ; 

Not  Bran,  the  favorite  dog  of  Fin, 

Could  rival  John  Mac  Donneirs  hound. 


SJartftoIomtto  EDohJIhiff 


THE   REVEL 
(east  ikbia) 

Cmeet  'neath  the  sounding  rafter, 

And  the  walls  around  are  bare  ; 
As  they  abont  back  our  peals  of  laughter 

It  seems  tluit  the  deaa  are  there, 
l^n  stand  to  your  glaases,  steady  1 

We  drink  in  our  eomrades*  eyes  : 
One  eop  to  the  dead  already  — 

Httnu  for  the  next  that  dies  t 

Hot  httn  are  the  goblets  glowing, 
liil  ham  is  the  vintage  sweet ; 


*T  is  cold,  as  onr  hearts  are  j^TOWing, 
And  dark  as  the  doom  we  meet. 

But  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  I 
And  soon  shall  our  pnlses  rise  : 

A  cup  to  the  dead  already  — 
Hurrah  for  the  next  that  dies  t 

There  's  many  a  hand  that  *s  shaking, 

And  many  a  cheek  that 's  sunk  ; 
But  soon^  though  our  hearts  are  breaking. 

They  'U  burn  with  the  wine  we  Ve  drunk 
Then  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  I 

^  is  here  the  revival  lies  : 
Quaff  a  cup  to  the  dead  already  ^- 

Hurrah  for  the  next  that  diea  t 


I^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 
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C^oina^  SD'^rcp  St^<0ce                            H 

Must  Bcour^  it  yet  again,  inspire  and  rmiae     ^J 

THE  CELTIC  CROSS 

To  etnpnse  high                                                ^^| 

Men  like  the  heroic  race  of  other  days,          ^H 

TimouciH  storm  and  fire  and  gloom,  I  see 

Who  joyed  to  die.                                            ^^| 

it  «tao<f| 

■ 

Finn,  broa4,  and  tall, 

Fear  I  wherefore  should  the  Celtio  people 

The  Celtic  Cross  that  marlu  our  Father- 

fear 

land. 

Their  Church's  fate  ? 

Amid  tht^m  all  I 

The  day  is  not  —  the  day  was  never  near—* 

D^    *     '•■'\  Danes  and  Saxons  vainlj  rage 

Could  desolute 

Ubase; 

The  Dentin M  Istand,  all  whose  seedy  clay 

1 1  .li  shock  on  shock,  and  age  on  age, 

Is  huly  gruuiid  : 

StiiT  of  our  scattered  race. 

Its  cross  shall  stand  till   that  predesttn'd 
day 

When  Erin's  self  is  drowned.                       ^H 

0  Holr  Cross  1  dear  symbol  of  the  dread 

Death  of  our  Lord, 

^^H 

ikxonsd  thee  long  bare  slept  our  martyr 

^H 

dead 

THE   IRISH  WIFE                  ^M 

Sward  oirer  sward. 

^^M 

An  hundred  bishops  I  myself  can  oonni 

1  WOULD  not  give  my  Irish  wife                      ^^M 

Among  the  slain  : 

For  all  the  dames  of  the  SaJEon  land  ;         ^^M 

Chiefsi  eaptaius,  rank  and  file,  a  shining 

I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife                         ^^| 
For  the  Queen  of  France's  hand  ;                ^^M 

mount 

Of  God's  ripe  grain* 

For  she  to  me  is  dearer                                      ^^| 

Thau  castles  strongs  or  lands,  or  life  :          ^^| 

The  monarch's  maee,  the  Puritan's  clay- 

An outlaw  —  so  I  *m  near  her                           ^^M 

more  1 

To  love  till  death  my  Irish  wife.                  ^^M 

Smote  tlw^  not  down  ; 

^^H 

On  headland  steep,  on  mountain   sumimt 

0  what  would  be  this  home  of  mine,               ^^| 

hoar. 

A  ruio'd,  hcrniit-haimted  place,                   ^^| 

In  mart  and  town* 

But  for  the  light  that  nightly  shines               ^^M 
Upon  its  walls  from  Kjkthlcen*s  face  t          ^^| 

In  Glendalotagh,  in  Am,  in  Tyrone, 

We  find  thee  still. 

What  comfort  in  a  mine  of  ^Id,                       ^^M 
What  pleasure  in  a  royal  life,                       ^^H 

Thv  Of  ken  anus  atill  stretching  to  thine  own. 

0*ar  tovni  and  lough  and  hilL 

If  the  heart  within  lay  dead  and  cold,             ^^M 

If  I  could  not  wed  my  Irish  wife  ?              ^^M 

AiH  w«^ttld  they  tear  thee  out  of  Irish  soil, 

^^M 

~             iy  fi>oU  I 

I  knew  the  law  forbade  the  banns  ;                 ^^M 

It                 luust  mock  their  antiquated  toil 

I  knew  my  king  abhorr'd  her  raoe  £             ^^H 
Who  never  bent  before  their  clans                  ^^M 

ken  tools  1 

C  r     :     r  I  lid  Cnunwell  from  ihy  grasp  re* 

Must  bow  before  their  ladies'  gtaeik           ^^| 

tadt 

Take  all  my  forfeited  domain,                          ^^f 

BalEled  and  thrown  ; 

I  cannot  wage  with  kinameu  strife  :            ^^M 

William   and   Anne   to   sap  thy  site  con- 

Take  knightly  gear  and  noole  name,               ^^| 

■pir'd,— 

And  I  will  keep  my  Irish  wife.                     ^^M 

^^H 

My  Irish  wife  has  clear  blue  eyes,                         1 

HoIt  Sdal  Batrick,  father  of  our  faith, 

^y  heaven  by  day,  my  stars  by  night  l         ^J 

EtlovVl  f»f  Cfiul  \ 

And  twin4ike  truth  and  fondness  lie                ^H 

Shield  thy  df^'Ar  Church  from  the  impend- 

Within her  swelling  bosom  white                 ^^| 

My  Irish  wife  has  golden  hair,                        ^^M 

Apollo's  harp  had  OQoe  such  strings,           ^^M 

ing  scaith, 
Or»iltiMifod 
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lot  we»  in  oar  imgs  and  want  and  woe,  we 
follow  after, 
Weeping  the  while. 

Ind  the  laogfater  seems  hat  utter'd  to  de- 
ride as: 
When,  oh  I  when, 
inn  fall  the  frosen  baniers  that  diyide 
us 
From  other  men  ? 
Will    ignoianoe    for    ever    thus    enslave 

Will  misery  for  ever  laj  ns  low  ? 
AB  are  eager  with  their  insults,  bnt  to 
save  ns 
None,  none,  we  know. 

We  nerer  knew  a  childhood's  mirth  and 
gladness. 
Nor  the  prood  heart  of  yoath  free  and 
brsTe ; 
Oh!  t  death-like  dream  of  wretchedness 
and  sadness 
Ii  oar    life's    weary   jonmey    to    the 
grare. 
«^bj  day  we  lower  sink  and  lower, 
131  the  god-like  soul  within 


Falls  crush'd,  beneath  the  fearful  demon 
power 
Of  poverty  and  sin. 

So  we  toil  on  —  on,  with  fever  homing 

In  heart  and  brain  ; 
So  we  toil  on  —  on,  through  bitter  scorning. 

Want,  woe  and  pain  : 
We  dare  not  raise  our  eyes  to  the  blue 
heaven 

Or  the  toil  must  cease  ; 
We  dare  not  breathe  the  fresh  ur  God  has 

fiven, 
our  in  peace. 

We  must  toil,  though  the  light  of  life  is 
burning, 
Oh,  how  dim  I 
We  must  toil  on  our  sick  bed,  feebly  turn- 
ing 
Our  eyes  to  Him 
Who  alone  can  hear  the  pale  lip  faintly 
saying 
With  scarce  mov'd  breath. 
And  the  paler  hands,  uplifted,  and  the  pray* 
ing,— 
«Lord,  grant  us  Death!** 


fl^arp  €ba  Stdlp 


TIPPERARY 


Wm  pu  ever  in  sweet  Tipperary,  where 

the  fields  are  so  sunny  and  green, 
Aid  the  heath-brown  Slieve-bloom  and  the 

Galtees  look  down  with  so  proud  a 

mien? 
Til  there  you  would  see  more  beauty  than 

is  on  all  Irish  ground  — 
God  Uess  you,  mv  sweet  Tipperary  I  for 

where  could  your  match  be  found  ? 

ThfBj  say  that  your  hand  is  fearful,  that 

darkness  is  in  your  eye  ; 
Bet  111  not  let  them  dare  to  talk  so  black 

and  bitter  a  lie. 
!),  no  f  maeu$hla  stormt  bright,  bright,  and 

warm  are  you, 
fith  hearts  as  bold  as  the  men  of  old,  to 

yourself  and  your  country  true. 


there  is  gloom  upon  you,  bid 
think  w£>  brought  it  there  -7 


Sure  a  frown  or  a  word  of  hatred  was  not 
made  for  your  face  so  fair ; 

Tou  've  a  hand  for  the  grasp  of  friendship 
t—  another  to  make  them  quake. 

And  they're  welcome  to  whichsoever  it 
pleases  them  to  take. 

Shall  our  homes,  like  the  huts  of  Connaught, 

be  crumbled  before  our  eyes  ? 
Shall  we  fly,  like  a  flock  of  wild  geese,  from 

all  that  we  love  and  prize  ? 
No  I  by  those  that  were  here  before  us,  no 

churl  shall  our  tyrant  be. 
Our  land  it  is  theirs  by  plunder — but,  by 

firigid,  ourselves  are  free  1 

No  I  we  do  not  forget  the  greatness  did 

once  to  sweet  Eire  belong ; 
No  treason  or  craven  spirit  was  ever  ora 

race  among ; 
And  no  frown  or  word  of  hatred  we  give  — 

but  to  pay  them  back  ; 
In  evil  we  only  foUoSr  our  enemies'  dark^ 

some  track. 
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Oy  eome  for  awhile  among  ua  and  give  ua 
the  friendly  hand  ! 

And  you  11  see  that  old  Tipperary  is  a  lov- 
ing and  gladsome  land ; 


From  Upper  to  Lower  Ormonde,  brigkl 
welcomes  and  smiles  will  spring : 

On  the  plains  of  Tipperary  the  stianger  ii 
like  a  king. 


4t\im  SB^orp  IMncft  SDotDiittig 


WERE   I   BUT  HIS   OWN  WIFE 

Were  I  but  his  own  wife,  to  goard  and  to 
guide  him, 
T  is  little  of  sorrow  should  fall  on  my 
dear ; 
I  'd  chant  m^  low  love-verses,  stealing  be- 
side him, 
So  faint  and  so  tender  his  heart  would 
but  hear ; 
I  'd  pull  the  wild  blossoms  from  valley  and 
highland, 
And  there  at  his  feet  I  would  lay  them 
all  down  ; 
I  *d  sinp^  him  the  songs  of  our  poor  stricken 
island. 
Till  his  heart  was  on  fire  with  a  love  like 
my  own. 

There 's  a  rose  by  his  dwelling,  —  I  'd  tend 
the  lone  treasure. 
That  he  might  have  flowers  when  the 
summer  would  come ; 
There 's  a  harp  in  his  hall,  —  I  would  wake 
its  sweet  measure. 
For  he  must  have  musio  to  brighten  his 
home. 


Were  I  but  iiis  own  wife,  to  gnide  and  to 
guard  him, 
*T  is  little  of  sorrow  shoold  fall  on  mj 
dear ; 
For  every  kind  glance  my  whole  life  would 
award  him, 
Li  sickness  I  'd  soothe  and  in  sadness  I  'd 
cheer. 

My  heart  is  a  fount  weUing  upward  I(B>> 
ever  I 
When  I  think  of  my  tme-love,  by  vof^ 
or  bv  day. 
That  heart  keeps  its  faith  like  a  fmi-Aoiff- 
ing  river 
Which  gushes  forever  and  sings  on  its 
way. 
I  have  thoughts  full  of  peace  for  his  soul  to 
repose  in, 
Were  I  but  his  own  wife,  to  win  and  to 
woo ; 
O  sweet,  if  the  night  of  misfortune  vexe 
closing, 
To  rise  like  the  morning  star,  darliogi 
for  you  I 


"THE  OATEN  FLUTE' 


(DORSET) 


WOONE  SMILE  MWORE 

O  I  Meart,  when  the  zun  went  down, 
Woone  night  in  sprine,  w'  viry  rim, 

Behind  the  nap  wi'  woody  crown. 
An'  left  your  smil^  f eHoe  so  dim  ; 


Tour  little  sister  there,  inside, 
Wi'  bellows  on  her  little  knee. 

Did  blow  the  vire,  a-glear^n  wide 

Drough  window-pettnes,    that   I   codd 
zee, — 

As  you  did  stan'  wi'  me,  avore 

The  house,  arpearten, — ^woooe  smile  mwoieb 
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Tbe  dtfill*fiAi  bifdt,  ft-rtsen  higb, 
An*  xtnk^ti  low,  did  swiftly  viee 

Vrotu  ahrink^ti  moss,  a^g^row^n  dry. 
Upon  the  Jeila^n  apple  tr<*e. 

An*  there  the  dog,  2fc*whi|ip^tt  wide 
UU  K(^aiiy  UUfl,  an*  coition  neaTf 

]  Uy  ageSiti  your  zide 

i-blAfsk  no^  an'  runset  ear  : 

To  win  what  I  'd  a-won  Avore, 

Vrom  jour  gaf  feftoe,  his   woone  amile 
mwore* 

As*  while  yma  mother  bustled  «prfiok| 

A'gvttdtt  Slipper  out  in  ball, 
An*  east  her  ftheUde,  a-wblv'r6D  black 

ATore  the  Tire,  upon  the  wall ; 
Tour  hfothrr  oome,  wi'  easy  pettee. 

In  dfongli  tbe  slainm^n  gettte^  along 
The  path,  wt'  health j-bloom^n  ftiict*, 

A-whis'l^n  shrill  hb  last  new  zong  : 
An'  when  he  come  avore  the  door, 
Ii#  met  Trom  jou  hia  woone  smile  mwore. 

'Sow  jou  that  wer  the  d;iughter  therej 

Be  mother  on  a  husband 'f*  vloor, 
An'  mid  ye  meet  wi'  less  o'  ceiLre 

Than  what  your  hearty  mother  bore  ; 
An'  if  abroad  I  have  to  rue 

Tbe  bitter  tongue,  or  wrongful  deed, 
Mid  I  come  hwome  to  she^j^  wi*  you 

What  *s  need  ml  free  o'  pincb^n  need  : 
An'  vind  that  you  ha'  atill  in  store 

Mj     eveo^n     meal^     an'    woone    smile 
niwore« 


BLACKMWORE   MAIDENS 

Thk  primrwo>fi«  in  tbe  sbelbde  do  blow, 
Tlie  cowslip  in  the  zun, 
Tbe  thyme  upon  the  down  do  grow, 
Tlie  dote  where  streiitus  do  run  ; 
Aa*  wli«n*  do  prf^tty  maidens  grow 
An'  Uov,  but  where  the  tow'r 
Dd  ftaa  naong  the  bricken  tnns, 
la  Blaekntwore  by  the  Stonr. 

If  Tcm  eonld  zee  their  eomely  gniU 
An  pf^itf  fei&ces'  smiles, 
A-tnpfi^n  on  so  light  o'  waYgbt, 
An*  stepp^n  off  the  stiles  ; 
A^rwaln  to  churchy  a«  bells  do  swing 
Air  ring  *iihin  the  tow^r, 
Tnn  *d  own  tbe  nretty  maidens*  plelce 
li  BlacJcmwore  by  the  Stour. 


If  yon  vrom  Wimbome  t<>ok  your  road. 

To  Stower  or  Paladore, 

An*  all  tbe  farmers'  hoiiBen  show'd 

Tbeir  daughters  at  the  dwjr  ; 

You  'd  crj'  to  bachelors  at  hwome  — 

**  Here,  come  :  'ithiii  an  hour 

You  '11  vind  ten  maidens  to  your  mind. 

In  Blackmwore  by  tiie  Stour." 

An'  if  you  looked  *ithin  their  door. 
To  zee  em  in  their  pleikse, 
A-do&n  housework  up  avore 

Their  sniil^n  motber^s  feiice  ; 

You  'd  cry  —  "  Why,  if  a  man  would  wire 

An*  tlirive»  'ithout  a  dow'r. 

Then  let  en  look  en  out  a  mfe 

In  Blaekmwore  by  the  Stour*" 

As  I  upon  my  road  did  pass 
A  sehuol-hoiise  back  in  May, 
There  out  upon  tbe  beilteu  gra«s 
Wer  maidens  at  tbeir  play  ; 
An'  as  the  pretty  souls  did  tweil 
An'  smile,  I  cried,  **  The  flow'r 
O'  b(»atity,  then,  is  BtiU  in  bud 
In  Blackmwore  by  the  Stour/' 

THE   HEARE 

(1)  There  Ih.' the  greybouuds  j   lo*k  I  an' 

tliere  's  tlie  beJU*e  ! 

(2)  What  honu'Sf  the  sqiiies's,  Tboama? 

where,  then,  where  ? 

(1)  Why,  out  in  Ash  Hill^  near  the  bam, 

behind 
Thik  tree.      (3)  Tlie   pollard?      (1)  Pol- 
lard !  no  !  b  *ye  blind  ? 

(2)  There,  I  do  zee  em  over-right  thik 

cow. 

(3)  Tlie  red  woone  ?   (1)  No»  a  mUe  be- 

yand  her  now. 
(3)   Oh  I  there's  the  h«ife,  m-mtdlkka  for 
the  drong. 

(2)  My   goodness  t       How  the  dogs   da 

zweep  along, 
A^pok^n  out  their  pwelnted  noses'  tips. 

(3)  Ue  can't  allow  hixxelf  much  timn  vor 

slips  I 

(1)  They  11   hab  en,  after  all,  1*11  bet  a 

crown. 

(2)  Done   vor  a   crown.      They   woon*t  I 

He  *s  gwain  to  gronn\ 

(3)  He  is  I    (1)  He  idden  I    (3)  Ah  I  'tis 

well  his  tooes 
Ha'  got  noo  corns,  inside  o'  hobnail  shoes. 
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(1)  He  '8  geame  a-nmn^n  too.    Why,  he 

do  mwore 
Than  e&rn  his  life.     (3)   His  life  wer  his 

avore. 
(1)  There,  now  the  dogs  wnll  tnm  en. 

(2)   No  I  He 's  right. 
(1)   He  iddenl       (2)  £es  ha  is!      (3) 

He 's  out  o*  zignt. 

(1)  Aye,  aye.    His  mettle  wnll  be  well  a- 

tried 
Agwain  down  Yemy  Hill,  o*  t'other  zide. 
They  '11  have  en  there.     (3)   O  no  1  a  yew 

good  hops 
Wall  tcSke  en  on  to  Knapton  Lower  Copse. 

(2)  An'  that 's  a  meesh  that  he  've  a-took 

avore. 

(3)  £es,  that's    his  hwome.      (1)  He'll 

never  reach  his  door. 
(2)   HewuU.    (1)   Hewoon't.    (3)  Now, 

hark,  d  'ye  heilr  em  now  ? 
(2)   O  !  here 's  a  bwoy  a-come  athirt  the 

brow 
O' Knapton  HiU.  We  Tl  ax  en.   (1)  Here, 

my  bwoy ! 
Canst  tell  as  where 's  the  hettre?      (4) 

He 's  got  awoy. 
(2)  Ees,  got  awoy,  in  coo'se,  I  never  zeed 
A  heftre  a-scot^n  on  wi'  half  his  speed. 

(1)  Why,  there,  the  dogs  be  wold,  an'  half 

ardone. 
They  can 't  catch  anything  wi'  la^  to  ran. 

(2)  Yrom  vu'st  to  last  they  had  but  little 

chance 
O'  catch^n  o"n.     (3)  They  had  a  perty 

dance. 
(1)  No,  catch  en,  no !    I  little  thought 

they  woald  ; 
He  know*d  his  road  too  well  to  Knapton 

Wood. 

(3)  No  !  no  1    I  wish  the  squier  would  let 

me  fe&ne 
On  rabbits  till  his  hounds  do  catch  thik 
heftre. 

THE   CASTLE   RUINS 

A  HAPPY  day  at  Whitsuntide, 
As  soon 's  the  zun  begun  to  vail, 


We  all  stroU'd  np  the  steep  hiU-nde 

To  Meldon,  gret  an'  small ; 
Out  where  the  Castle  wall  stood  high 
A-mwoldr^n  to  the  sonny  sky. 

An'  there  wi'  Jenny  took  a  stroll 
Her  youngest  sister,  Poll,  so  gay, 

Bezide  John  Hind,  ah !  merry  so^ 
An'  mid  her  wedlock  fay  ; 

An'  at  our  zides  did  play  an'  ran 

My  little  maid  an'  smaller  son. 

Above  the  beftten  mwold  upsprong 
The  driven  doust,  a^preaden  light, 

An'  on  the  new-leav'd  thorn,  a-hnng, 
Wer  wool  apquiv'r^n  white  ; 

An'  corn,  a-sheen^n  bright,  did  bow, 

On  slop^n  Meldon's  zanny  brow. 

There,  down  the  roofless  wall  did  glow 
The  zun  upon  the  grassy  vloor, 

An'  weakly-wandrto  winoCs  did  blow, 
Unhinder'd  by  a  door ; 

An'  smokeless  now  avore  the  zon 

Did  Stan'  the  ivy-girded  tun. 

My   bwoy    did   watch   the  daws'  brigb^ 

wings 
A-flappen  vrom  their  ivy  bow'rs  ; 
My    wife    did    watch   my    malid's   Ugb^ 
springs, 
Out  here  an*  there  vor  flow*rs  ; 
And  John  did  zee  noo  tow'rs,  the  pleftoe 
Vor  him  had  only  Polly's  feftce. 

An'  there,  of  all  that  pried  about 
The  walls,  I  overlooked  em  best. 

An' what  o' that  ?    Why,  I  mettde  out 
Noo  mwore  than  all  the  rest : 

That  there  wer  woonce  the  nest  of  zome 

That  wer  a-gone  avore  we  come. 

When  woonce  above  the  tun  the  smoke 
Did  wreathy  blue  among  the  trees, 

An'  down  below,  the  liv^n  voek 
Did  tweil  as  brisk  as  bees  ; 

Or  zit  wi*  weary  knees,  the  while 

The  sky  wer  lightless  to  their  tweiL 
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DULE'S 


r   THIS 
MINE 


BONNET 


The  dole  *»  t'  thb  bonnet  o*  mine  ; 

Mj  ribbbiB  *!!  never  be  reel  ; 
Here,  Mallr,  aw  *m  Uke  to  be  fine, 

For  Jamie  'II  be  coinin*  to-neet  ; 
He  met  me  rth*lone  t*  other  day,  — 

Aw  *ni  gooiD*  for  wajter  to  th*  well,  — 
An'  he    htss^d    thai  aw'd    wed   bim  i 

m  Ik'  flMM,  IT  hell  let  me,  aw  will  r 


I 


Wlieii  be  took  my  two  bonds  into  bis, 

Good  Lord*  beaw  they  trembled  between  ; 
An*  aw  dnrvtn't  look  up  in  bin  face, 

Beoow  on  bim  see  in'  my  e'en  ; 
Mjcheek  went  as  red  aa  a  rose  ;  — 

Tbcre  *i  never  a  mortal  cmi  tell 
Henw  happy  aw  felt ;  for»  thea  koows, 

One  oould  n't  ha'  ax'd  bim  tbeirsel*. 

But  th*  tale  wnr  at  th*  end  o*  my  tung,  — 

To  let  it  eawt  would  n't  be  reet,  — 
For  aw  thought  to  aeem  forrtid  wur  wrung^ 

So  aw  towd  bim  aw  'd  tell  bim  to-neet ; 
Boi  Mally,  tliae  knows  Tery  weel,  — 

Tboach  it  iji  a*t  a  thing  one  should  own,  — 
Iv  aw  '(Tth*  pikein'  o*tb*  world  to  mysel'^ 

Aw  *d  oatber  ha'  Jamie  or  noan. 

Kcnw,  Mally,  aw  *ve  towd  tbo  my  mind  ; 

WhftI  wotild  to  do  iv  't  wur  thee  ? 
**  Aw  'd  tak  him  just  while  be  *re  inelm'd^ 

An'  a  farrantly  bargain  he  'd  be  ; 
For  Jamie  *b  aa  gradely  a  lad 

Aj  ever  steppM  eawt  into  th'  sim  ;  — 
Go^  jump  at  thy  ehance,  an'  get  wed, 

^AJl'  may  th'  best  o'  th*  job  when   it's 
dooet" 

Bi,  dear,  but  it 's  time  to  be  gwon,  ^- 

Aw  should  n't  like  Jamie  to  wait ; 
Aw  ecmnut  for  shame  be  too  soou^ 

An*  aw  would  n't  for  th'  world  be  too 
Ute; 
Aw  *m  o'  or  a  tremble  to  th*  heel,  — 

Dost  think  *at  my  bonnet  11  do  ?  — 
*  Be  off,  lass,  —  thae  looks  very  wee  I  ; 

Ht  wants  noan  o'  th'  bonnet|  thae  foo  I  ** 


TH'  SWEETHEART  GATE 

Oh,  there's   mony  a  gate  eawt  ov  ea^ 
tenwn-end, 

But  nobbut  one  for  me  ; 
It  winds  by  a  rindMn'  wayter  side, 

An'  o'er  a  posted  lea. 
It  wanders  into  a  shady  dell  ; 

An*  when  aw  *ve  done  for  th*  day, 
Aw  never  can  sattle  this  heart  o*  mine| 

Beawt  wiUkin'  deawn  that  way. 

It 's  noather  garden,  nor  posted  le% 

Nor  wayter  rindlin'  clear  ; 
But  dcawu  i'  th  vale  there  *8  a  rosy  nook« 

An'  ray  true  love  lives  theer. 
It 's  old  summer  where  th*  heart  *8  content, 

Tbo'  wintry  winds  may  blow  ; 
An*  there  's  never  a  gateVt  's  so  kind  to  th* 
fuut. 

As  th*  gate  one  likes  to  go. 

When  aw  set  off  o*  sweetheartin/  aw  *vt 

A  theawsan*  things  to  say  ; 
But  th*  very  first  glent  o'  yon  chimbley-t 

It  drives  *em  o*  away  ; 
An*  when  aw  meet  wi*  my  bonny  lass. 

It  sets  my  heart  a-jee  ;  — 
Oh,  there  *s  snramut  i'  th*  leet  o*  yon  two 
blue  e'en 

That  plays  the  dulc  wi*  me  f  J 

When  th*  kyrock  's  finished  his  wark  aboon, 

Ati*  laid  his  miiiio  by, 
He  fiuttexs  deawn  to  bis  matOi  an*  stops       j 

Till  day  leet  stirs  i'  th*  sky.  I 

Though  Matty  sends  me  away  at  dark,         ' 

Aw  know  tliat  boo 's  reet  full  well ;  -^ 
An'  it  *s  heaw  aw  love  a  true-hearted  l&aa, 

No  mortal  tung  ean  tell  I 

Aw  wish  that  Candlemas  day  were  pasti 

When  wakin*  time  conies  on  ; 
An*  aw  wish  that  Kesmaas  time  were  here^ 

An*  Mat^  an*  me  were  one. 
Aw  wish  this  wanderin*  wark  were  o*er —  J 

This  maunderiu'  to  an'  fro  ;  I 

That  aw  could  gO  whoam  to  my  own  tme 
love, 

An*  stop  at  neet  an'  o*. 


no 
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OWD  PINDER 

OwD  Finder  were  a  rackless  foo. 

An'  spent  his  days  i'  spreein' ; 
At  th'  end  ov  every  drinkin'-do, 

He  're  sure  to  crack  o'  deein' ; 
**  Go,  sell  my  rags,  an'  sell  my  shoon  ; 

Aw 's  never  live  to  trail  'em  ; 
My  ballis-pipes  are  eawt  o'  tune, 

An'  th'  wynt  begins  to  fail  'em  I 

«*  Eawr  Matty 's  very  fresh  an'  ynng ; 

'T  woold  ony  mon  bewilder  ; 
Hoo  11  wed  again  afore  it 's  lung, 

For  th'  lass  is  fond  o'  childer  ; 
Mybit  o'  brass  11  fly, — yo  'n  see,  — 

When  th'  cofiBn-lid  has  screen'd  me  ; 
It  gwos  again  my  pluck  to  dee, 

An'  lev  her  wick  beheend  me. 

"  Come,  Matty,  come,  an'  cool  my  ved, 
Aw  'm  finish'd,  to  my  thinkin'  ; '' 

Hoo  happ'd  him  nicely  up,  an'  said,  — 
**  Thae  's  brought  it  on  wi'  drinkin'  I " 


<<Kay,    nay,"    said    he,    ''my   fnddle 
done ; 

We  're  partin'  t'  one  fro' t'  other ; 
Sojipromise  me  that  when  a  'm  gwoDy 

laea  '11  never  wed  another  1 '' 

"Th*  owd  tale,"  said  hoo,  an*  laft  l 
stoo, 

« It 's  rayley  past  belierin* ; 
Thee  think  o'th'  world  thea  'rt  ^wn'  to^ 

An'  leave  this  world  to  th'  livm' ; 
What  use  to  me  can  deead  folk  be  ? 

Thae 's  kilt  thisel'  wi  spreein* ; 
An'  iv  that 's  o'  thae  wants  wi'  mei 

Get  f  orrod  wi'  thi  deein'  1 " 

He  scrat  his  yed,  he  mbb'd  his  e'e. 

An'  then  he  donn'd  his  breeches  ; 
**  Eawr  Mat^  gets  as  fause,"  said  he, 

"  As  one  o'  Pendle  witches ; 
Iv  ever  aw  'm  to  muster  wit. 

It  mnn  be  now  or  never ; 
Aw  think  aw  11  try  to  live  a  bit ; 

It  would  n't  do  to  lev  her ! " 


j6amud  Haptotft 

(LANCASHIRE) 


WELCOME,  BONNY  BRID ! 

Tha  'rt  welcome,  little  bonny  brid. 
But  should  n't  ha'  come  just  when  tha 
did; 

Toimes  are  bad. 
We  're  short  o'  pobbies  for  eawr  Joe, 
But  that,  of  course,  tha  did  n't  know, 

Did  ta,  lad  ? 

Aw've  often  yeard  mi  feyther  tell, 
^At  when  aw  coom  i'  th'  world  misel 

Trade  wur  slack ; 
An'  neaw  it 's  hard  wark  pooin'  throo  — 
But  aw  munno  fear  thee  ;  iv  aw  do 

Tha 'U  go  back. 

Cheer  up  I  these  toimes  'uU  awter  soon  ; 
Aw  'm  beawn  to  beigh  another  spoon  — 

One  for  thee  ; 
An'  as  tha 's  sich  a  pratty  face. 
Aw  11  let  thee  have  eawr  Charley's  place 

On  mi  knee. 


God  bless  thee,  love,  aw  'm  fain  tha  'rt  eon 
Just  try  an'  mak  thisel  awhoam : 

Whatar'tco'd? 
Tha  'rt  loike  thi  mother  to  a  tee, 
But  tha 's  thi  feyther's  nose,  aw  see, 

Well,aw'mblow'dI 

Come,  come,  tha  need  n't  look  so  shy, 
Aw  am  no'  blaokin'  thee,  not  I ; 

Settle  deawn. 
An'  tak  this  hanp'ney  for  thisel', 
There  's  lots  o'  sugar-sticks  to  sell 

Deawn  i  th'  teawn. 

Aw  know  when  furst  aw  coom  to  th'  leet 
Aw  're  fond  o'  owt  'at  tasted  sweet ; 

Tha  11  be  th' same. 
But  come,  tha 's  never  towd  thi  dad 
What  he 's  to  CO  thi  yet,  mi  lad  — 

What 's  thi  name  ? 

Hush  !  hush  !  tha  munno  cry  this  wftyf 
But  get  this  sope  o'  cinder  tay 
While  it 's^ 


^^                                   LAYCOCK- 

-ELLIOTT                                      III         ] 

^B    Mi  mother  us*d  to  give  it  me, 

Till  feyther  'a  noan  bin  wed  so  long,                ^H 

^B    Mlieu  AW  wur  aich  a  lad  m»  thee, 

An'  yet  tha  sees  he  'a  middlin'  throng             ^H 

^H                  In  her  arso. 

Wi'  yo'  o  :                                             ^1 

Besides  thi  little  brother,  Ted,                         ^H 

r         Hush  a  babbj,  bush  a  bee  — 

We  'n  one  up-ateera,  asleep  i'  bed                    ^H 

y         Oh,  what  a  temper  !  dear  a-me, 

Wi'eawrJoe.                                     H 

^L                   Heaw  tha  skroikea  I 

^^M 

^P    Her»  'a  a  bit  o*  sugar,  tithee  ; 

But  though  we  'o  childer  two  or  tbreei           ^H 

P         Uowd  thi  noise,  an*  then  aw  ^U  gie  thee 

We  '11  mak*  a  bit  o'  reawm  for  thee —            ^H 

L                         Owt  tha  loikes. 

Bless  thee,  lad  1                                    ^1 

Tha  'rt  th'  prettiest   brid   we   hati  i'  tlif      ^ 

^B  We  *a  aobbot  eetten  coarsish  fare» 
Btit  eawt  o'  thtti  tha  'at  ha'  thi  aharet 

nest  ;                                                           J 

Come,  hatch  up  closer  to  mi  breast—            ^H 

Kerer  fear. 

Aw  'ui  thi  dad.                                 ^H 

Aw  hope  thn  '11  never  want  a  meeJ, 
Hut  alfua  fill  thi  bAllj  weel 

^^H 

^H 

^H                  While  tha  'k  here. 

■ 

^^^^               POKIS  OF  TP 

IE  NEW  DAY                                 H 

P    (HuKAKiTV  —  Free  Thought  —  Politi 

icAL,  Social,  and  Artistic,  Reform)    ^] 

^^A                           €hmt^t\ 

t  €lIiott                                    H 

^ELEGY  ON  WILLIAM  CORBETT 

Though  gnarl'd  the   storm-toss'd  boughs     ^1 

tlmt  brav'd                                                      J 

The  tluinder*a  gnther'd  scowl,                       ^H 

O  SKAR  him  where  the  mtn  cati  fall. 

And  where  the  winds  can  blow  ; 

Not  always  through  his  darkness  rav'd          ^^M 
The  atonn-winds  of  the  bouL                        ^^M 

And  lei  the  9un  weep  o'er  his  pal) 

Ab  to  the  grave  ye  gu  1 

^^H 

0,  DO  f  in  hours  of  golden  calm                       ^^M 

And  in  some  little  lone  church jard, 

Morn  met  his  forehead  buld  ;                      ^^U 

Beside  the  growing  corn, 

And  breezy  evening  sang  her  psalm                ^^M 

Lmt  senile  Ntt«re*s  atern  pro»e  bardt 
i        Umt  nkthtiest  peasant-born* 

Beneath  bis  dew>dropp*d  gold*                    ^^M 

H 

The  wren  its  crest  of  fibred  fire                      ^H 

^^wM  let  the  wild-flower  wed  hia  grave, 

With  his  rich  bronze  compared,                    ^H 

^^I^Bil  beea  may  murmur  near, 

While  many  a  youngUng^s  songfiil  aire           ^H 

^^^Hp  V'*^  ^  ^^  ^<^'"^  ^^nd  ^^^  brave. 

His  acoru'd  twigleta  shar'd*                         ^^| 

Afldiay  — **A  inan  Uea  here  1" 

^^1 

The  lark,  above,  sweet  tribute  paid,               ^^M 

For  Britona  honor  Cobbett's  nnme. 

Where  clondi  with  light  were  riven  ;           ^^ 

Though  rashljr  oft  he  ajioke  ; 

And  true  love  sought  his  blnebeird  shade,            J 

Aad  oone  can  aconi,  and  few  will  blame, 

'*  To  bless  the  hour  of  heaven."                    ^J 

ThelowOaldliMttoroak. 

^H 

E'en  when  his  stormy  voice  was  load,             ^H 

8ii«*  o*er  hia  proatrate  branches^  see  1 

And  guilt  quak'd  at  the  sound,                      ^H 
Beneath  the  frown  that  shook  the  proud         ^H 

EVrt  '"-^-♦'"'"^  Imte  consents 

Tor^\                 1  the  fallen  tree. 

The  poor  a  shelter  found.                            ^H 

Hia  L. .~.-  aueameuta. 

^ 

I^^^^^^^^^^H^^^^I 
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And.  union  safe,  the  nation  Bteora 

By  love  they  minister  to  thought, 

Thmu^lt  sunshme  and   throngb  storm^ 

Love   makes   them    brt?ath©   the  poet's 

sin : 

song; 

Aod  we  sweAT  that  equal  laws 

When  their  Creator  beat  is  praised,                  h 

Slmli  prevail  o  er  lord  lings*  words, 

'T  is  love  inspires  the  adoriug  throng.          ^^M 

And  can  prtive  that  freedom's  catiae 

^ 

It  too  ttTong  for  hireling  swordB  : 

Knowledge,  ami  power^  and  will  supreme^            1 

Then  honor  we 

Are  hut  celestial  tyranny,                               ^^t 

The  victory 

Till  tliey  are  consecrate  by  love,                       ^^| 

Of  the  people  hrave,  united  ; 

The  essence  of  divinity.                                 ^^| 

Lei  all  oar  bands 

1 

Join  hearts  and  hands  : 

For  love  is  strength,  and  faith,  nnd  bopt:  |            1 

0«r  wrongs  shall  all  be  righted* 

It  crowns  with  blms  our  mortal  state  ;               1 

And,  gbmciug  far  beyond  the  graven                      M 

LIFE   IS    LOVE 

Foresees  a  life  of  endless  date.                    ^^1 

Thi:  fair  varieties  of  earth, 

That  life  is  love  ;  and  all  of  life                      ^| 

The  heavena  serene  and  bine  above, 

Time  or  eternity  can  prove  ;                         ^^M 

The  rippling  smile  of  mighty  seas  — 
What  is  die  charm  of  all/but  love  ? 

Both  men  and  angels,  worms  and  godv          ^^1 

^_„....         1 

€f)oiim^  i^ooD                                     ^M 

THE  DREAM  OF  EUGENE  ARAM 

Leaf  after  leaf,  he  tnro'd  it  o*er,                    ^^B 

Xor  ever  glanced  aside,                                        1 

TwAi  m  the  prime  of  auromer  time, 

For  the  i^eace  of   his  soul    he   read  thai          ■ 

An  ev«mnr  calm  and  cool, 
And  fonr^and-twenty  happy  boys 
CMne  boiuiding  out  of  school  : 

book                                                         ^B 

In  the  golden  eventide :                                ^^M 

Much  study  had  made  him  Yery  lean,             ^^M 

Xbef»  were  some  that  ran  and  some  that 

And  pale,  and  leadennsyed.                          ^^M 

leap'd, 

^^H 

Like  troutli»t8  in  a  pool. 

At  last  he  shut  the  ponderous  tome^  ^^H 
With  a  fast  and  fervent  grasp                      ^^| 

Awmy  Uity  sped  with  gmmesonie  minds, 
Am  MMils  nntoiich'd  by  sin  ; 

He  strained  the  dusky  covers  close,                  ^^| 

And  tlx'd  the  brazen  hasp  :                            ^^M 

To  m  Wrel  mead  thev  came,  and  there 

**  Oh,  God  t  could  I  so  close  my  mind,            ^^M 

Tbey  diave  the  wickets  in  : 

And  clasp  it  with  a  clasp  !  "*'                       ^H 

FlaMaoilj  thone  the  setting  sun 
Over  tbe  town  of  Lynn. 

^^^ 

Then  leaping  on  his  feet  npright,                     ^^M 

Some  mowiy  turns  he  took,  —                      ^^M 

Like  sportive  deer  they  cours'd  about, 
Ana  slicmted  as  they  ran. 

Now  up  the  mead,  then  down  the  metd^  ^H 
And  past  a  shady  nook,  —                             ^H 

TimiiiKg  to  mirth  all  things  of  earth. 

And,  lo  1  he  saw  a  little  boy                              ^H 

As  onJ?  boyhood  can  ; 
But  the  Usher  sat  remote  from  all, 

That  por'd  upon  a  book.                                ^^| 

^^H 

A  tnelanciioly  man  1 

"  My  gentle  lad,  what  is  H  you  read  —            ^H 

Biomance  or  fairy  fable  ?                               ^^M 

Bis  bat  was  off,  his  vest  apart. 

Or  is  it  some  historic  page,                                ^^| 

To  oftiob  beaven*s  blessed  breeze  j 

Of  kings  and  crowns  unstable  ?  '*                  ^H 

fvf  a  barsjng  thonght  was  in  his  brow, 
And  his  boMm  iU  at  ease  : 

The  young  boy  gave  an  upward  glance,*-^  ^1 
*'  It  is  *  The  i5eath  of  Abel.'  **                           J 

So  bs  U«&*d  bis  bead  on  his  hands,  and  read 

^J 

Xbe  book  botween  his  knees. 

^^^^^ 
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The  Usher  took  six  hasty  strides^ 

As  smit  with  sudden  pain, 
Six  hasty  strides  heyond  the  plaoe, 

Then  slowly  back  again  ; 
And  down  he  sat  beside  the  lad. 

And  talk'd  with  him  of  Cain  ; 

And,  long  since  then,  of  Uoody  men. 

Whose  deeds  tradition  saves  ; 
Of  lonely  folk  cut  off  unseen, 

And  hid  in  sudden  graves  ; 
Of  horrid  stabs,  in  groves  f  orlom. 

And  murders  done  in  oaves ; 

And  how  the  sprites  of  injur'd  men 
Shriek  upMrard  from  the  sod  ; ' 

Aye,  how  the  ghostly  hand  will  point 
To  show  the  burial  olod  ; 

And  unknown  facts  of  guilty  acts 
Are  seen  in  dreams  from  God  I 

He  told  how  murderers  walk  the  earth 

Beneath  the  curse  of  Cain, 
With  crimson  clouds  before  their  eyes. 

And  flames  about  their  brain  : 
For  blood  has  left  upon  their  souls 

Its  everlasting  stiun. 

"  And  well,"  quoth  he,  «*  I  know,  for  truth, 
Their  pangs  must  be  extreme,  — 

Woe,  woe,  unutterable  woe,  — 
Who  spill  life's  sacred  stream  I 

For  why  ?  Methought,  last  night,  I  wrought 
A  murder,  in  a  dream  I 

^  One  that  had  never  done  me  wrong, 

A  feeble  man  and  old  : 
I  led  him  to  a  lonely  field  ; 

The  moon  shone  clear  aud  cold  : 
Now  here,  said  I,  this  man  shall  die, 

And  I  will  have  his  gold  I 

^  Two  sudden  blows  with  a  ragged  stick. 

And  one  with  a  heavy  stone. 
One  hurried  gash  with  a  hasty  knife,  — 

And  then  the  deed  was  done ; 
There  was  nothing  lying  at  my  foot 

But  lifeless  flesh  and  bone  I 

*<  Nothing  but  lifeless  flesh  and  bone, 

That  could  not  do  me  ill ; 
And  yet  I  fear'd  him  all  the  more, 

For  lying  there  so  still : 
There  was  a  manhood  in  his  look, 

That  murder  could  not  kill 


"  And,  lo  I  the  uaiveBial  air 
Seem'd  lit  with  ghastlv  flame  ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  dreadful  eyes 
Were  looking  down  in  blame  : 

I  took  the  dead  man  by  his  hand. 
And  call*d  upon  his  name  1 

**  Oh,  Grod  I  it  made  me  qoake  to  see 
Such  sense  within  the  slain  1 

But  when  I  toueh'd  the  lifeless  clay, 
The  blood  gush'd  ont  amain  I 

For  every  clot,  a  burning  qpot 
Was  scorching  in  my  brain  f 

«  My  head  was  like  an  ardent  ooal, 

My  heart  as  solid  ioe  ; 
My  wretched,  wretched  soul,  I  kaaVf 

Was  at  the  Devil's  price ; 
A  dozen  times  I  groan'd  :  tiie  dead 

Had  never  groan'd  but  twioe. 


*<  And  now,  from  forth  the  frowning  slc^?* 
From  the  Heaven's  topmost  height, 

I  heard  a  voice  —  the  awful  vmoe 
Of  the  blood-avenging  sprite  : 

*  Thou  ffoilty  man  I  take  up  thy  dead 
And  hide  it  from  my  aiffit  I' 

<*  I  took  the  dreary  body  up, 

And  cast  it  in  a  stream, 
A  slugg^h  water,  black  as  ink. 

The  depth  was  so  extreme  :  -^ 
My  gentle  Boy,  remember  this 

18  nothing  but  a  dream  I 

"  Down  went  the  corse  with  hollow  plnng* 

And  vanished  in  the  pool ; 
Anon  I  cleans'd  my  bloody  hands, 

And  wash'd  mv  forehead  cool. 
And  sat  among  the  urchins  voong^ 

That  evening  in  the  soho<u. 

<*  Oh,  Heaven  I  to  think  of  their  white  soiil% 

And  mine  so  black  and  grim  I 
I  could  not  share  in  childi^  piayer 

Nor  join  in  Evening  Hyom : 
Like  a  Devil  of  the  Pit  I  seem'd, 

'Mid  holy  Cherubim  1 

*'  And  peace  went  with  them,  one  and  all, 

And  each  calm  pillow  spr^ul ; 
But  Guilt  was  my  grim  ChambcorlaiQ 

That  lighted  me  to  bed. 
And  drew  my  midnight  curtains  round* 

With  fingers  blood^  red  1 
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•  All  night  I  lay  in  A|f«nj*t 

"  So  wills  the  fierce  avenging  Sprit«|              ^H 

In  lui^mkh  djirk  atitl  deep, 
Mr  fever'd  t?y<»«  I  dar'd  not  close, 
^at  stared  ng^btist  at  81t»ep  : 

Till  yood  for  bloo4l  atones  1                          ^H 

Aye,  though  he  *s  burred  in  a  cava,                 ^H 

And  trodden  down  with  stones,                    ^^H 

For  Sill  had  renderM  unto  her 

And  yeani  have  rotted  vS  bis  flesh,  —           ^^M 

TIm?  kv>«  of  bell  to  keep. 

The  world  shall  sec  his  bones.                     ^^H 

"All  night  I  lay  in  ^goayt 

"  Oh,  God  1  that  horrid,  horrid  dream           ^H 

\           Krom  wtmiy  ehitne  to  chime. 

Besets  me  now  awake  1                                  ^^M 

,        With  one  Uuettiug  horrid  bbt, 

Again  —  again,  with  dizzy  brain,                     ^^M 
The  human  life  I  take  ;                                   ^^J 

That  rai'k'd  uie  all  the  time  ; 

A  tiitglity  jeartiing  like  the  lirst 

And    my   red   right    hand    grows  raging         J 

Fierc«  impulM  uuto  oriine ; 

hot,                                                           ^M 

Like  Cranmer*s  at  the  stake.                        ^^M 

^1 

All  other  thougbts  its  slave  : 

"  And  still  no  peace  for  the  restless  clay              1 

Sit^nip!tr  and  «irou^r  every  puke 
Did  that  temptation  crave. 

Will  wave  or  mould  allow  ;                           ^^B 

Tim  bur  rid  thing  pursues  my  soul,  —              ^^H 

8till  nrg^g  mo  to  go  and  aee 
Th£  Thsmd  Man  in  hk  grave  1 

It  standi)  l»efure  me  now  I "                           ^^M 

The  fearful  Boy  look'd  up,  and  saw                ^^M 

Huge  drops  upon  his  brow.                           ^^H 

^  Hcavilv  I  rose  up,  as  soon 
A«  light  wns  in  the  sky. 

^^M 

That  very  night,  while  gentle  sleep                 ^H 

Aiwl  sought  the  black  accursed  pool 

The  urchin  eyelids  kiss'd,                                    V 

With  a  wild  misgividg  eye  : 

Two  stern-faced  men  set  out  from  Lyon^             J 

And  I  saw  the  Deiul  In  the  river  bed» 

Tbrougb  the  cold  and  heavy  mist ;              ^^H 

For  the  faithless  stream  was  dry. 

And  Eugene  Aram  walk'd  betweeo^               ^^M 

With  gyves  upon  his  wtust.                         ^H 

^  Meinrtly  rose  the  lark,  and  shook 

^^H 

The  dew-drop  from  its  wing  ; 

T^T    J^^t'fT^^^  t*                                                                   ^^^^^H 

Bnl  I  never  mark'd  its  morning  flight, 

FLOWERS                          ^H 

I  never  heard  it  sing, 

^^H 

For  I  waa  stooping  once  again 
ITwier  the  horrid  tiling. 

I  WILL  not  have  the  mad  Clytie,                     ^^M 

Whose  bead  is  turn'd  by  the  sun  ;                  ^^M 

Tbe  tulip  is  a  courtly  quean,                            ^^H 
Whom,  tbe  re  fore  I  will  shun  ;                          ^^H 

**  With  breathless  speed,  like  a  soul  in  chase. 

1  took  Kiui  ap  and  ran  ; 

The  cowslip  is  a  country  wench,                       ^^H 

Tbrre  was  uo  time  to  dig  a  grave 

llie  violet  is  a  nun  ;                                           ^^M 

Btfoire  the  day  began  : 

But  I  will  woo  the  dainty  rose,                       ^^M 

The  queen  of  every  one.                                    ^^| 

I  kid  the  tutirder*d  man. 

^^K 

The  pea  is  but  a  wanton  witch,                        ^^M 

«  Aod  all  tliat  day  I  rend  in  school, 

1  In  too  much  haste  to  wed,                                  ^^H 

Bnl  ID  J  thought  was  other  where  ; 

And  cbtsps  her  rings  on  every  hand;              ^^M 
The  wolfsbane  I  should  dread  ;                        ^^H 

Aa  toon  as  the  n^id-tlay  task  was  done, 

Ia  secret  I  wan  there  ; 

Nor  will  I  dreary  rosemarye,                             ^^| 

And  a  might T  wind  had  swept  the  laaveSi 
And  HtUl  the  oorse  was  bare  1 

Tbat  always  mourns  the  dead  ;                         ^^M 

But  I  will  woo  the  dainty  rote»                       ^^U 

With  her  cheeks  of  tender  red.                        ^^M 

**  Then  down  I  cast  me  on  my  face, 

^^M 

L         Ami  first  began  to  weep, 

The  lily  is  all  in  white,  like  a  sainlt               ^^| 

H   For  I  knrw  my  secret  then  was  one 

And  so  is  no  mate  for  me,                                      1 

f        That  earth  refiiii*d  to  keep  : 

1      Or  kud  or  «<*a^  though  he  should  be 

And   tbe   daisy  *s  cheek   is   tipp*d  with  S    ^J 

blush,                                                          ^^M 

I         Ttvu  th'jusand  fathoms  deep. 

She  is  of  such  low  degree ;                              ^^M 

Ii6 
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Jasmine  is  sweet,  and  has  many  loves, 
And  the  broom 's  betroth'd  to  the  bee  ; 
But  I  will  plight  with  the  daintj  rosoy 
For  fairest  of  all  is  she. 


FAIR  INES 

O  BAW  ye  not  fair  Ines  ? 
She 's  gone  into  the  West, 
To  dame  when  the  sun  is  down, 
And  rob  the  world  of  rest : 
She  took  our  daylight  with  her, 
The  smiles  that  we  We  best, 
With  morning  blushes  on  her  cheek, 
And  pearls  upon  her  breast 

0  turn  again^  fair  Ines, 
Before  the  fall  of  night, 

For  fear  the  Moon  should  shine  alone. 

And  stars  unrivall'd  bright ; 

And  blessed  will  the  lover  be 

Hiat  walks  beneath  their  light. 

And  breathes  the  love  against  thy  cheek 

1  dare  not  even  write. 

Would  I  had  been,  fair  Ines, 

That  gallant  cavalier 

Who  rode  so  eayly  by  thy  side. 

And  whisper'd  thee  so  near  I 

Were  there  no  bonny  dames  at  home. 

Or  no  true  lovers  here. 

That  he  should  cross  the  seas  to  win 

The  dearest  of  the  dear  ? 

I  saw  thee,  lovely  Ines, 

Descend  along  the  shore, 

With  bands  of  noble  gentlemen. 

And  banners  wav'd  before  ; 

And  gentle  youth  and  maidens  gay. 

And  snowy  plumes  they  wore  ;  — 

It  would  have  been  a  l>eauteous  dream,  — 

If  it  had  been  no  more  I 

Alas,  alas,  fair  Ines, 

She  went  away  with  song, 

With  Music  waiting  on  her  steps. 

And  shoutings  of  the  throng  ; 

But  some  were  sad,  and  felt  no  mirth, 

But  only  Music's  wrong, 

In  sounds  that  sang  Farewell,  Farewell, 

To  her  you  Ve  lov*d  so  long. 

Farewell,  farewell,  fair  Ines  I 
That  vessel  never  bore 


So  fair  a  lady  on  its  deek. 

Nor  danced  so  light  before  : 

Alas  for  pleaanze  on  the  aea. 

And  sorrow  on  the  shore  I 

The  smile  that  bless'd  one  lover's  heart 

Has  broken  many  more  I 

THE  DEATH-BED 

We  watch'd  her  breathing  thro*  the  nigli^ 

Her  breathing  soft  and  low. 
As  in  her  breast  the  wave  of  Hfe 

Kept  heaving  to  and  fro. 

So  silently  we  seem'd  to  speak, 

So  slowly  mov'd  about. 
As  we  had  lent  her  hidf  our  powen 

To  eke  her  living  out. 

Our  very  hopes  belied  our  fears. 
Our  fears  our  hopes  belied  — 

We  thought  her  dying  when  she  slept, 
And  sleeping  when  she  died. 

For  when  the  mom  came  dim  and  sad, 
And  chill  with  early  showers. 

Her  quiet  eyelids  dos'd  —  she  had 
Another  mom  than  ours. 

BALLAD 

It  was  not  in  the  winter 
Our  loving  lot  was  cast ; 
It  was  the  time  of  roses, 
We  pluck'd  them  as  we  pass'd. 

That  churlish  season  never  frown'd 
On  early  lovers  yet : 
Oh,  no  —  the  world  was  newly  crown'd 
With  flowers  when  first  we  met  I 

'T  was  twilight,  and  I  bade  yon  go^ 

But  still  you  held  me  fast ; 

It  was  the  time  of  roses. 

We  pluck'd  them  as  we  pass'd. 

What  else  could  peer  thy  glowing  cheeki 
That  tears  began  to  stud  ? 
And  when  I  ask'd  the  like  of  Love, 
You  snatch'd  a  damask  bud  ; 

And  op'd  it  to  the  dainty  core, 
StiU  glowing  to  the  last. 
It  was  the  time  of  roses. 
We  pluck'd  them  as  we  pass'd. 
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I. EAR 

FROM  '»MISS  KILMANSEGG  AND         1 

HER   PRECIOUS   LEG*'              _J 

A  POOR  old  Idag  with  sorrow  for  mj  crown. 

a 

TlinHi*d  upon  straw,  and  nuuiUed  with  tho 

U£R  DEATH                                     ^H 

wind  — 

For  pity,  mj  own  tears  have  nmde  me  blind 

T  IB  a  stern  and  startling  thing  to  think 

That  I  mi|^ht  never  sve  my  child ren*8  frown  ; 
.And   maybe   nuidiieBa    like  a   friend    haji 

How  often  mortality  stands  on  the  brink 

Of  its  grave  without  any  misgivinj^  : 

thrown 

And  yet  m  this  slippery  world  of  strife, 

A  folded  fillet  over  mj  dark  mind, 

In  the  stir  of  human  bustle  so  rife. 

So  that   unkindly  speech  may  sound   for  > 

There  are  daily  sounds  to  tell  us  that  Life 

kind,  — 

Is  dying,  and  Death  is  living  I 

Albeit  I  know  not-  —  I  am  ohildi^h  ^rown. 

^ 

And  bare  not  gold  to  parclia^e  wit  withal, 

Ay,  Beauty  the  Girl,  and  Love  the  Bay,         ^H 

I   that  haTe  once   maintained  moat  royal 

Bright  as  they  are  with  hope  and  joy,              ^H 
How  their  souls  would  sadden  ini^tAuter,          1 

sute. 

A  Tsry  bankrupt  now  that  may  not  call 
My  child,  my  child — all-beggar'd  save  in 

To  remember  that  one  of  those  wedding           1 

bells,                                                                 1 

tears. 

Which  ring  so  merrily  through  the  dell%              J 

Wherewith  I  daily   weep  an  old  man's 

Is  the  same  that  knells                             ^H 

fate, 

Our  last  farewells,                                     ^^M 

Fooiiah — and  blind — and  oTeicome  with 

Only  broken  into  a  canter  t                          ^^M 

years  t 

^^M 

But  breath  and  blood  set  doom  at  nought  :     ^^ 

BALLAD 

How  little  the  wretched  Countess  thought,           1 

When  at  night  she  unloosed  her  sandal,       ^M 

8pRDro  it  ifi  ebeeij, 

That  the  Fates  bad  woven  her  burial  cloth,    ^H 

Winter  is  dreary. 

And  that  Death,  in  the  sha]>e  of  a  Death's    ^^ 

Gf«en  leaves  hanj^f  but  the  brown  must  fly  ; 

Head  Moth,                                                   1 

When  he  *«  for<iaken, 

Was  fluttering  roiuid  her  candle  !                ^^fl 

Withcr*d  and  shaken, 

^^H 

Wliat  can  an  old  man  do  but  die  ? 

As  she  look'd  at  her  clock  of  or<molu,            ^1 

For  the   hours  she   had  gone  so  wearily 

Lome  will  not  clip  him, 

through 
At  the  end  of  a  day  of  trial. 

Maids  will  not  lip  him, 

Hand  and  Marian  pass  him  by ; 

How  little  she  saw  in  her  pride  of  prime 
The  dart  of  Death  in  the  Hand  of  Time  — 

TcNith  it  is  sunny, 

Age  has  no  honey, 

That  hand  which  mov'd  on  the  dial  1 

What  can  an  old  man  do  but  die  ? 

^H 

As  she  went  with  her  taper  up  the  stair,         ^H 

Jtme  it  was  joUr, 
0  for  its  folly  T 

How  little  her  swollen  eye  was  aware              ^^ 

That  the   Shadow   wliich   followed   wa«         J 

A  dancing  leg  and  a  laughing  eye  ; 
TouUi  may  be  silly, 

double  1                                                  ^m 

Or  when  she  oloe'd  her  chamber  door»            ^^M 

Wisdom  is  chilly/ 

It  was  shutting  out,  and  for  evermore,            ^^| 

Whai  ean  an  old  man  do  but  die  7 

The  world  —  and  its  worldly  troable.          ^H 

Frieftida  they  are  scanty, 

Little  she  dreamt,  as  she  laid  aside                ^^M 

Beggars  i^e  plenty, 

Her  jewels,  after  one  glance  of  pride,             ^^B 

if  he  has  followers,  1  know  why  ; 

They  were  solemn  bequests  to  Vanity  }            1 

Gold 's  in  his  clutches, 

Or  when  her  robes  she  began  to  doff                      1 

(Buring  him  crutches  I) 

That  she  stood  so  near  to  the  putting  off              1 

What  can  an  old  man  do  but  die  7 

Of  the  llesh  that  clothes  humanity.                  M 
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Ptiig  of  manr  a  crime  untold  ; 

I  staved  to  watch,  a  little  snaee,                   ^^M 
Her  parted  lips  if  »he  wonla  sing  ;        ^^^^| 

Goldl    G»Ut    Gold!    Gold! 

Good  or  biid  a,  thoiuAnd-fold  1 

The  waters  closed  above  her  face           ^^^^| 

How  widely  lU  agencies  vary  : 

With  many  a  ring*                                    ^^^^H 

To  laTC  —  to  ruin  —  to  ctirse  —  to  bless — 

^^^^^^ 

At  even  its  tnlnled  coins  erpress, 

And  still  I  stayed  a  little  more  :            ^^^^H 

Alas,  she  never  comes  again  I                 ^^^^H 

1               Bess, 

I  throw  my  flowers  ittmi  the  shore^             ^^^ 

And  sow  of  o  Uoody  Biliuy. 

And  watch  in  vain.                                  ^^^^H 

^^^ 

I  know  my  life  will  fade  away,             ^^^^H 

^^^H                RUTH 

I  know  that  I  must  vaudy  pine,             ^^^^1 

■^ 

For  I  am  made  of  mortal  clayf               ^^^^^| 

■Bps  stood  breast  liigh  amid  the  corn, 

But  she  *»  divine  f                                           ^^| 

ffECUsp'd  by  the  golden  li^ht  of  niora^ 
Liko  tbe  swoeiheart  of  the  sun, 

^^H 

1 

Who  many  a  glowing  kiss  had  won* 

ODE                                      J 

On  ber  cheek  an  antumn  flushi 

AUTUMN                             ^^^H 

Deeply  Hpen*d  ;  —  snch  a  blush 

^^^H 

In  the  midjit  of  brown  was  bom, 

I  BAW  old  Autumn  in  the  misty  mom      ^^^^H 

Stand  shadowless,  like  silence,  listeni]l^''^^^^^H 

Bomd  her  eyes  her  tresses  ft?I1, 

To  silence,  for  no  lonely  bird  would  sing  ^^^^| 

j       Wlucfa  were  blackest  none  could  tell, 

Into  his  hollow  ear  from  wooils  forluru,           ^^| 

But  long  lashes  veWd  a  Hglit 

Nor  lowly  hedge  nor  solitary  thoru  ;  —          ^H 
Shaking  his  languid  locks  all  dewy  bright        ^^M 
With  tangled  gossamer  that  fell  by  ni^t,        ^H 

Tliat  had  else  been  all  too  bright 

And  her  hat,  with  shad?  brim. 

Pearling  his  coronet  of  golden  com.              ^^M 

Uade  her  tressy  forehead  dim  ; 

^^^^^M 

^^^H 

taaamg  God  with  sweetest  looks  : 

^^^^H 

Where  are  the  songs  of  Summer  ?  —  With     ^^| 

fimoy  I  aaid,  hear'n  did  not  me«D 

the  sun,                                                     ^^^ 

Wliere  I  reap  thou  fihouldst  bnt  gleaui 

Oping  the  dusky  eyelids  of  the  sooth,              ^^M 
Till  shade  and  silence  waken  up  as  one^           ^^^ 

Lay  thy  sheii  adown  and  comei 

Share  my  huvest  and  my  home. 

And  Morning  sings  with  a  warm  odorous            1 

mouth.                                                            1 

Where  are  the  merry  birds  ?  — Away,  away,             1 

^m 

^B         THE  WATER   LADY 

On  panting  wings  through  the  inclement           J 

^ 

skies,                                                         ^^1 

AiAS,  the  moon  should  erer  beam 

Lest  owls  should  prey                                  ^^M 

To  ahiow  what  man  should  never  see  f 

Unda£zled  at  noon-day,                              ^H 

X  SAW  a  maiden  on  a  stream, 

And  tear  with  homy  beak  their  lustrou       ^H 

-And  fair  was  she  I 

^^1 

^  stayed  awhile,  to  see  her  throw 

j^^H 

Her  tresses  back,  that  aU  beset 

Where  are  the  blooms  of  Summer? — la            1 

The  fair  horizon  of  her  brow 

the  west,                                                              1 

lITith  elouds  of  jet. 

Blushing  their  last  to  the  last  sunny  hofirs«             1 
When  Ujc  mild  Eve  by  sudden  Night  is       ^J 

I  stayed  a  little  while  to  view 

prest                                                            ^^1 

Her  cheek,  that  wore  in  nlaoe  of  red 
Tbe  blocnn  of  water,  tender  blue, 

Like  tearful  Proeerpine,  snatch' d  from  her     ^^t 

tiow'rs                                                       ^H 

^I^i^iily  apread. 

To  a  most  gloomy  braaat                   ^^^H 

I20 
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Where  is  the  pride  of  Summer,  —  the  green 

prime, — 
The  many,  many  leaves  all  twinkling  ?  — 

Three 
On  the  moss'd  elm ;  three  on  the  n^kked 

lime 
Trembling, — and  one  upon  the  old  oak 

tree! 
Where  b  the  Drvad's  immortality  ?  — 
Gone  into  mournful  cypress  and  dark  yew. 
Or  wearing  the  long  eloomy  Winter  through 
In  the  smooth  holly's  green  eternity. 


IV 


The  squirrel  gloats  on  his  accomplish'd 

hoard. 
The  ants  have  brimm'd  their  gamers  with 

ripe  grain, 
And  honey  bees  haye  stor'd 
The  sweets  of  Summer  in  their  luscious 

ceUs  ; 
The  swallows  fJl  have  wing'd  across  the 

main  ; 
But  here  the  Autumn  melancholy  dwells, 

And  sighs  her  tearful  speUs 
Amouffst  the  sunless  shadows  of  the  plain, 
^one,  alone. 
Upon  a  mossy  stone. 
She  sits  and  reckons   up  the  dead  and 

gone 
With  the  last  leaves  for  a  love-rosary. 
Whilst  all  the  wither'd  world  looks  drearily, 
Like  a  dim  picture  of  the  drowned  past 
In  the  hush  d  mind's  mysterious  far  away. 
Doubtful  what  ghostly  thing  will  steal  &e 

hist 
Into  that  distance,  gray  upon  the  gray. 


O  go  and  sit  with  her,  and  be  o'ershaded 
Under  the  languid  downfall  of  her  hair  : 
She  wears  a  coronal  of  flowers  faded 
Upon  her  forehead,  and  a  face  of  care  ;  — 
There  is  enough  of  wither'd  everywhere 
To  make    her    bower,  —  and    enough    of 

gloom ; 
There  is  enough  of  sadness  to  invite. 
If  only  for  the  rose  that  died,  —  whose 

doom 
Is  Beauty's, — she  that  with  the  living  bloom 
Of  conscious  cheeks  most  beautiSes  the 

light;- 
There  is  enough  of  sorrowing,  and  quite 


Enough  of  bitter  fruits  the  earth  dott 

bear, — 
Enough    of    chilly    droppfingi     lor  htt 

bowl ; 
Enoueh  of  fear  and  shadowy  degputf 
To    name    her    cloudy    piisoo    lor  As 

soul  I 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHIRT 

With  fingers  weary  and  worn, 
With  eyelids  heavy  and  red, 

A  woman  sat  in  unwomanly  raA 
Plying  her  needle  and  threaa — 
Stitch  I  stitch  I  stitch  ! 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt. 
And  still  with  a  voice  of  dolmoos  pitdi 

She  sang  the  ''Song  of  the  Shirt  I" 

«*Work!  work!  work! 

While  the  cock  is  crowing  aloof  1 
And  work  —  work  —  work. 

Till  the  stars  shine  through  the  rool  I 
It 's  Oh !  to  be  a  slave 

Along  with  the  barbarous  Turk, 
Where  woman  has  never  a  sold  to  aave^ 

If  this  is  Christian  work  ! 

"  Work — work  —  work 

Till  the  brain  begins  to  swim ; 
Work  —  work  —  work 

Till  the  eyes  are  heavy  and  dim. 
Seam,  and  gusset,  and  band, 

Band,  and  eusset,  and  seam, 
mi  over  the  buttons  I  fall  asleen, 

And  sew  them  on  in  a  dreani  / 

'*  Oh,  Men,  with  Sisters  dear  t 

Oh,  Men,  with  Mothers  and  Wives  I 
It  is  not  linen  you  're  wearing  out. 

But  human  creatures'  lives  I 
Stitch  —  stitch  —  stitch, 

In  poverty,  hun^r,  and  dirt, 
Sewine  at  once,  with  a  double  thread, 

A  Shroud  as  well  as  a  Shirt 

«  But  why  do  I  talk  of  Death  ? 

That  Phantom  of  grisly  bone, 
I  hardly  fear  his  terrible  shape. 

It  seems  so  like  my  own  — 
It  seems  so  like  my  own. 

Because  of  the  fasts  I  keep  ; 
Oh,  God  I  that  bread  should  be  so  deer. 

And  flesh  and  blood  so  cheap  I 


\ 


I^^^^^^^^H^^^E 

THOMAS   HOOD                                           lai          | 

••  Wark  —  work  —  work  J 

THE   LAY   OF   THE   LABORER             J 

yif  Iftbor  sever  fiaga  ; 

Aodwimt  are  its  wages  ?     A  bed  of  straw, 

A  8PADE  1  a  rake  t  a  hoe  1                               ^H 

A  enist  of  bread  — and  rags. 

A  pickaxe,  or  a  bill  1                                       ^^M 

That  8hatter*d  rcmf  —  and  thia  naked  floor  — 

A  hook  to  reap,  or  a  scythe  to  mow,                ^^M 

A  table — ^a  broken  chair  — 

A  ilail,  or  what  ye  will,                                  ^^M 

And  a  wall  so  blank,  mj  shadow  I  tbank 

And  here  *s  a  readV  hand                                     ^H 

For  aometifnee  fatling  there. 

To  ply  the  needful  tool,                                  ^M 

9 

And  skiird  enough,  by  lessons  rough|               ^^M 

•Work  — work— work  ! 

In  Labor^fl  rugg«^  school.                             ^^M 

From  weary  chime  to  chime. 

^^M 

Work  —  work  —  work  — 

To  hedge,  or  dig  the  ditch,                               ^H 

Aj  pfisooert  work  for  crime  1 

To  lop  or  fell  the  tree,                                    ^H 

Band,  and  gasset,  and  seam. 

To  lay  the  swarth  ou  the  sultry  field,               ^^H 

Seam^  and  gtifiset,  and  band. 

Or  plough  the  stubborn  lea  ;                         ^^M 

Till  the  heaH  ia  sick,  and  the  brain  be- 

The  harvest  stack  to  bind,                                 ^H 

nnmb'd^ 

1       The  wbeaten  rick  to  thatch,                           ^H 

Aa  well  as  the  weary  hand. 

And  never  fear  in  my  pouch  to  find                 ^^M 

The  tinder  or  the  match.                               ^^M 

•  Work  —  work  —  work, 

^^M 

Itt  the  dull  December  Ugbt, 

To  a  flaming  bam  or  farm                                 ^^M 

And  work  —  work  —  work, 

My  fancies  never  roam  ;                                  ^H 

When  the  weather  w  warm  and  bright. 

The  fire  I  yearn  to  kindle  and  bum                 ^^^ 

While  ttttdemeath  the  eaves 

Is  ou  the  hearth  of  Home  ;                            ^^M 

The  brooding  awallows  cling 
At  if  to  show  me  their  sunny  baoks 
And  twit  me  with  the  spring. 

Where  children  huddle  and  cro«ch                  ^H 

Through  dark  long  winter  days,                          ■ 

Where  starving  children  huddle  and  crouch^      ^J 

To  see  the  cheerful  rays                                 ^^| 

**  Oil  I  bat  to  breathe  the  breath 

A-glowing  ou  the  haggard  cheek,                     ^^M 

Ot  the  cowslip  and  primrose  sweet, 

With  the  sky  above  my  head, 
Afid  the  gtass  beneath  my  feet, 

And  not  in  the  haggard^s  blaze  1                  ^^M 

^^H 

To  Him  who  sends  a  drought                           ^^M 

For  only  one  short  hour 

To  parch  the  fields  forlorn,                             ^H 

Tofsel  aa  I  naed  to  feel. 

The  ruin  to  flood  the  meadows  with  mud,        ^1 

Bsfors  I  knew  the  woes  of  want 

The  blight  to  blast  the  com,                                  1 

And  the  walk  that  eoaU  a  meal, 

To  Hiu]  I  leave  to  guide                                   ^^m 

The  bolt  iu  its  crooked  path,                        ^^H 

*0h,  but  for  one  abort  honr  I 

To  strike  the  miser's  rick,  and  show                ^^M 

A  rsi^ite  however  brief  ! 

The  skies  blood-red  with  wrath.                    ^H 

*f«  bfcsaed  leisure  for  Love  or  Hope, 

^^M 

Bui  only  time  for  Grief  ! 

^  ^*it  in  their  briny  bed 
'E-?*^^rs  must  stop,  for  every  drop 
^'uideia  n«NMile  and  thread  I  " 

A  spade  1  a  rake  t  a  hoe !                            ^I^^l 

A  pickaxe,  or  a  bill  I                                   ^^| 

A  hook  to  reap,  or  a  scythe  to  mow,               ^H 

A  flail,  or  what  ye  wUl ;                                  ^H 

The  corn  to  thrash,  or  the  hedge  to  p1ash|            1 

\^^  ftigers  weary  and  worn, 
1^      *  *t4i  eyelids  heavy  and  red. 

The  market-team  to  drive,                                   J 

Or  mend  the  fenee  by  the  cover  sida»              ^^1 

And  leave  the  game  alive.                             ^^M 

j^^^^^ian  sat  in  unwomanly  ragi, 
*^^Bg  her  needle  and  thr^— 
j^^^tch  1  stitch  !  stitth  I 
t^^     '^Miverty,  hunger,  and  dirt, 
r^j^^^tiU  with  a  voice  of  dolorous  piteb. 

Ay,  only  give  me  work,                                     ^^M 

And  then  you  need  not  fear                          ^^M 

That  I  shall  siuu^  his  worship*s  hare,             ^^H 

Or  kill  his  grace's  deer  ;                                 ^^M 

^S^^^  that  its  tone  could  reach  the  Hioh  1 

Break  into  his  lordship^s  house,                         ^^| 

^^W la^g  this  "Song  of  the  Shirt  1 " 

To  steal  the  plate  so  rich  ;                            ^^M 
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Or  leave  the  jeoman  that  had  a  pone 

THE  BRIDGE  OF  SIGHS 

To  welter  in  a  ditch. 

Omk  more  nnf ortimatei 

Wherever  Nature  needs, 

Weary  of  breath, 

Wherever  Labor  calls. 

Rashly  importunate, 

Nojob  I  '11  shirk  of  the  haidett  work, 
To  shun  the  workhouse  walls  ; 

Gone  to  her  death! 

Where  savage  laws  beffrudge 
The  pauper  babe  its  breath, 

Take  her  up  tradeil j. 

Lift  her  with  care  ; 

And  doom  a  wife  to  a  widow's  li£e, 

Fashioned  so  slenderlyy 

Before  her  partner's  death. 

Young,  and  so  fair  1 

My  only  claim  is  this. 

Look  at  her  gaimeots 

With  labor  stifE  and  stark. 

Whilst  the  wave  eonatantiy 

By  lawful  turn  my  living  to  earn 
Between  the  l*ght  and  dark ; 

Drips  from  her  clothing ; 

My  daily  bread,  and  nightly  bed, 
.  iiy  bacon  and  drop  of  beer  — 

Take  her  up  instantly, 

Loving,  not  loathing. 

But  all  from  the  hand  that  holds  the  land. 

And  none  from  the  overseer  I 

Touch  her  not  scomfolly ; 

Think  of  her  mournfully, 

No  parish  money,  or  loaf. 

No  pauper  badcpes  for  me, 
A  son  of  the  soil,  by  right  of  toil 

Gently  and  humanly ; 
Not  of  the  stains  of  her, 

All  that  remains  of  her 

Entitled  to  my  fee. 

Now  is  pure  womanly. 

No  alms  I  ask,  give  me  my  task : 

Here  are  the  arm,  the  leg. 

Make  no  deep  semtinj 

Into  her  mutmy 

To  work,  and  not  to  beg. 

Rash  and  undntif  ul : 

Past  all  dishonor, 

Still  one  of  Adam's  heirs. 

Death  has  left  on  her 

Though  doom'd  by  chance  of  birth 

Only  the  beautiful 

To  dress  so  mean,  and  to  eat  the  lean 

Instead  of  the  fat  of  the  earth ; 

Still,  for  all  slips  of  hers. 

To  make  such  humble  meals 

One  of  Eve's  family  — 

As  honest  labor  can. 

Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  herf 

A  bone  and  a  crust,  with  a  grace  to  God, 

Oozing  so  clammily. 

Loop  up  her  tresses 

A  spade  !  a  rake  I  a  hoe  I 

Escaped  from  the  comb. 

A  pickaxe,  or  a  bill  I 

Her  fair  auburn  tresses  ; 

A  hook  to  reap,  or  a  scythe  to  mow, 

Whilst  wonderment  guesses 

A  flail,  or  what  ye  w&l ; 

Where  was  her  home  ? 

Whatever  the  tool  to  ply, 
Here  is  a  willing  drudge. 

WhowasherfathOT? 

With  muscle  and  limb,  and  woe  to  him 

Who  was  her  mother  ? 

Who  does  their  pay  begrudge  1 

Had  she  a  sister? 

Had  she  a  brother  ? 

Who  every  weekly  score 

Or  was  there  a  dearer  one 

Docks  labor's  little  mite. 

Still,  and  a  nearer  one 

Bestows  on  the  poor  at  the  temple-door, 

Yet,  than  aU  other  ? 

But  robb*d  them  over  night. 

The  very  shilling  he  hop'd  to  save, 

Alas !  for  the  rarity 

As  health  and  morals  fail, 

Of  Christian  charity 

Shall  visit  me  in  the  New  Bastile, 

Under  the  sun ! 

The  Spital  or  the  Gaol ! 

Oh  I  it  was  pitiful ! 

F^^^^^^9 

^^H 

ff                                  HOOD-SIMMONS 

"3    1 

Near  a  whole  city  full, 

Decently,  kindly,                                      1 

Home  tbe  had  none. 

Smooth  and  compose  them  ;                  M 

1 

And  her  eyes,  close  them,                ^^B 

^Kgisterljr,  hrcvtherlT, 

Staring  so  blindly  I                           ^^M 

^^^Atberly,  mutberly 

^^H 

P       Feelings  had  cbauged  : 

Dreadfully  stfiring                           ^^H 

1         Love,  by  ha  rah  erideooe. 

Thro'  nmddy  iru  purity,                    ^^H 

f         T!    n\vTi  from  iU  emineuoe  j 

As  when  with  the  daring                ^^H 

<  rCHi'ii  providence 

Last  look  of  despairing                    ^^^| 

^^beemiug  estranged. 

Fix*d  on  futurity.                            ^^H 

^^BVThere  tbe  tarops  quiver 

Perishing  gloomily,                          ^^H 
Spurred  Viy  contumely,                    ^^^| 

^^Ho  far  iu  tbe  river, 

^^VWith  iit&ny  a  light 

Cold  inhumanity,                              ^^H 

^^^^rotii  wmdow  and  oasMnent, 

Burning  insanity,                             ^^H 

Into  her  rest,                                     ^^^| 

^^HBbe  Btcxxl  with  aaiazementy 

Cross  her  bands  humbly,                  ^^M 

^^^BiHisele^^  by  night. 

As  if  praying  dumbly,                     ^^H 
Over  her  breast.                               ^^B 

r 

^^  The  bleak  wind  of  March 

^^H 

^^Ulade  b«r  tremble  and  shiver, 

Owning  her  weakness,                    ^^| 
Her  evil  behavior,                           ^^H 

^^^Biil  not  the  dark  arch. 

^^^0r  the  black  flowing  river  ; 

Ajod  leaving,  with  meeknfi«|         ^^H 

^^^Dfad  from  life's  history, 

Her  fills  to  her  Saviour  1                ^^M 

^^BSUd  to  deatb^s  mystery, 

^^M 

^^H^wift  to  be  burl'd  — 

^^^1 

^^■kaj  where,  nnv  where 

STANZAS                      ^M 

^■PQlof  die  world  t 

^^K 

^^M 

Faricwicll,  Life  t  my  senses  snim*       ^^M 

^^Hn  she  pinnged  boldly, 

And  the  world  is  growing  dim  ;                    ■ 
Thronging  shadows  cloud  the  lights             1 

^^B^o  matter  bow  coldly 

^^^^e  rough  ri%'er  ran,  — 

Like  tbe  advent  of  the  night ;                       1 
Colder,  colder,  colder  still,                       ^^M 

^^BDver  tbe  brink  of  it. 

^■neliurv*  it  —  think  of  it, 

Upward  steals  a  vapor  chill ;                 ^^H 

^^Ipiisolnte  Man 

Strong  the  earthy  odor  grows  —           ^^^| 
I  smell  the  mould  above  the  rose  t               V 

^^Katg  in  it,  drink  of  it, 

^^Plien,  if  you  can  ! 

■ 

Welcome,  Life  !  the  Spirit  strives  1              1 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 

Strength  returns  and  hope  revives  ;             M 

Lifi  her  with  care  ; 

Cloudy  fears  and  shapes  forlorn            ^^fl 

Fiahion'd  so  slenderly, 

Fly  like  shadows  at  the  mom  ;              ^^^| 

IToung,  and  so  fair  I 

O'er  tbe  earth  there  comes  a  Uoam  ;     ^^M 

Sunny  light  for  sullen  gloom,                        1 

Ere  her  limbs  frigidly 

Warm  perfume  for  vapor  cold  —                 ■ 

Stiffen  too  rigidly, 
L 

I  smell  the  rose  above  the  mould  J               1 

^B                    {l5artt|DloiiirV 

u  .^immonjtf 

■ 

ASIAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

The  gentlest  child  that  ever  mirtK            ^^H 

THOMAS   HOOD 

Gave  to  be  reared  by  sorrow  1                 ^^^ 

*Tis  hard — while   rays  half  green,  half     1 

Taks  back  into  thy  bosons,  earth, 

gold,                                        .                  J 

This  joyaita.  May-eyed  morrow, 

Through  vernal  bowers  are  bnnuogi            ■ 
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And  atreains  their  diamond-mirron  hold 
To  summer's  f  aoe  retnmin^  — 

To  say  we  're  thankful  that  his  sleep 
Shiul  never  more  he  lighter, 

In  whose  sweet-tongaed  companionship 
Stream,  hower,  and  beam  grew  brighter  I 

Bnt  all  the  more  intensely  trae 

His  soul  gave  out  each  feature 
Of  elemental  love  —  each  hue 

And  grace  of  eolden  nature  ; 
The  deeper  still  beneath  it  all 

Lurk'd  the  keen  jags  of  anrnish  ; 
The  more  the  laurels  clasp'd  his  brow 

Their  poison  made  it  lang^nish. 
Seem'd  it  that  like  the  nightingale 

Of  his  own  mournful  singing, 
The  tenderer  would  his  song  prevail 

While  most  the  thorn  was  stinging. 

So  never  to  the  desert-worn 

Did  fount  bring  freshness  deeper, 
Than  that  his  placid  rest  this  mom 

Has  brought  the  shrouded  sleeper. 
That  rest  may  lap  his  weary  head 

Where  charnels  choke  the  city, 
Or  where,  mid  woodlands,  by  his  bed 

The  wren  shall  wake  its  dittv  ; 
But  near  or  far,  while  evening^  star 

Is  dear  to  hearts  re&;retting, 
Around  that  spot  admiring  thought 

Shall  hover,  unf orgetting. 

And  if  this  sentient,  seething  world 

Ib,  after  all,  ideal, 
Or  in  the  immaterial  fnrl'd 

Alone  resides  the  real, 
Freed  one  I  there  's  a  wail  for  thee  this 
hour 

Through  thy  lov'd  elves'  dominions  ; 
Hush'd  is  each  tiny  trumpet-fiower. 

And  droopeth  Ariel's  pinions  ; 
Even  Fuck,  dejected,  leaves  his  swing. 

To  plan,  with  fond  endeavor. 
What  pretty  buds  and  dews  shall  keep 

Thy  pillow  bright  for  ever. 

And  higher,  if  less  happy,  tribes, 
The  race  of  early  childhood, 


Shall  miss  thy  whims  of  frolic  wit, 

That  in  the  summer  wild-wood, 
Or  by  the  Christmas  hearth,  were  hail'd, 

And  hoarded  as  a  treasure 
Of  imdecaying  merriment 

And  ever-changinfi^  pleasure. 
Things  from  thy  Livish  humor  flung 

Profuse  as  scents,  are  flying 
This  kindling  mom,  when  blooms  are  bon 

As  fast  as  blooms  are  dying. 

Sublimer  art  owned  thy  control : 

The  minstrel's  miehtiest  mane. 
With  sadness  to  subdue  the  soid. 

Or  thrill  it  with  the  tragic. 
Now  listening  Aram's  fearful  dream. 

We  see  beneath  the  willow 
That  dreadful  thine,  or  watch  him  steil, 

Guilt-lighted,  to  ms  pillow. 
Now  with  thee  roaming  ancient  groves, 

We  watch  the  woodman  felling 
The  funeral  elm,  while  through  its  boogbi 

The  ghostly  wind  comes  knelling. 

Dear  worshipper  of  Dian's  face 

In  solitary  places, 
Shalt  thou  no  more  steal,  as  of  yore, 

To  meet  her  white  embraces  ? 
Is  there  no  purple  in  the  rose 

Henceforward  to  thy  senses  ? 
For  thee  have  dawn  and  daylight's  dose 

Lost  their  sweet  influences  ? 
No  1  —  by  the  mental  night  iintam'd 

Thou  took'st  to  death's  dark  portal. 
The  joy  of  the  wide  universe 

Is  now  to  thee  immortal ! 

How  fierce  contrasts  the  city's  roar 

With  thy  new-conquer'd  quiet !  — 
This  stunning  hell  of  wheels  that  pour 

With  princes  to  their  riot ! 
Loud  clash  the  crowds  —  the  busy  cloodB 

With  thunder-noise  are  shaken. 
While  pale,  and  mute,  and  cold,  afar 

Thou  liest,  men-forsaken. 
Hot  life  reeks  on,  nor  recks  that  one  — 

The  playful,  human-hearted — 
Who  lent  its  clay  less  earthiness. 

Is  just  from  earth  departed. 
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I 


i^arriet  St^artineau 


ON,  ON,   FOREVER 


Bezn^Ta  this  ftarry  Arch 

Kongbt  reBtetb  or  ii  still ; 
Bttt  all  tbingi  hold  their  mareht 
As  if  by  one  ^reat  will : 
llorfM  009,  moYe  all :  hark  to  the  f ooi*f all 
Ooky  on,  forever  I 


Ton  Bb«i^i«s  were  once  but  ftoed  ; 

WiU  npeoi  into  deed  ; 

A»  cave-dropa  swell  the  streams, 

Daj-Uumghts  feed  oigbtly  dreams  ; 

And  sorrow  tracketb  wroag, 
^  As  «ebo  follows  song  : 
H  On*  ooj  forever  t 

MFl 


By  night,  like  stars  on  high, 

The  Hours  reveal  their  trfun  ; 
They  whisper  and  go  by  : 

I  never  watch  in  vain.  

Moves  one,  move  all :  hark  to  the  foflt» 
fall! 
On,  on,  forever  1 

They  pass  the  omdle-head, 
A  iid  there  a  promise  shed ; 
They  pass  the  moist  new  grave, 
And  bid  rank  verdure  wave  ; 
They  bear  through  every  clime 
The  harvests  of  all  time. 
Od»  on,  forever  t 


Saman  S^latictiart) 


NELL  GWYNNE'S   LOOKING- 
GLASS 

(lUM  Mitk[De,  'twi^  thee  and  Nell 

Bnw  we  here  a  parallel. 

6be,  like  tbee,  was  forced  to  bear 

ill  ledeciioaft,  foul  or  fair. 

Tbcm  art  deep  and  bright  within, 
Depths  as  bright  belonged  to  Owynne  ; 
ThoQ  art  very  frail  as  well, 
Ftidl  as  flesh  is,  —  so  was  Nell, 

Ihoii,  her  glass,  art  silver-Un*d, 

8bi  too,  had  a  silver  mind  : 

IWe  is  trvnh  till  this  far  day, 

fi*fi  till  death  ne'er  wore  away  ; 
Thou  dost  to  thy  surface  win 
Wandering  glftnce»»  so  did  Gwynne  ; 
Eyes  on  tnee  long  love  to  dwell, 
So  Bien's  eyes  would  do  on  Neil, 

^le-Uke  forms  in  thee  are  sought, 
l^eh  the  forms  the  actress  wrought ; 
$Pnth  onfailing  rests  in  you, 
",  whate*er  she  was,  was  true. 
M  virtue,  dull  as  sin, 
rt  oft,  as  oft  was  Gwynne  ; 
Breathe  on  thee,  and  drops  will  swell : 
Bright  tears  dimm*d  the  eyes  of  NcU* 


Thine  's  a  frame  to  charm  the  sights 

Framed  was  she  to  give  delight, 

Wtixon  fonns  here  truly  show 

Charles  above  and  Nell  below  ; 

But  between  them,  chin  with  chin, 
Stuart  stands  as  low  as  Gwynne,  ^ 
Paired,  yet  parted,  —  meant  ta  tell 
Charles  was  opposite  to  Nell, 

Round  the  o^lass  wherein  her  face 

Smil'd  so  oft,  her  "  arms  "  we  trace ; 

Thou,  her  mirror,  hast  the  pair. 

Lion  here,  and  leopard  there. 

She  had  port  m  these, — akin 
To  the  lion-heart  was  Gwynne ; 
And  the  leopard's  beauty  fell 
With  its  spots  to  bounding  Nell. 

Oft  inspected,  ne'er  seen  through, 

Thou  art  Ann,  if  brittle  too  ; 

So  her  will,  on  good  intent, 

Might  be  broken,  never  bent. 

What  the  glass  was,  when  therein 
Beam'd  the  face  of  glad  Nell  Gwynne^ 
Was  that  faee  by  beauty's  spell 
To  the  honest  soul  of  Nell* 
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HIDDEN  JOYS 

PuBASUBES  lie  thickest  where  no  pleasures 

seem  : 
There 's  not  a  leaf  that  falls  apon  the  ground 
But  holds  some  joy,  of  silence,  or  of  sonnd, 
Some  sprite  begotten  of  a  summer  dream. 
The  very  meanest  thix^zs  are  made  supreme 
With  innate  eostacy.    No  grain  of  sand 
But  moves  a  bri^it  and  million-peopled 

land, 
And  hath  its  Edens  and  its  Eves,  I  deem. 


For  Love,  though  blind  himself ,  a  earioa 

eye 
Hath   lent  me,  to  behold   the  hearts  of 

thiiu;s, 
And  tonclra  mine  ear  with  power.    Tha^ 

&r  or  nigh. 
Minute    or   m^ty,   fix'd   or   free  wSk 

wings. 
Delight  from   many   a   nameless  oofot 

sly 
Peeps  flparkling,   and   in    tones  fiumliai 

smgs. 


€Irimiaje(  D^tie 


THE  NET-BRAIDERS 

Within  a  low-thatch'd  hut,  built  in  a  lane 
Whose  narrow  pathway  tendeth  toward 
the  ocean, 
A  solitude  which,  save  of  some  rude  swain 
Or  fisherman,  doth  scarce  know  human 
motion  — 
Or  of  some  silent  poet,  to  the  main 

Straying,  to  offer  infinite  devotion 
To  God,  in  the  free  universe  — there  dwelt 
Two  women  old,  to  whom  small  store  was 
dealt 

Of  the  world's  misnam'd  good:  mother 
and  child. 
Both  aged  and  mateless.    These  two  life 
sustained 
By  braiding  fishing-nets  ;  and  so  beg^il'd 
Time  and  their  cares,  and  little  e'er  com- 
plained 
Of  Fate  or  Providence :  resigned  and  mild. 
Whilst  day  by  day,  for  years,  their  hour- 
glass rain'd 
Its  trickling  sand,  to  track  the  wing  of  time, 
They  toil'd  in  peace  ;  and  much  there  was 
sublime 

In  their  obscure  contentment :  of  mankind 
They  little  knew,  or  reck'd  ;  but  for  their 
beinc^ 
They  bless^  their  Maker,  with  a  simple 
mind ; 
And  in  the  constant  gaze  of    his  all- 
seeing 
Eye,  to  his  poorest  creatures  never  blind, 
Deeming  thev  dwelt,  they  bore  their 
sorrows  fleeing. 


Glad  still  to  live,  but  not  afraid  to  die. 
In  calm  expectance  of  Eternity. 

And  since  I  first  did  greet  those  braiden 
poor. 
If  ever  I  behold  fair  women's  cheeks 
Sin-pale   in   stately  mansions,  where  tlie 
door 
Is  shut  to  all  but  pride,  my  cleft  heiit 
seeks 
For  refuge  in  my  thoughts,  which  then  ex- 
plore 
That  pathway  lone  near  which  the  wild 
sea  breaks. 
And  to  Imai^ination's  humble  eyes 
That  hut,  with  all  its  want,  is  Paradise  1 

BIRTH  AND   DEATH 

Methinks  the  soul  within  the  body  held 
Is  as  a  little  babe  within  the  womb, 
Which  flutters  in  its  antenatal  tomb, 
But  stirs  and  heaves  the  prison  where  'tis 

cell'd. 
And  struggles  in  strange  darimess,  undii^ 

pelPd 
By  all  its  strivings  towards  the  breath  and 

bloom 
Of  that  aurorean  being  soon  to  oome— 
Strivings  of  feebleness,  by  nothins^  quell'd : 
And   even  as   birth    to   the  en&aaehii^d 

child. 
Which  shows  to  its  sweet  senses  all  the 

vast 
Of  beauty  visible  and  audible. 
Is  death  unto  the  spirit  undeflA'd  ; 
Setting  it  free  of  limit,  and  the  past. 
And  sll  that  in  its  prison-house  oefdL 


COOPER  — SARAH   R   ADAMS 
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CI]oina$r  Cooper 


CHARTIST   SONG 

Imft  thtm  ootne  when  wrong  9hall  endf 
pgMftni  to  peer  no  more  sLbU  bend  ; 
the  lordljr  Few  shall  lose  tbeir  sway, 

bi  Majny  no  more  their  frown  obey. 

L   brothers^  toil,    till    the    work    \a 

Cdone, 

Pthe  fltmggle  is  o*erj  and  the  Cluuier 
wonl 

blue  shall  oome  when  the  artisnn 

bomaige  do  more  the  titled  nam  ; 

I  the  motling  men  who  delve  the  mine 

I's  decree  no  more  shall  pine. 

lont  toil,  till  the  work  is  done, 
o'er,  and  the  Charter 


Ahull  come  when  the  weavers' 

'  no  more  in  their  fatherland  ; 

ctorjr-child  can  sleep  till  day, 

Twhiie  it  dreams  of  sport  and 


Toil,  brothers,  toil,  till  the  work  is  done. 
Till  the  struggle  is  o'er,  and  the  Charter 
won. 

The  time  shall  come  when  IVIan  shaO  hold 
Hia  brtither  more  dear  than  sordid  gold  ; 
When  the  negro's  stain  his  freelwm  mind 
Shall  sever  no  more  from  hit  in  nn -kind. 
Toil,  brothers,  toil^  till  the  world  is  freOf 
TiU  Justiue  and  Love  hold  jubilee. 

The  time  shall  come  when  kingly  crown 
And  mitre  for  toys  of  the  pa^t  are  shown  ; 
When  the  fierce  and  false  alike  shall  fall^ 
And  mercy  and  truth  encircle  all- 
Toil,  brothen,  toil,  till  the  world  is  froe^ 
Till  Mercy  and  Truth  hold  jubilee  1 

The  time  shall  come  when  earth  shall  be 

A  garden  of  joy,  from  sea  to  sea, 

When  the  slaughterons  sword  is  drawn  no 

more, 
And  goodness  exults  from  shore  to  shore. 
Toil,  brothers,  txjil,  till  the  world  ia  free, 
Till  goodness  shall  bold  high  jubilee  1 


j&araf(  fltAmt  %hGm0 


HYMN 


I  tun,  he  sendeth  shower, 
f  *n  iiftedf ol  f«r  the  flower  t 
ltd  tears  alike  are  sent 
^  soul  tit  nonrishmcnt. 
^  to  me  or  cloud  or  san* 
[I  ihj  willt  not  mine,  be  done  f 


ehildren  e'er  reproYO 

wbom  they  trust  attd  lore  ? 
wtinld  ever  be 
ring  child  to  thee  : 
me  or  cloud  or  sun, 
will,  not  mine,  be  done  V 


tkj 


Rr  will  I  at  life  repine  : 
I  ilial  thoQ  hast  nnde  it  rain«. 
lU  the  shadow  cold  of  death 

i  sing,  with  parting  breath, 
lift  to  me  or  shade  or  sun, 

thy  wifl*  not  mine,  be  done  I 


LOVE 


O  Love  1  thon  make«t  all  things  e^eii 

In  earth  or  heaven  ; 
Finding  thy  way  through  priaon^bars 

LTp  to  the  stars  ; 
Or,  true  to  the  Almightr  plan. 
That  out  of  dust  created  man. 
Thou  look  est  in  a  grave,  —  to  see 

Thine  immortality  I 

NEARER  TO  THEE 

Nkarkr,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  J 
E'en  though  it  be  a  crosa 

That  raise  th  me  ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee^ 

Nearer  to  thee  1 
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Though  like  the  wanderer. 
The  sun  gone  down. 

Darkness  be  over  me» 
M^  rest  a  stone  ; 

Tet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 
Nearer  to  thee  I 

There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  onto  heaven ; 

All  tluit  thou  send'st  to  me 
In  meroY  given ; 

Angels  to  oeokon  me 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee^ 
Nearer  to  thee  I 


Then,  with  my  waking  tbooghti 
Bnght  with  thy  praise. 

Out  of  my  stony  g^nefs 
Bethel  I 'U  raise; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee^ 
Nearer  to  thee ! 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  foigot. 

Upward  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee^ 

Nearer  to  thee  1 


^SltjaBeti^  ^ttett  fZ^nADiung 


THE  CRY  OF  THE  CHILDREN 

Do  ye  hear  the  children  weeping,  O  my 
brothers. 
Ere  the  sorrow  eomes  with  years  ? 
They  are  leaning  their  young  heads  against 
their  mothers. 
And  that  cannot  stop  their  tears. 
The  young  lambs  are  bleating  in  the  mead- 
ows, 
The  young  birds  are  chirping  in  the  nest, 
The  young  fawns  are  playing  with   the 
shadows, 
The  young  flowers  are  blowing  toward 
the  west : 
But    the  young,  young  children,   O    my 
brothers. 
They  are  weeping  bitterly  I 
They  are  weeping  in  the  playtime  of  the 
others, 
In  the  country  of  the  free. 

Do  you  question  the  young  children  in  the 
sorrow 
Why  their  tears  are  falling  so  ? 
The  old  man  may  weep  for  his  to-morrow 

Which  is  lost  in  Long  Ago  ; 
The  old  tree  is  leafless  in  the  forest, 

The  old  year  is  ending  in  the  frost, 
The  old  wound,  if  stricken,  is  the  sorest. 

The  old  hope  is  hardest  to  be  lost : 
But    the  young,  young  children,  O    my 
brothers, 
Do  you  ask  them  why  they  stand 


Weeping  sore  before  the  bosoms  of  Uitf 

mothers,  i 

In  our  happy  Fatherland  ? 

They  look  up  with  their  pale  and  soobs 
faces. 
And  their  looks  are  sad  to  see, 
For  the  man's  hoary  anguish  draws  and 
presses 
Down  the  cheeks  of  infancy  ; 
"  Your  old  earth,"  they  say, "  is  very  dreary, 
Our  youn^  feet,"  they  say,  "are  very 

Few  paces  have  we  taken,  yet  are  weary  ^ 

Our  g^ve-rest  is  very  far  to  seek : 
Ask  the  aged  why  they  weep,  and  not  the 
children, 
For  the  outside  earth  is  oold. 
And  we  youne  ones  stand  without,  in  oar 
bewudering, 
And  the  graves  are  for  the  old." 

«  True,"  say  the  children,  "it  may  happen 

That  we  die  before  our  time : 
Little  Alice  died  last  year,  her  grave  ic 
shapen 
Like  a  snowball,  in  the  rime. 
We  looked  into  the  pit  prepared  to  take 
her : 
Was  no  room  for  any  work  in  the  close 
clay ! 
From  the  sleep  wherein  she  lieth  none  will 
wake  her, 
Crying,  *  Get  up,  little  Alice  I  it  is  day.' 


ELIZABETH   BARRETT  BROWNING 


13^ 


If  ^*nti  lbt«is  hj  that  grave,  m  sun  and 
ftbower* 
With  ycnir  ear  down^  little  Alice  never 
cTioa  1 
ill  we  see  her  fiusey  be  sure  we  should 

not  know  her« 
Foir  the  ttnile  hti»  lime  for  grow  big  in  her 
«jre«: 
AikI   mcrnr  go  her  moments*  liLll*d  and 
slhl^  in 
The  shrond  by  the  kirlt-chime* 
It  fii  guod  when  it  happetiSf '^  say  the  chil- 
dren, 
•*  That  we  die  before  onr  time-** 

AIm,  ahi«,  the  children  I  thej  are  seeking 

D««ath  in  Ufe,  an  bent  to  have  t 
TkejT  an?  biiMlingiip  their  hearts  awaj  from 
breaking, 
With  a  cerement  from  the  grave. 
Go  out,  children,  from  the  mine  and  from 
the  city. 
Sing  out,  children,  as  the  little  thrushes 
do  ; 
Fltick  your  handfuts  of  the  meadow-cow- 
slip pretty, 
Lftngh   aloud,  to'  feel  your  Angers  let 
thera  throiigli  ! 
&tl  they  answer,  '*  Are  your  cowslii^s  of 
the  nieadiiwtt 
Like  our  wueds  a  near  the  mine  ? 
Lmitq  us  qnict  in  the  dark  of  the  conl- 
shiulows. 
From  your  pleasures  lair  and  fine  ! 

"  r*ir  oli,'*aay  the  chiUlron*  "  we  are  weary. 
And  we  cannot  run  or  leap  ; 

II  w€  cmr*d  ' r  radows,  it  wc*re  merely 

To  <  in  them  and  sleep. 

0«r  kneM  ;i' rarely  in  the  stooping, 

W«  IkU  QfMCi  our  fiiceft,  trying  to  ^  \ 
■adcriiBatb  our  heavy  eyelids  droop- 
ing* 

n»  iwkleat  fiower  would  look  as  pate  as 
•ttow 
For,  al!  day,  wf>  drag  onr  burden  tiring 

Through  tlu?  coAl-ilark,  nnderground, 
Or»  all  d*y,  we  drive  the  wheels  of  iron 
111  the  faetoriM,  round  and  round. 

*?or  all  day,  the  wheels  are  droning,  turn- 

Thmr  wind  comes  in  our  facet, 
nn  our  beart«  turn,  wtr  heads  with  pulses 
bumingp 
And  the  walls  torn  in  their  plaees  : 


Turns  the  sky  in  the  high  window  bhuik  and 
reeling. 
Turns  the  long  light  that  drops  ailown  the 
wall. 
Turn  the  black  tlies  that  crawl  along  the 
ceiling, 
All  are  tiiniiug.  all  the  day*  and  we  with 
all, 
jVnd  all  da)',  the  irou  wheels  are  droning, 

And  sometimes  we  con  Id  pray, 
*  U  ye  wheels,*  (breaking  out  m  a  mad 
moaning) 
'Stop!  be  siknt  for  today  r '* 

Ay,  be  silent  I     I^et  them  bear  each  other 

breathing 
For  a  munient,  month  to  mouth  I 
Let  them  tou^h  each  oLherV  liauds,  in  a 
fresh  wreathing 
Of  their  tender  human  youth  ! 
Let  them  feel  that  this  cold  metallic  motion 
Is  not  all  the  life  fiod  fashions  or  reveals  x 
Let  them  prove  their  living  souls  against 
the  notion 
That  they  live  iu  you,  or  under  you,  0 
wheeb  I 
Still,  all  day,  the  Iron  wheels  go  onward, 

Gnuiling  life  down  from  its  mark  ; 
And  the  children's  souls,  which  God  b  call- 
ing sunward, 
Spin  on  blindly  in  the  dark. 

Now  tell  the  poor  young  children,  O  my 
brothers. 
To  lix)k  up  to  Him  and  pray  ; 
So  tlie  blettAcd  One  who  blesseth  all  thi» 
others. 
Will  bless  them  another  day. 
They  answer,  *♦  Who  is  God  that  lie  shoidd| 
hear  n^t, 
While  the  rsishiug  of  the  iron  wheels  is 
BtirrM  ? 
\^lieu  wo  sot»  aloud,  the  human  ereature^ 
near  n^ 
Pass  by,  hearing  not,  or  answer  not  » 
word. 
And  lee  bear  not  (for  the  wheels  in  their- 
resounding) 
Strangers  speaking  at  the  door  t 
Is  it  likely  (*od,  with  angels  singing  round 
Him, 
Hears  our  weeping  any  more  ? 

"Two  wortls,  indeed,  of  praying  we   ro» 
member. 
And  at  midnight's  hour  of  hariDt 
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<  Our  Father,'  looking  upward  in  the  cham- 

ber, 
We  say  softly  for  a  charm. 
We  know   no  other  words  except   'Our 
Father,' 
And  we  think  that,  in  some  panse  of 
angels'  song, 
God  may  pluck  them  with  the  silence  sweet 
to  gather, 
And  hold  both  within  His  right  hand 
which  is  strong. 

<  Onr  Father  ! '    If  He  heard  us.  He  would 

surely 
(For  they  call  Him  good  and  mild) 
Answer,  smiling  down  the  steep  world  very 

purely, 
*  Come  and  rest  with  me,  my  child.' 

**  But,    no  ! "  say  the   children,   weeping 
faster, 
'*  He  is  speechless  as  a  stone  : 
And  they  tell  us,  of  His  image  is  the  master 

Who  commands  us  to  work  on. 
Go  to  I  "  say  the  children,  —  "  up  in  heaven, 
Dark,  wheel-like,  turning  clouds  are  all 
we  find. 
Do  not  mock  us  ;  grief  has  made  us  unbe- 
lieving : 
We  look  up  for  God,  but  tears  have  made 
us  blind." 
Do  you  hear  the  children  weeping  and  dis- 
proving, 
O  my  brothers,  what  ye  preach  ? 
For  God's  possible  is  taught  by  His  world's 
loving. 
And  the  children  doubt  of  each. 

And  well  may  the  children  weep  before  you! 

They  are  weary  ere  they  run  ; 
They  have  never  seen  the  sunshine,  nor  the 
glory 
Which  is  brighter  than  the  sun. 
They  know  the  grief  of  man,  without  its 
wisdom  ; 
They  sink  in  man's  despair,  without  its 
calm  ; 
Are  slaves,  without  the  liberty  in  Christdom, 
Are  martyrs,  by  the  pang  without  the 
palm  : 
Are  worn  as  if  with  age,  yet  unretrievingly 
The  harvest  of  its  memories  cannot 
reap,— 
^re  orphans  of  the  earthly  love  and  heav- 
enly. 
Let  them  weep  I  let  them  weep  ! 


They  look  up  with  their  pale  and  snokn 
faces, 
And  their  look  is  dread  to  see. 
For  they  mind  you  of  their  angels  in  high 

W places, 
ith  eyes  turned  on  Deity. 
"  How  long,"  they  say,  "  how  long,  0  ewel 
nation. 
Will  you  stand,  to  move  the  world,  oa  s 
child's  heart,  — 
Stifle  down  ^dth  a  mailed  heel  its  palpiti> 
tion. 
And  tread  onward  U.  yoor  throne  imid 
the  mart  ? 
Onr  blood  splashes  upward,  O  gold-heaper, 
And  your  purple  shows  your  path  I 
But  the  chUd's  sob  in  the  silence  cnnei 
deeper 
Than  the  strong  man  in  his  wrath." 


MY  HEART  AND   I 

Enough  !  we  're  tired,- my  heart  and  I. 
We  sit  beside  the  headstone  thus. 
And  wish  that  name  were  carv'd  for  as. 

The  moss  reprints  more  tenderly 
The  hard  tvpes  of  the  mason's  knife, 
As  Heaven  R  sweet  life  renews  earth^s  life 

With  which  we  're  tired,  my  heart  aud  L 

You  see  we  're  tired,  my  heart  and  I. 
We  dealt  with  books,  we  trusted  men, 
And  iu  our  own  blood  drench'd  the  pen, 

As  if  such  colors  could  not  fly. 

We  walk'd  too  straight  for  fortune's  end, 
We  lov'd  too  true  to  keep  a  friend  ; 

At  last  we  're  tired,  my  heart  and  L 

How  tired  we  feel,  my  heart  and  I ! 

We  seem  of  no  use  in  the  world  ; 

Our  fancies  han?  gray  and  uncurl'd 
About  men's  eyes  mdifferently  ; 

Our  voice  which  thrill'd  you  so,  will  let 

You  sleep  ;  our  tears  are  only  wet : 
What  do  we  here,  my  heart  and  I  ? 

So  tired,  so  tired,  my  heart  and  1 1 
It  was  not  thus  in  that  old  time 
When  Ralph  sat  with  nie  'neath  the  lime 

To  watch  the  sunset  from  the  sky. 

"  Dear  love,  you  're  looking  tired,"  h* 

said  : 
I,  smiling  at  him,  shook  my  head. 

'T  is  now  we  're  tired,  my  heart  and  L 
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XXVI 

I  11T*D  with  visioQs  for  my  oooipati j 
lottemil  t)f  men  and  women,  years  ago, 
And  luiiud  tbeiu  gentle  mates,  nor  thought 

to  know 
A  BW^eivr  music  than  they  play'd  to  tiie. 
Bui  Mcxjn  thi*ir  tniilinj^  purple  was  not  free 
Of  ihi»  wiirld's  dust,  their  lutes  did  silent 

grow, 
And  I  my*ii»lf  grew  faint  and  blind  b«Iow 
Tbeir  Ttinisbing  eyes.     Then  thou  didst 

come  —  ti»  be, 
Belovt^t  what  they  seem'd.    Their  shimng 

frf»itta, 
Tli«lr  «(Jtigs,  their  iplendors,  (better,  yet 

tl)c  iiaiiie» 
As  riirpr^water  hallow'd  into  fonts) 
Met  in  Uiee,  and  from  out  thee  overcame 
My  ftciiil  with  satijifaction  of  all  wants  ; 
fiMUBSe  God's  gift  puts  man's  best  dreams 

to  shame. 

XXXV 

ir  1  lasTe  all  for  thee,  wilt  thou  exchange 
And  be  all  t<i  lue  ?     Shall  I  never  tniss 
H<wne  I  a  IV  and  blessing  and  the  oommcn 

kisi 
Thtti  oamm  to  eaoh  in  tunif  nor  count  it 

strange, 
WImh  I  look  up,  to  drop  on  a  new  ranp^ 
Of  walls  and  fioors,  another  home  than  tbifi  ? 
Nay,  wilt  thou  fill  that  place  by  ma  which 

is 
fBN  W  dead  eyes  too  tender  to  know 


Wdcttd 

amsMte 


Tint  'a  hardest  ?    If  to  conquer  lore,  has 

tried« 
To  ^oocpK^r  grief,  tries  more,  as  all  things 

Fmr  gnef  indeed  is  love  and  grief  beside. 
Abu,  1  liKVe  griev'd  so  I  am  hard  to  lore. 
Yet   lore  me  —  wilt  thou  ?     Open  thine 

heart  wide. 
And  fold  within  the  wet  wings  of  thy  dove. 

XXXVIH 

fiftiT  time  be  kissM  me,  be  but  only  kiss*d 
Tbi  fittgm  of  tliis  hand  wherewith  I  write  ; 
And  over  mnee,  it  grew  more  clean  and 

wkft4(r 
Slow  to   world-greetiogSt  quick  witk   its 

**  Oh,  list/' 


When  the  angels  speak.  A  ring  of  ame* 
thyst 

I  could  not  wear  here,  plainer  to  my  sight, 

Than  that  firat  kiss*  The  second  passed  in 
heiglit 

The  fir»t,  juid  sought  the  forehead,  aud  hall 
miss^dt 

Half  falling  on  the  hair.     O  beyond  meed  t 

That  was  the  chrisiu  of  love,  whicli  love'a 
own  crown, 

With  sanctifying  sweetness,  did  precede. 

Tlie  third  upon  my  lips  was  folded  down 

In  perfect,  purple  state  ;  siuce  wlien,  in- 
deed, 

I  have  been  proud  and  said,  *'  My  love,  my 
own.** 

XXXIX 

Because  thou  hast  the  power  and  own^st 

the  grace 
To  look  through  and  behind  this  mask  of 

me, 
(Against    which,    years    have    beat     thus 

blanchingly 
With  their  raiius,)  and   behold  my  8oal*s 

true  face. 
The  dim  and  weary  witness  of  lifers  race,  — 
Because  tliou  hast  the  faith  luid  love  to  see, 
Through     that    same    aouFs     distracting 

lethargy. 
The  patient  angel  waiting  for  a  place 
In   the   new   Heavens,  —  because   nor  sin 

nor  woe, 
Nor  God^s  infliction,  nor  death's  neighboiv 

hood. 
Nor  all  which  others  viewing,  tarn  \xi  go. 
Nor  all  which  makes  me  tired  of  all,  self* 

view*d,  — 
Nothing  repels  thee,  .  -  .  Dearest,  teaok 

me  so 
To  pour  out  gratitade,  bs  thou  dost,  good  1 

# 
XLI 

I  THANK  all  who  have  lov'd  roe  ir  theif 

hearts. 
With  thanks  and  love  from  mine.     Deep 

thanks  to  all 
Who  paiis'd  a  little  near  the  prison-widl 
To  hear  my  music  in  its  louder  parts 
Ere  they  went  onward,  oach  one  to  tho 

mart's 
Or  temple's  occnpation,  beyond  call. 
But  thou,  who,  in  mj  voice's  sink  and  fall 
When  the  sob  took  it,  thy  divinest  Art's 
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t  Ibougbt,  musing,  of  the  muuiiieF- 


Sweei  ftODgs  which  slill  for  Itatj  out- 
rang 
Wmm  older  singers'  lips  who  sang  not  thog 

Exttltinglj  B«d  purely,  yet,  with  pang 
Fa*t  fihcttth'd  ia  music,  touch*d  the  heart 
of  us 
So  ftively  thnt  the  pity  scarcely  pained. 
t  thought  how  Filicaja  led  on  others, 
Hewailefv  for  their  Italy  enchaiuM, 
Awl  Itofw  they  called  her  childless  amotig 
tiiothets. 
Widow  of  empires,  ay,  and  scarce  re* 
frain»d 
Omrmne  her  beanhr  to  her  face,  as  brothers 
M^ht  a  shamd   sister's,  —  ''Had   she 
been  less  fair 
Sbe  w«r»  less  wretched  ;  '*  —  how,  evokiug 
so 
Ffom  eoogKgated  wrong  and  heaped  de- 
tpair 
Of  TO«ti  and  women  writhing  under  blow, 

Hirrow'd  and  hideous  in  it  filthy  ltdr» 
Somt  personating  lutage  wherein  woe 
Was  wrapp'd  m  beauty  from  offending 
tniich, 
TL«T  callM  it  Cybele,  or  Xiobe, 

Ur   Utid   tt  corpse-like   ou    a    bier   for 
ftiK'h, 
Wliere  aU  the  world  might  drop  for  ItaJy 
Tboae  cadenced   tears  whicn  burn  not 
vliere  they  touch,  — 
"  Jidiel  of  natioiis,  canst  thou  die  as  we  ? 
Aad   was  the  violet   that  crowned   thy 
bead 
89  nrver-large,  though  new  buds  made  it 

It  Blfi»p'd  down  and  across  thine  eyelids 
dead, 
O  avreH,  fair  Juliet?'*    Of  such  songs 
enough, 
Too  many  of  such  oomplaints  I  behold, 
inntead, 
VM  ai  Varona,  Julie t*s  marble  trough  : 
As  void  aa  that  is,  are  all  images 
n  9et   between   themselves  and  actual 

wnmg. 
To  catch  the  weight  of  pity,  meet  the 
atress 

Of  aooaeieiioe^  —  since  %\b  easier  to  gaze 
long 
On  Biounifnl  masks  and  sad  effigies 
tbui  on  real,  live,  weak  creatures  crushed 


r 


SURSUM   CORDA 


The  sun  strikes,  through  the  wiudows,  np 
the  floor ; 
Stand  out  in  it,  my  own  young  Florentine^ 
Not  two  years  0I4  aud  let  me  see  theo 
more  t 
It  grows  along  thy  amber  curls,  to  shine 
Brighter    than    elsewhere.     Now,    look 
straight  before, 
And  fix  thy  brave  blue  English  eyes  on 
mine. 
And  from  my  sonl,  which  fronts  the  la^ 
ture  so. 
With  onabash'd  and  unabated  gaze, 
Teach  me  to  hope  for,  what  the  angela 
know 
When  they  smile  clear  aa  thou  dost.    Down 
God's  ways 
With   just   alighted   feet,   between  the 

BUOW 

Aad  snowdrops,  where  a  little  Iamb  may 
graie, 
Thou  hast  no  fear,  my  kmb,  about  the 
road, 
Albeit  in  our  vain-glory  we  assume 

That,  less  than  we  have,  thou  hast  learnt 
of  God. 
Stand  out,  my  blue-eyed  prophet  f^ —  thou, 
to  whom 
The  earliest  world-day  light  that  ever 
flow'd. 
Through  Casa  Guidi  windows  chanced  to 
come  i 
Now  shake  the  glittering  nimbus  of  thy 
hair. 
And  be  God*s  witness  that  the  elemental 
New  springs  of  life  are  gushing  every* 
wnere 
To  cleanse  the  wateiM^mrses,  and  prevent  all 
Concrete  obstructions  wliich  iufest  tho 
air  1 
Thnt  earth 's  alive,  and  gentle  or  nngentle 
Motions      within      her,      signify     bat 
growth  !  — 
The  ground  swells  greenest  o'er  the  laboi^ 
ing  moles. 
Howe'er  the  uneasy  world  is  vez'd  and 
wroth. 
Young  diildren,  lifted  high  on  parent  aouls^ 
Look  round  them  with  a  ^mde  upon  the 
mouth, 
And  take  for  musio  every  bell  that  tolls  ; 
(Who  said  we  should  be  better  if  Wb^ 
these?! 
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be  di9possei»*c] ; 
But  blened  are  thu(»«  among  Dations,  who 
dm  to  be  strong  for  the  rest  t  '* 

JSfer  ibe  p^ss^d  on  her  way,  and  came  to  a 

eooeh  where  pin'd 
Ob»  wieli  ft  face  from  Venetia«  white  with  ft 

hope  oat  of  miiuL 

IiOQg  abe  tlood  and  gfti'd,  and  twice  she 

BttI  two  great  erYstal  tears  were  all  that 
Cftller'd  and  oatne. 

Onlj  a  t«ar  for  Vettice  ?  —  she  tiuu'd  as  in 

pas»toii  and  loss, 
And  stixipM  to  bis  furt^ltead  and  kiss'd  it, 

as  tf  she  wen»  kissing  the  eross. 

Faint  with  that  strain  of  heart  she  mor'd 
on  then  to  niiotlier, 

btera  anil  strong  in  hm  death,  "  And  deist 
thou  suffer^  mj  brother  ?  " 

UfMtml^  hands  id  hers  :  —  "  Out  of  the 
riedinout  lion 

CoBiath  the  sweetness  of  freedom  \  sweet- 
est to  live  or  to  die  on.'* 

Holding  his  eold  rough  hands,  — "  Well, 

oh,  well  have  je  done 
hk  aobli!,  noble  Piedmont,  who  would  not 
^H  be  noble  alone/* 

^^%w^k  hi*  fell  while  she  spoke.    She  rose  to 
[  her  feet  with  a  springs  — 

I      ^Tbat  was  a  Piedmontese  I  and  this  is  the 
I  Court  of  the  King." 

k 


MOTHER  AND   POET 

^mrx,  AFTEK  NEWS  rROM   GAETA«  !86l 


Dead  I    One  of  them  shot  bj  the  sea  iti 
the  east, 
And  one  of  them  shot  in  the  west  hj  the 
sea. 
Dad  i  both  mj  hojs  1     When  jou  sit  at 
tbefeaat 
And  ftre  wanting  a  great  song  for  ItaJy 
free, 
iiei  nooe  look  at  me  / 


Yet  I  WfUJ  a  poetcsBa  only  last  year, 

And  good  at  my  art,  for  a  woman,  men 
said  ; 
But  thi$  woumu,  tAiJ,  who  is  agonix'd  here, 
—  The  east  sea  and  west  sea  rhyme  on 
in  her  head 
For  ever  instead. 

What  art  can  a  woman  he  good  at  7    Ohg 
vain  I 
What  art  is  she  good  at,  hut  hurting  her 
breast 
With  the  milk-teeth  of  babes,  and  a  smile 
at  tliu  pain  ? 
Ah  hoySf  liow  you  hurt  1  you  were  strong 
as  you  pressed, 
And  I  proud,  by  that  test. 

What  art  *s  for  a  woman  ?    To  hold  on  her 
knees 
Both  darlings ;  to   feel   all   their  arms 
round  her  throat, 
Cling,  strangle  a  little,  to  sew  hy  decrees 
And  ^broiaer  the  long-clothes  ana  neftt 
little  coat ; 
To  dream  and  to  doat 

To  teaeh  them  ...  It  stings  there  I    / 
made  them  indeed 
Speak  plain  the  word  country,     /  taught 
them,  no  doubt, 
That  a  country  *8  a  thing  men  Ahotild  die 
for  at  need. 
/  prated  of  liberty,  rights,  Rnd  about 
The  tyrant  cast  out. 

And  when  their  eyes    flashed  .  .  .  O  my 
beautiful  eyes  t  «  .  . 
I  exulted  ;  nay,  let  them  go  forth  at  the 
wheels 
Of  the  gtms,  and   dented  not.     But  then 
the  snrpriise 
When  one  sit«  qnite  alone  I    Then  una 
weeps,  then  one  kneels  t 
God|  bow  tlie  house  feeb  I 

At  first,  linppy  news  came,  in  gay  letters 
uioi  rd 
With    my    kisses,  —  of    e«mp4ife    and 
glory,  and  how 
They  l^th'  lovM  me  ;    and,  mmiii  coming 
home  to  be  spoil'd, 
In  return  would  fan  off  erery  fly  from 
my  brow 
With  their  green  laurel-bough. 
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Forgive  men     Some  women  bear  cbildren 
in  streogtb. 
And  Uie  Imck  the  crjr  of  tbair  pain  in 
»e1f-flcom  ; 
Bui  the  birth-pangs  of  aations  will  wring 
Its  nt  length 
Iflia  Willi  fiuch  AS  this  —  and  we  Bit  on 
furlom 
Whett  the  man-child  is  bom. 

Dtmd  f    One  of  them  »bot  by  the  aea  in  the 

Aad  one  of  them  shot  in  the  west  by  the 

3oili !  both  my  boys  I  If  in  keeping  the  feast 
Yon  wmnt  a  mni  song  for  your  Italy  f  r&ei 
Lei  noDoTook  at  mA. 

[Tbli  vw  I^am  flftTlo,  of  Tarin,  «  poet  mad  patriot, 
«i«M  muB  vm  kfllMl  «t  Adcoda  itiul  OMta.] 


FROM   "AURORA  LEIGH** 

MOTHERLESS 

I  WBITK.     My  mother  was  a  FIorentiDe, 
Wbo*e  rare  blue  eyes  were  shut  from  see- 
ing me 

Wben  8earc«1y  I  was  four  years  old  ;  my 

life, 
A  poor  spark  snatch'd  up  from  a  fsiliDg 

huiip 
Whieh  went  ont  therefore.     She  was  weak 

and  frail  ; 
She  eould  rii*t  he^t  the  joy  of  giving  life  — 
The  mother 'i»  rapture  slew  her.     If  berki&A 
Had  left  a  longer  weight  upon  mj  lips, 

II  ai^i  hare  steadied  the  uneasy  brt^athi 
Aftd  rMOQttil'd  and  fratemis'd  my  soul 
With  the  new  order.     As  it  was,  intleed, 

I  felt  a  mother-want  about  the  worlds 
And  still  went  seeking^  like  a  bleating  lamb 
Lalt  ooi  at  night,  in  shutting  up  the  fold,  — 
At  rsatlMS  as  a  nest-deserted  bird 
Qfown  chin  through  something  being  away, 

though  what 

II  kacnvs  not.     I,  Aurora  Leigh «  was  born 
To  make  my  father  sadder,  and  myself 
Kot  overjoyotts,  truly.     Women  kuaw 
The  way  to  rear  op  children  (to  be  just,) 
Tbmj  know  a  simple^  merry^  tender  koaok 
Df  tying  sashes,  fitting  baby*ahoes, 

Aad  iiringing  pretty  words  that  make  no 

srnac, 
Aad  kxmmg  full  ienae  into  empty  words ; 


Whioh  things  are  corals  to  cut  life  upon, 
Although  such  tribes  :  children  learn   by 

such, 
Love's  holy  earnest  in  a  pretty  play. 
And  get  not  over-early  solemuiz'd,  — 
But  seeing,  as  in  a  rose-bu^ii,  Love  's  Divine, 
Which  bunis  and  hurts  not,  —  not  a  single 

bloom,  — 
Become  aware  and  unafraid  of  Love. 
Such  good  do  mothers.      Fathers  love  aa 

well 
—  Mine    did,    I    know,  —  but    still    with 

heavier  brains, 
And  wills  more  consciously  responsible. 
And  not  as  wisely,  aince  less  foolishly  ; 
So  mothers  have  God's  license  to  be  miss'd. 

BOOKS 

Or  else  I  sat  on  in  my  chamber  green, 
And  liv'd  my  life,  and  thought  my  thoughts, 

and  pray*d 
My  prayers  without  the  vicar  ;  read  my 

books, 
Without  considering  whether  they  were  fit 
To  do  me  good.     Mark,  there.     We  get  no 

good 
By  being  ungenerous,  even  to  a  book. 
And  calculating  profits  ...  so  much  help 
By  so  much  readmg.     It  is  rather  when 
We  gloriously  forget  ourselves,  and  plunge 
Soul-forward,  headlong,  into  a  book's  pro- 
found. 
Impassioned    for  its   beauty   and    salt   of 

truth  — 
'Tis  then  we  get  the  right  good  from  a 
book. 


THE  POETS 

I  bad  found  the  secret  of  a  garret-room 
Pird  high  with  cases  in  my  father's  name  ; 
Pil'd  high,  packed  large,  —  where,  creeping 

in  and  out 
Among  the  giant  fossils  of  my  post. 
Like  Bome  small  nimble  mouse  between  tha 

ribs 
Of  a  mastodon,  I  nibbled  here  and  there 
At  this  or  that  box,  pulling  through  the  gap^ 
In  heats  of  terror,  haste,  victorious  joy, 
The  first  book  first     And  how  I   felt  1% 

beat 
Under  my  pillow,  in  the  morning's  dark, 
An  hour  before  the  sun  would  let  me  read  f 
My  books  1 
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I  tnjfMlf  was  true  in  writing  them* 
LmimI  ten  tare,  Lave  writ  true  ones  aiuoe 
Willi  Itm  Gomplaoenoe. 

ENGLAND 

Whoever  Utbs  true  life,  will  lore  true  love. 
I  leaniM  to  love  tbat  Englaxid.     Very  oft, 
Befocv  the  day  wh«  bom,  or  otberwise 
^lirovgh  secret  windings  of  the  afternoons, 
I  tinww  mj  hunters  off  and  }>lunged  myself 
Among  the  deep  bills,  ns  a  bunted  stag 
^ViU  lake  tbe  wat«?rs«  ftbiveritig  witb  tbe 

fear 
And  |>asfttosi  of  tbe  course.     And  when,  at 

last 
fiaoap'd,  —  so  xnanj  a  green  slope  bailt  on 

slope 
Betwijrt  tne  and  tbe  enemy's  bouse  behind, 
I  ciarM  to  re^t,  or  wander,  —  like  a  rest 
Made  sweeter  for  tlie  step  upon  the  grnsSf  — 
And  Tirw  tbe  ground's  most  gentle  dimple- 

nient« 
(Aa  if  God'*  ft n per  toucbM  but  did  not  nress 
MM  imking  England  t)  sucb  an  up  and  down 
Of  vierdttre,  —  notbiog  too  much  up  or  dowu, 
A  ripple  of  laud  ;  sueh  little  billn,  the  tiky 
Csa  stoop  to  tenderly  and  tbe  wheatfields 

climb ; 
Small  nooks  of  valleys,  lin^d  with  orebisefl, 
Fed  full  of  noises  1^  invisible  streams  ; 
And  open  pastures,  where  you  scarcely  tell 
Wlute  daisies  from  white  dew,  —  at  inter- 
vals 
Tlie  nytbie  oaks  and  elm-trees  standing  out 
SeIf*p(*t)iM  upon  their  prodigy  of  shade,  • — 
I  tbongbt  my  father's  land  was  worthy  too 
Of  lieiug  my  Shakespeare's.  -  .  , 
.  «  .  Breaking  into  voluble  ecstacy, 
I  flailer'd  all  tbe  beauteous  country  roimd, 
As  poets  use  .  .  .  the  skies,  tbe  clouds,  the 

fields, 
n*  hmpoy  violets  biding  from  the  roads 
Tbe    prtiBroses    run    down    to,    carrying 

gold,— 
Tbe  tnngled  hedgerows,  where  the   cows 

push  out 
liBptttieni    horns    and    tolerant    churning 

mouths 
Twirt  dripping  asb-boughs,  —  htdgerows 

all  alive 
Witb  bints  and  gnats  and  lai^  white  buU 

tcHiies 
Wlilcb  look  as  if  the  May-do  we  r  had  sought 


And  palpitated  foHb  upon  the  wind, — 
Hills,  vales,  woods,  netted  in  a  silver  mist. 
Farms,  granges,  doubled  up  among  the  hills, 
And  cattle  grazing  in  the  wjiter'd  vales, 
And  cottage -chimneys  smoking  from  tbe 

woods, 
And  cottage-gardens  smelling  everywhere, 
Confua*d  with  smell  of  orubards.    **  See,*'  I 

said, 
*♦  And  see  !  is  God  not  with  us  on  tbe  eartb  f 
And  shall  we  put  Him  down  by  aught  we 

do  ? 
Wbo  says  there  's  nothing  for  the  poor  and 

vile 
Save  poverty  and  wiekodness  ?  behold  !  " 
And  ankle-deep  in  Englisb  grass  I  leap'd, 
And  dapped  my  bands,  and  calFd  all  very 

fair. 

*'BY  SOLITARY  FIRES  " 

O  my  God,  my  God, 
O  supreme  Artist,  who  as  sole  return 
For  all  the  cosmic  wonder  of  Thy  work* 
Deniandest  of  us  just  a  word  ...  a  name, 
**  My    Father  !  '*  —  thou   bast    knowledge, 

only  thou, 
How  dreary  *t  is  for  womeu  to  sit  still 
On  winter  nights  by  solitary  fires, 
And  bear  the  nations  praising  them  far  off, 
Too  far  I  ay,  praising  our  quick  sense  of 

love. 
Our  very  heart  of  passionate  womanhood. 
Which  could  not  beat  so  in  the  verso  with- 
out 
Being  present  also  in  tbe  mnkiu'd  lipa. 
And  eyes  undried  becanse  tbere  's  none  to 

ask 
The  reason  tbey  grew  moist* 

To  sit  alone, 
And   think,   for   comfort,  bow,  tliat   very 

night, 
Affianced  lovers,  leaning  face  to  face 
Witb  sweet  half-listenings  for  each  otberV 

breath, 
Are  rending  hnply  from  some  page  of  nurs^ 
To  pause  with  a  thrill,  as  if  their  cbt^eks 

had  toucb'd, 
When  such  a  stanza,  level  to  their  mood. 
Seems  floating  tlieir  own  thoughts  out — 

"  So  I  feel 
For  thee,*'  —  **  And  I,  for  tbee  :  this  poet 

knows 
What  everlasting  love   is  I  "  —  bow,  tbat 

night 
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A.  father  issuing  from  the  misty  roads 
Upon  the  luminous  round  of  lamp  and 

hearth 
And  happy  children^  having  caught  up  first 
The  youn^st  there  until  it  shrunk  and 

shnek'd 
To  feel  the  cold  chin  prick  its  dimple 

through 
With  winter  from  the  hills,  may  throw  i' 

the  lap 
Of  the  eldest  (who  has  leam'd  to  drop  her 

Uds 
To  hide  some  sweetness  newer  than  last 

year's) 
Our  book  and  cry,  •  .  •  "  Ah  you,  you  care 

for  rhymes ; 
So  here  be  rhymes  to  pore  on  under  trees, 
When  April  comes  to  let  you  !    I  've  been 

told 
They  are  not  idle  as  so  many  are. 
But  set    hearts  beating  pure  as  well  as 

fast: 
It 's  yours,  the  book  ;  1 11  write  your  name 

in  it, — 
That  so  you  may  not  lose,  however  lost 
In  poet's  lore  and  charming  reverie. 
The  thought  of  how  your  father  thought  of 

you 
In  riding  from  the  town." 

To  have  our  books 
Apprais'd  by  love,  associated  with  love, 
While  we  sit  loveless  I  is  it  hard,  you  think  ? 
At  least 't  is  mournful.   Fame,  indeed,  't  was 

said. 
Means  simply  love.     It  was  a  man  said  that. 
And  then  there 's  love  and  love  :  the  love 

of  all 
(To  risk,  in  turn,  a  woman's  paradox,) 
Is  but  a  small  thing  to  the  love  of  one. 
You  bid  a  hungry  child  be  satisfied 
With  a  heritage  of  many  corn-fields  :  nay, 
He  says  he  's  hungry,  —  he  would  rather 

have 
That  little  barley-cake  you  keep  from  him 
While  reckoning  up  his  harvests.     So  with 


ROMXEY   AND   AURORA 

But  oh,  the  night !   oh,  bitter-sweet !  oh, 

sweet ! 
0  dark,  O  moon  and  stars,  O  ecstasy 
Of  darkness  I     O  great  mystery  of  love,  — 
In  which  absorb'd,  loss,  anguish,  treason's 

self 


Enlarges  rapture,  —  as  a  pebble  diopp'd 
In  some  full  wine-cup,  over-brims  the  wine ! 
While  we  two  sate   together,  l«ui'd  thit 

night 
So   dose,  my  Texy  garments  crept  iiid 

thriU'd 
With  straose  electric  life  ;  and  both  mj 

cheeks 
Grew  red,  then  pale,  with  touches  from  mj 

hair 
In  which  his  breath  was  ;  while  the  go&dea 

moon 
Was  hung  before  our  faces  as  the  badge 
Of  some  sublime  inherited  despair. 
Since  ever  to  be  seen  by  only  one, — 
A  voice  said,  low  and  rapid  as  a  sigh, 
Yet   breaking,  I   felt  consciodfly  firom  ft 

smile,  — 
"  Thank  God,  who  made  me  Uind,  to  mike 

me  see  I 
Shine  on,  Aurora,  dearest  light  of  soola, 
Which  rul'st  for  evermore  both  day  uA. 

ni^t  I 
I  am  happy." 

I  flung  closer  to  his  breast, 
As    sword    that,    loter    battle,    flings  U» 

sheathe  ; 
And,  in  that  hurtle  of  united  souls. 
The  mystic  motions,  which  in  conmion  mood^ 
Are  shut  beyond  our  sense,  broke  in  on  uSy 
And,  as  we  sate,  we  felt  the  old  earth  spiii^ 
And  all  the  starry  turbulence  of  worlds 
Swing  round  us  in  their  audient  circles,  till 
If  that  same  golden  moon  were  overhead 
Or  if  beneath  our  feet,  we  did  not  know. 


THE  SLEEP 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  into  souls  afar. 
Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep. 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is 
For  gift  or  grace  surpassing  this  — 
**  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep  "  ? 

What  would  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
The  hero's  heart  to  be  unmoved. 
The  poet's  star-tun'd  harp  to  sweep. 
The  patriot's  voice  to  teach  and  rouse, 
The  monarch's  crown  to  light  the  brows  7  - 
He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep. 

What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
A  little  faith  all  undisproved. 
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A  Iktle  dost  to  orerweep, 

Asd  bitter  memories  to  make 

Tlie  whole  eerth  blasted  for  our  sake  : 

He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep. 

"  Sleep  softy  belored  I  **  we  sometimes  say 

Who  baTe  no  tune  to  charm  away 

Sid  dreams  that  through  the  eyelids  creep: 

B«t  never  doleful  dream  again 

Slidl  break  the  happy  slumber  when 

He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep. 

0  earth,  so  fuU  of  dreary  noises  t 
0  men,  with  wailing  in  your  voices  I 
Odelfed  sold,  the  wallers  heap  t 
0  strife,  O  enrse,  that  o'er  it  fall  I 
God  itiSkes  a  silence  through  you  all, 
Asd  gireth  His  beloved,  sleep. 

Rb  dews  drop  mutely  on  the  hill, 
Hit  doud  above  it  sadeth  still, 
Thoagfa  on  its  slope  men  sow  and  reap  : 
Monaoftly  than  the  dew  is  shed. 


Or  cloud  is  floated  overhead, 
He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep. 

Ay,  men  may  wonder  while  they  scan 
A  living,  thinking,  feeling  man 
Confirm'd  in  such  a  rest  to  keep  ; 
But  angels  say,  and  through  the  word 
I  think  their  happy  smile  is  heard  — 
<*  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

For  me,  my  heart  that  erst  did  go 
Most  like  a  tired  child  at  a  show. 
That  sees  through  tears  the  mummers  leapi 
Would  now  its  wearied  vision  close. 
Would  childlike  on  His  love  repose 
Who  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep. 

And  friends,  dear  friends,  when  it  shall  be 
That  this  low  breath  is  gone  from  me, 
And  round  my  bier  ye  come  to  weep. 
Let  One,  most  loving  of  you  all, 
Say,  "  Not  a  tear  must  o'er  her  fall  I 
He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 
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A  GLEE  FOR  WINTER 

Hdci,  rude   Winter  I   crabbed  old  fel- 
low, 
Kwer  merry,  never  mellow  I 
WeU.«^y  !  in  rain  and  snow 
^^  will  keep  one's  heart  aglow  ? 
Groups  of  kinsmen,  old  and  young. 
Oldest  they  old  friends  among  ; 
Gtoops  of  friends,  so  old  and  true 
That  they  seem  our  kinsmen  too ; 
^W  all  n&erry  all  together 
Cbum  away  chill  Winter  weather. 

What  will  kill  this  dull  old  feUow  ? 

Ale  that 's  bright,  and  wine  that 's  mel- 

bwl 
pttr  old  songs  for  ever  new  ; 
"DOW  true  love,  and  laughter  too ; 
'Vutnt  wit,  and  harmless  fun, 
^a  dance  when  day  is  done. 
Iftttie,  friends  so  true  and  tried, 
Whitper'd  love  by  warm  fireside, 
^irth  at  all  times  all  together, 
Vike  sweet  May  of  Winter  weather. 


A  CHRISTMAS   HYMN 
(old  style:  1837) 

It  was  the  calm  and  silent  night  t 

Seven  hundred  years  and  fifty-three 
Had  Rome  been  nowing  up  to  might. 

And  now  was  Queen  of  land  and  sea. 
No  sound  was  heard  of  clashing  wars  ; 

Peace  brooded  o'er  the  hush'd  domain ; 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove  and  Mars, 

Held  uudisturb'd  their  ancient  reign. 

In  the  solemn  midnight 

Centuries  ago. 

T  was  in  the  calm  and  silent  night  I 

The  senator  of  haughty  Rome 
Impatient  urged  his  chariot's  flight, 

From  lordly  revel  rolling  home. 
Triumphal  arches  gleaming  swell 

His  breast  with  thoughts  of  boundless 
sway  ; 
What  reck'd  the  Roman  what  befell 
A  paltry  province  far  away. 

In  the  solemn  midnight 
Centuries  ago  I 
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fe  the  pago  1     O  Rafe  the  [»age  I 

stole  the  heart  f rae  me  : 

Ib  the  page  1     O  Bale  the  page  t 

under  where  je  be  : 

if'er  may  nee  Gleokitiflie  more, 

,  maj  we  never  see  thee  ? 

indie  came  withia  the  hall ; 
Mfi  tiim  on  the  dab, 
pure  hitn  bread,  aiid  gave  him  wine, 
I  beat  ia  all  the  plact\ 

ft  hat  him  the  guests*  high  chair, 
I  aprCAd  the  uapc*rie  : 
ymme  hernelf  would  serve  for  him, 
1  I  fur  Hafe^  pertlie  { 

he  sat  on  a  low  low  stooli 
i  his  long  legs  out, 
^d  bti  back  to  the  high  chair» 
*d  his  harp  about. 

m'd  it  ronnd,  he  strokM  the  stnngs, 
t<i<nch*d  each  tirling-pin, 
t  hi9  mouth  to  the  »oundiiig-lx>ard 
I  breath 'd  his  breath  therein. 

Imie  sat  over  against  his  face, 
I  look'd  at  him  wistfulUe  J 
Mi  grat  ere  he  began, 
(f  were  so  sad  to  see. 

erj  first  strvtke  he  strack  that  daj, 
all  eame  crowd  iag  near  ; 
be  seoond  stroke  he  straok  that  daj, 
all  were  smit  with  fear. 

Iijrd  stroke  that  he  strack  that  dajr, 
I  fain  we  were  to  cry  ; 
lyfth  stroke  that  he  strack  that  day, 
giHNighi  thai  we  would  die* 

ttgne  can  tcH  bow  sweet  it  was, 
r  far,  and  yet  how  near ; 
tw  the  saints  in  Paradise, 
I  haimies  on  their  bier. 


Dame    saw    ber    good 

lord  — 

U»ld  me  priviUe  t 

w  him  as  she  saw  him  laatt 

his  ship  upon  the  sea. 

be  lAid  his  little  harp  by, 
\  hia  wondrous  eyes  ; 


We  stood  a  long  time  like  dumb  things^ 
Stood  in  a  dumb  surprise* 

TIjen  all  at  once  we  left  that  trance. 

And  shouted  where  we  sUhmI  ; 
We  clasped  each  other's  hands  and  vow'd 

We  would  be  wise  and  good. 

Soon  be  rose  up  and  Rafe  rose  too. 
He  drank  wine  and  broke  bread  ; 

He  clasped  baudji  with  our  trembling  Bamei 
But  never  a  word  he  suid  ; 

They  went,  —  Aliick  and  itick-a-day  I 
They  iveut  the  way  they  came. 

I  followed  them  all  down  the  floor. 

And  O  but  I  Imd  drouth 
To  touch  his  cibeek.  to  touch  hia  hand, 

To  kiss  Rafe's  velvet  mouth  I 

But  I  knew  such  was  not  for  rae. 

They  went  straight  from  the  door 
We  saw  them  fade  within  the  mist. 

And  never  saw  tbem  more. 

YOUTH   AND   AGE 

OiTR  night  repast  was  ended  :  quietness 
Return  d    again  :    the  boys  were   in   thi 

books  ; 

The  old  man  slept,  and  by  him  slept  his  dog : 
My  thoughts  were  in  the  dream-laud  of  to- 
morrow : 
A  knock  is  heard ;  anon  the  maid 


bfing^H 
PforV^ 


A  bl.'U'k'SealM  letter  that  some  over-worl 
Late  messenger  leaves.      Each  one  looka 

round  and  scans. 
But  lifts  it  notf  and  I  at  last  am  told 
To  read  iL     *'  Died  here  at  hb  house  this 

dav'*  — 
Some  well-known  name  not  needful  here 

to  print, 
Follows  at  leugtb-     Soon  all  return  again 
To  their  first  stillnessi  but  the  old   man 

coughs. 
And  cries,  *'Ah,  he  was  always  like  tho 

puve, 
*  And  still  h©  was  but  young  1  **  while 

who  stand 
On  life*8  green  threshold  smile  within  the] 

selves, 
Thinking  how  very  old  he  was  to  them^ 
And    what   long  years,   what    memorable 

deeds^ 
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Are  theirs  in  prospect !  Little  care  have 
they 

What  old  man  dies,  what  child  is  bom,  in- 
deed ; 

Their  da^  is  coming,  and  their  sun  shall 
shme ! 

PYGMALION 

-^  Mistress  of  gods  and  men  I    I  have  been 

thine 
From  boy  to  man,  and  many  a  myrtle  rod 
Have  I  made  grow  upon  thy  sacred  sod. 
Nor  ever  have  I  pass'd  thy  white  shafts  nine 
Without  some  votive  offering  for  the  shrine, 
Carv'd  beryl  or  chas'd  bloodstone  ;  —  aid 

me  now. 
And  I  will  live  to  fashion  for  thy  brow 
Heart-breaking  priceless  things  :  oh,  make 

her  mine. 

Yenus  indin'd  her  ear,  and  through  the 

Stone 
Forthwith  slid  warmth  like  spring  through 

sapling-stems, 
And  lo,  the  eyelid  stirr'd,   beneath  had 

grown 
The  tremulous  light  of  life,  and  all  the  hems 
Of  her  zon'd  peplos  shook.    Upon  his  breast 
She  sank,  by  two  dread  gifts  at  ouce  op- 
pressed. 

MY   MOTHER 

There  was  a  gather'd  stillness  in  the  room : 
Only  the  breathing  of  the  g^reat  sea  rose 
From  far  ofP,  aiding  that  profound  repose, 
With  regular  pulse  and  pause  within  the 

gloom 
Of  twilight,  as  if  some  impending  doom 
Was  now  approaching  ;  —  I  sat  moveless 

there, 
Watching  with  tears  and  thoughts  that  were 

like  prayer, 
Till  the  hour  struck,  —  the  thread  dropped 

from  the  loom  ; 
And  the  Bark  pass'd  in  which  freed  souls 

are  borne. 
The  dear  still'd  face  lay  there  ;  that  sound 

forlorn 
Continued  ;  I  rose  not,  but  long  sat  by  . 
And  now  my  heart  oft  hears  th&t  sad  sea- 
shore, 
^hen  she  is  in  the  far-ofF  land,  and  I 
Wait  the  dark  sail  returning  yet  once  more. 


THE  NORNS  WATERING 
YGGDRASILL 

(FOR  A  PICTURE) 

WrrmN  the  unchanging  twilight 

Of  the  high  land  of  the  go£, 
Between  the  murmuring  fountain 

And  the  Ash-tree,  tr^  of  trees, 
The  Norns,  the  terrible  maidens, 

For  evermore  come  and  go. 

Yefi^rasill  the  populous  Ash-tree, 
Whose  leaves  embroider  heaven, 

Fills  all  the  gray  air  with  music  — 
To  Gods  and  to  men  sweet  sounds, 

But  speech  to  the  fine-ear'd  maidens 
Who  evermore  come  and  go. 

That  way  to  their  doomstead  thrones 

The  Aestr  ride  each  day, 
And  every  one  bends  to  tibe  saddle 

As  they  pass  beneath  the  shade  ; 
Even  Odin,  the  strong  All-father, 
Bends  to  the  beautiful  maidens 

Who  cease  not  to  come  and  go. 

The  tempest  crosses  the  high  boughs, 
The  great  snakes  heave  below, 

The  wolf,  the  boar,  and  antler'd  harts 
Delve  at  the  life-giving  roots. 

But  all  of  them  fear  the  wise  maidens. 

The  wise-hearted  water-bearers 
Who  evermore  come  and  go. 

And  men  far  away,  in  the  night-hours 
To  the  north-wind  listening,  hear  ; 

They  hear  the  howl  of  the  were-wolf. 
And  know  he  hath  felt  the  sting 

Of  the  eyes  of  the  potent  maidens 
Who  sleeplessly  come  and  go. 

They  hear  on  the  wings  of  the  north-wind 
A  sound  as  of  three  that  sing  ; 

And  the  skald,  in  the  blae  mist  wandering 
High  on  the  midland  fell. 

Heard  the  very  words  of  the  o'ersong 
Of  the  Norns  who  come  and  go. 

But  alas  for  the  ears  of  mortals 

Chance-hearing  that  fate-laden  song  I 

The  bones  of  the  skald  lie  there  still : 
For  the  speech  of  the  leaves  of  the  Tre« 

Is  the  song  of  the  three  Queen-maidens 
Who  evermore  come  and  go. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^1  ''  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^BBRIHI 

^^f                                SCOTT  — 

LINTON                                            147    ^1 

TO  THE  DEAD 

Drink  not,  forget  not,  wait  a  little  while,          ^M 

^P                           (A   r.iRArHRA$e) 

I  shall  be  with  thee  ;  we  again  may  smile.        ^U 

^M 

HERO-WORSHIP                      H 

GoxE  Art  thou  7  gone,  and  u  tlie  light  of 

d»y 

HiU  shitiing,  is  mj  hair  not  touch'd  with 

How  would  the  centuries  long  asunder             ^| 

Look  on  their  sires  with  angry  wonder,            ^^t 

gnij?                                                     ! 

Could  some  strong  necromantic  power       ^^^H 

Bat  « veil!  11^  drAwetb  nigh,  I  fmss  the  door, 

Revive  them  for  one  spectral  hour  1            ^^^^H 

Atid  tee  thee  wjiiking  ou  the  dim-lit  shore. 

Bondsmen  of  the  past  are  we,  —                 ^^^^H 

Predestined  bondsmen  :  could  we  see          ^^^H 

Gmtf  art  thou  ?  gone,  and  weaiy  on  the 

The  dead  now  deified,  again                         ^^^H 

fannk 

Peering  among  environtug  men,                  ^^^^| 

^f^^  waiting  there.     0  do  not  drink, 

We  might  be  free.                    ^^^H 

^^^^V              IDilliam  '^amt0  Siitton                         ^^| 

^^P          EVICTION  I 

WBat  though  that  home  may  be         ^^^^t 

Wretched  and  foul  to  see,                   ^^^^M 

^m  Loxo  years  their  cabin  stood 

What  if  God  harry  thee                       ^^^^| 
Forth  from  His  face  ?                 ^^^H 

^B          Out  OQ  the  luixir  ; 

^B  Marif  thfttt  one  sorrow-brood 

^^^H 

^B           Piijta'd  through  their  door  ; 

W^idow^d  and  orphan *d  ones,                ^^^H 

^M    Huin  tiieni  over-eimt. 

Flimt;  from  your  rest  !                   ^^^^^ 

^B    Worse  than  one  wintry  bhust  ; 

Where  will  you  lay  your  hones?        ^^^^| 

^B   Faimne*s  plague  followed  fast : 
^M          God  help  the  poor ! 

Bad  was  your  best«                        ^^^^H 

Out  on  the  dreary  road,                       ^^^^H 
Where  shall  be  their  abode  ?             ^^^H 

• 

tliere  on  that  heap  of  fem« 

One  of  them  sleeps  with  God  :           ^^^^M 
W^here  are  the  rest  ?                   ^^^^M 

Gasping  f<»r  brt?ath. 

Lteth  the*  wretched  k^rn. 

^^^H 

Waiting  for  death  : 

PATIENCE'                     ^^H 

Facnifie  h^i  brought  him  low  ; 

FftTer  had  caught  him  so,  — 

Be  patient,  0  be  patient  I    Put  your  ea^^^B 

U  Iboa  »harp*giiiiding  woe. 

against  the  earth  ;                                      ^M 

Outwear  thy  sheath  t 

Listen  there  how  noiselessly  the  germ  o*  the       ^M 
seed  has  birth  ;                                            ^M 

How  noiselessly  and  gently  it  npheaTes  its       ^M 
little  way                                                  ■ 

^«    Dying*  or  living  here  — 
■           Which  is  the  worse  ? 
^B   Miserv*8  heavy  tear. 

Till  it  parts  the  scarcely-broken  ground,      ^M 

^k  to  thy  soitioe  1 

and  the  blade  stands  up  in  the  day.        ^U 

^    Who  dares  to  lift  her  head 

^M 

^K    Up  frotn  the  scarcely  dead  ? 
^B   lllko  pnlk  the  crazy  shed 
^m          Down  on  the  corse  ? 

Be  patient,  0   be   patient !  the  germs  of      ^M 

mighty  thought                                           ^M 
Must  have  their  sileut  undergrowth,  must       ^M 

■™ 

underground  be  wrought ;                        ^M 

Wbtti  though  some  rent  was  due, 
Hast  thon  no  grace  ? 

But,  as  sure  as  ever  there  's  a  Power  that       ^M 

makes  the  grass  appear,                            ^M 

So  OMV  God  pardon  you, 
^              Ebmmm  of  your  race  I 

Our  land  nhall  be  green  with  Liberty,  the       H 
blade-time  shall  be  here.                           ^| 

^K                                                   1  Wrom  bli  «arl^ 

P^fvuM  of  F^Mdoia.                                                                    ^M 

WILLIAM   JAMES   LINTON 
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RnowiDg  no  more  that  malady  of  hope  — 

The    sickness    of    deferral,   thou    canst 
look 

Tborttugh  the  heavetiB  and,  bealtlifly  pa- 
tient, brook 
Delay,  —  defeat.     For  in  thy  vision's  scope 

Moat  distant  comet h.     We  might  see  it 
too, 

But    dizzying    faintness    o%*ervdls    our 
ricw. 

And  when  disaster  ^Ings  ns  in  the  dust, 
Or  when  we  wearily  drop  on  the  highway- 

•id«, 
Or  when  In  prbon^d,  exiPd  depths  the 
pride 
Of  inffcring  howft  its  head,  as  oft  it  must. 
We  eiitiuut,  looking  on  thy  wasted  corse, 
Feroetve  the   future.    Lend  us  of  thy 
force  I 

LOVE  AND   YOUTH 

Two  winged  genii  in  the  air 
Igroeted  as  tuey  pa^s'd  nic  by  : 
TKe  one  a  bow  ami  quiver  bire, 

The  other  shouted  joyously* 
Both  I  besought  to  stjiy  their  speed, 
But  never  Love  nor  Youth  had  heed 
Of  my  wild  cry* 

A»  twift  and  careless  as  the  wind, 
Aonlh  fled,  nor  ever  once  looked  back  ; 
^  moment  L>ve  was  left  behind, 

But  folio wM  soon  his  fellow*s  track* 
y^t  loitt'nug  at  my  heart  he  bent 
Wis  bow,  theu  smird  with  changed  intent : 
The  string  was  slack. 

TOO   LATE 

Tn  I  ibon  art  fair,  and  I  had  lov'd 
X|  we  la  «»arltf^r  hours  bad  met  ; 
Bnt  ere  toward  me  thy  }>eauty  mov'd 
^hm  8B11  of  Love's  brief  day  bad  set. 

ThofOfh  X  may  watch  thy  opening  bloonii 
AbiI  its  ri^h  prouiiae  glailly  see, 
Twill  not  procrastinate  my  doom  : 
Hie  ripeu'd  fruit  is  not  for  me. 

YH,  had  I  sharM  thy  course  of  years, 
And  yotiftg  aa  Hope  beheld  thy  charms, 
Tb#  (ow9  umt  only  now  endears 

I  iini  gtren  tliee  to  my  arms. 


Vain,  vain  regret !     Another  day 
Will  kiss  the  buds  of  younger  llowenit 
But  ne*er  will  evening  turn  away 
From  love  uutimelier  than  ours. 

WEEP   NOT!   SIGH    NOT! 

Wekp  not  i  tears  must  vaiidy  fall. 

Though  th^  fall  like  rain  : 
Sorrow  ^s  flood  shall  not  recall 
Love  's  dear  life  again. 
Vain  thy  tears. 
Vain  thy  sobs  ; 
As  vain  heart-throbs 
Of  lonely  years 
Since  thou  Love  hast  shun. 

Sigh  not !    As  a  passed  wind 

Is  but  sought  in  vain, 
Si^hs  nor  groau»  may  not  imbind 
Death's  unbroken  chain. 
Sighs  and  tears 
Nought  avail, 
Nor  cheeks  grown  pala 
In  lonely  yeura. 
Love  eomea  not  again. 

SPRING  AND  AUTUMN 

"Thoit  wilt  forget  me"    "Love  has  no 

such  word/' 
The  soft  Spring  wind  is  whispering  to  the 

trees. 
Among  lime-blossoms  have  the  hovering 

bees 

Those  whispers  heard  ? 

*•  Or  thou  wilt  change/*    **  Love  changt^th 

not,"  he  said. 
The   purple    heather  doys    the  air  with 

acent 
Of  honey.     0*er  the  moors  her  lover  wentg 
Nor  tum*d  his  head. 

LOVE'S  BLINDNESS 

Ta£Y  call  her  fair.     I  do  not  know  t 

I  never  thought  to  look. 
Who  heeds  the  biuder*8  costliest  show 

'WTien  be  may  read  the  book  ? 

\\liat  need  a  list  of  parts  to  me 
When  I  possess  the  whole  f 

Who  only  watch  her  eyes  to  see 
The  color  of  her  souL 
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Wr  the  baimB  she  would  rioi  and  the  school 
laddi«s  piuk. 
And  o*er  the  broomj  braes  like  a  fairj 
would  flee. 
Till  auJd  heart 9  crew  young  again  wi*  love 
for  her  ftaike : 
There  was  life  in  the  blithe  blink  o* 
Bonnie  Beaaie  Lee. 

6he  grat  wi*  the  w»efaV  and  bngh'd  wi' 
the  glad, 
ibid  light  a»  the  wind  *mang  the  dancers 
was  she  ; 
And  a  tongue  that  could  jeer,  too,  the  little 
limmer  had, 
Whilk  keepit  aje  her  ain  side  for  Bonnie 
Bessie  Lee. 

And  she  whiles  had  a  sweetheart,  and  some- 
times had  twa  — 
A  Hmmer  o'  a  lassie  I  —  but,  at  ween  you 
and  me, 
Ber  warm  wee  bit  beartie  she  ne^er  threw 
awa', 
Though  inonv  a  ane  had  sought  it  frae 
Bonnie  Bessie  Lee. 

Bui  ten  years  bad  gane  iinoe  I  gaz^d  on 
her  last, 
Tor  ten  y^ars  had  }iarted  my  auld  hame 
and  me  ; 
And  I  said  to  myself  aa  her  mi  the  r 'a  door 
1  pwt, 
••  Will  I  ever  get  anither  kiss  frae  Bon- 
nie Bessie  Lee  ?  *' 

«^Tii]ie  okanges  a*  thing  —  the  ill-natur*d 
loon  1 
Were  it  ever  aae  rightly  he  *11  no  let  it 

Ant  I  rabbit  at  my  een,  and  I  thought  I 
would  swoon« 
How  the  carle  had  oome  roun'  about  our 
ain  Beasie  Lee  I 

The  wee  langhing  lassie  was  a  gudewife 
grown  atilcH 
Twa  weans  at  ber  apron  and  ane  on  her 
knee  ; 
Bbe  was   douce,   too^   and   wiselike  —  and 
wisdom  's  tae  cauld  : 
I  woald  rather  ha'e  the  ither  ane  than 
Uus  Beuie  Lee  j 


THE   HERO 

My  hero  is  na  deck'd  wi'  gowd. 

He  haji  nae  glittering  state  ; 
Renown  upon  a  tield  o   blood 

In  war  he  haana  met. 
He  has  nae  siller  ixi  his  pouch, 

Nae  menials  at  his  ca*  ; 
The  proud  o*  earth  frae  him  would  turn^ 

And  bid  him  stand  awn*. 

HiH  coat  is  hame-epun  hodden-gray. 

His  shoon  are  clouted  sair, 
His  garments,  maiat  unhero-like, 

Are  a*  the  waur  o*  wear  : 
His  limbs  are  strong — hij*  shoulders  broa4| 

His  hands  were  made  to  plough  ; 
He  *8  rough  without,  but  jiouud  within  > 

His  heart  is  bauldly  true. 

Be  toils  at  e*en,  he  toils  at  mom. 

His  wark  is  never  through  ; 
A  coming  life  o'  weary  toil 

Is  ever  in  his  riew. 
But  on  he  trudges,  keeping  aye 

A  stout  heart  to  the  ome, 
And  proud  to  be  an  houfst  man 

Until  his  dying  day. 

His  hame  a  hame  o'  happiAesa 

And  kindlv  love  may  be  ; 
And  mouie  a  namelesa  dwclUng-placo 

Like  hia  we  still  may  see. 
His  hnppy  altar-hearth  so  bright 

Is  evtr  bleeding  there  ; 
And  cheerfu'  faces  round  it  set 

Are  an  unending  prayer. 

The  poor  man  in  his  humble  hame, 

Like  God,  who  dwells  aboon, 
Makes  liappy  hearts  around  him  tberei 

Sae  joyfu'  late  and  soon. 
His  toQ  is  sair«  his  toil  is  lang  ; 

But  weary  nights  and  davs, 
Hame  — happiness  akin  to  his  — 

A  hunder-fauld  repays. 

Go^  mock  at  conquerors  and  kings  f 

What  happiness  give  they  ? 
Go,  tell  the  painted  butterflies 

To  kneel  them  down  and  pray  f 
Go,  stand  erect  in  manhood's  pride. 

Be  what  a  man  should  be, 
Then  come,  and  to  my  hero  bend 

Upon  the  grass  your  knee  t 
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In  Slimmer,  when  the  da^'s  are  long, 

For    love    brings    back    those    hours    ol          ' 

I  lore  her  as  I  lov'd  of  old  ; 

gold,                                                                ' 

Mj  heut  is  light,  my  step  Is  &troag» 

In  summer,  when  the  days  are  long.                     j 

Ct|iidrjs(  IBdtion 

THE  POEM  OF  THE  UNIVERSE 

Great  words  he  ts  compelFd  to  speak 

Who  understands  the  song  ; 

The  Poem  a!  the  Universe 

He  rises  up  like  fifty  men, 

^          Nor  rhjthiii  has  nor  rhyme  ; 
^M     Some  God  recttei  the  wondrous  »ong 
V         A  fttsni^  at  a  time. 

Fifty  good  men  and  strong.                             J 

A  stanza  for  each  century  : 

Now  heed  it,  all  who  can  I                              ^ 

Great  deeds  ii  he  foredoom'd  to  do, 

"Who  hears  it,  he,  and  only  he. 

With  Freedoni's  flag  mifurrd. 

Is  the  elected  man. 

Who  htfars  the  echo  of  that  soiig 

1 

As  it  goes  down  the  world. 

i 
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Blow,  west-wind,  by  the  lonely  rnoimd*            < 

And  murmur,  summer  streams  1 

Trk  Hnnet  in  the  rocky  dells, 

There  is  no  need  of  other  sound 

The  moor>lark  in  the  air, 

To  soothe  my  lady's  dreams. 

The  be«  among  the  heather  bells 

THE  OLD  STOIC                        j 

Hiat  hide  toy  lady  f air^ 

The  wild  deer  browse  above  her  breast ; 

Riches  I  hold  m  light  esteem* 

The  wild  birds  raLse  their  brood  ; 

And  Love  I  laugh  to  scorn  ; 

Aad  QMBXf  her  smiles  of  love  caress'd, 
Have  left  her  solitude. 

And  lust  of  fame  was  but  a  dream 
That  vauish'd  with  the  morn  ; 

I  wtmn  chat,  when  the  grave'^s  dark  wall 

And  if  I  pray,  the  only  prayer 

l>id  flnt  her  form  retain. 

That  moves  my  lips  for  me                             ' 

ThcT  thought  ilieir  hearts  could  ne*er  recall 

Is,  **  T^eave  the  heart  that  now  I  bear. 

TW  light  of  joy  again. 

And  give  me  liberty  1 "                                    f 

Thm^  Uioaght  the  tide  of  grief  would  flow 

uWheelPd  through  future  years  ; 

Yes,  as  my  swift  days  ne^r  their  gotit 

*T  is  all  that  I  implore  : 

Btti  wbene  is  all  their  anguish  now, 

In  life  and  death  a  chaiuless  soul. 

Aad  where  are  all  their  tears  ? 

W^ith  courage  to  endure.                          ' 

Welly  lei  them  fight  for  honor's  breath, 

WARNING  AND  REPLY 

Or  pleasure's  shade  our^ue  ; 
The  dweller  in  the  land  of  death 

Ik  the  earth— the  eAiih— thou  shalt  be  kld| 

Is  changed  and  careless  too. 

A  gray  stone  standing  over  thee  ; 

Black  mould  bcueKth  thee  spread, 

And,  if  thetr  eyes  shoald  watch  and  weep 

And  black  mould  to  cover  thee* 

T31  eorrow^s  source  wt^re  dry, 

She  would  not,  tn  her  tranquil  sleep, 

«<WeU'  there  is  rest  there^ 

Belatra  a  atugle  sigh. 

$0  fast  come  thy  prophecy  i 

POETS  OF  THE  NEW  DAY 
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•O  MAY  I  JOIN  THE  CHOIR 
VISIBLE" 
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O  MAT  I  join  the  choir  invisible 

Of  tboM  uomortfil  dead  who  live  Again 

In  BuiidA  mftde  better  by  tlieir  presenoe : 

liv« 
In  puUe*  stirred  to  g«neFO»ity, 
1st  aeedfl  of  da^riug  t*t»ctitiide,  in  scorn 
Far  iitiit*mble  aitus  thiit  end  with  self, 
In  tbua;;btfl  sublime  tbat  pierce  the  night 

like  stars, 
And  wilb  their  mild  persistence  urge  man's 

searcb 
To  Yailer  issues. 

So  to  live  is  heaven  : 
To  make  undying  music  in  the  worlds 
BrcAlkiag  as  beauteous  order  that  controls 
Willi  growing  sway   tbe  growing  life  of 


I  So  we  inherit  that  sweet  puritv 
-Top  wbich  we  struggled,  failM,  and  ago- 
nii*d 

WHli  widening  retrospect  that  bred  despair. 
Betiellious  flesh  tliat  would  not  be  siilMlued, 
A  vieioiis  parent  shiiming  »titl  its  chilil, 
Poor  utsioiii  penitence,  is  quick  dissotv'd  ; 
III   ditDvrd%   qtuncU'd    by    raeetitig   bar> 
^m  monies, 

^V^ie  in  the  lar^e  and  charitable  air. 
^^^jkI  all  our  rarer,  better,  truer  self, 
^^■iii  sobbM  religiously  in  yearning  song, 
^■Siift  watch'd   tu  ease  tbo  burthen  of  the 
world. 
Laboriously  tracing  what  must  be, 
And  wUiU  may  yet  h^  better,  — saw  witbin 
A  worthier  image  for  the  sanctuary. 
And  ftluip'd  it  forth  before  the  multitude, 
Dtvinely  bumaii,  raising  worship  so 
^^To   In^her    reverence    more    mix^d    with 

Vlftftl    better  self   ahoJl    live    tiU    bumau 
^P  Tttue 

i      fiU^  '  ' '        <  vf^Uds,  and  tlte  human  sky 
Bt  <:  ke  a  soroll  witbin  the  tomb 

UlSrr»Li  iurnver* 

This  is  life  to  come, 
fflkiall    tnartyi^d   men    have   made    more 
glortons 


For  us  who  strive  to  follow.     May  I  reaoli 
Tliat  purest  heaven,  be  to  other  souk 
The  cup  of  strength  in  some  great  agtmjt 
Enkindle  generous  ardor,  feed  pure  love. 
Beget  the  Hmiles  that  have  no  cruelty, 
Be  the  sweet  presence  of  a  good  diffua'd^ 
And  in  diffusion  ever  more  mteose  1 
So  shall  I  join  the  uhoir  invisible 
Whose  music  is  the  gladness  of  the  worl 


SONGS     FROM     •*THE 
GYPSY " 

THE  DARK 


SPANISI 


Should  I  long  that  dark  were  fair  f 

Say,  O  song, 

Lacks  my  love  aught,  that  I  should  long  ? 


m 


Dark  the  night,  with  breath  all  flow*F 

And  tender  oroken  voice  that  tills 

With  ravishment  the  listening  hours  i 

Whisperings,  wooings. 

Liquid  ripples  and  fioft  ring-dove  ecoings 

In   low-ton 'd   rhythm   that  lovers   aching 

stills. 
Dark  the  night,  M 

Yet  is  she  bright,  I 

For  in  her  dark  she  brinp  the  mystic  stai^ 
Trembling  yet  strong,  as  is  the  voice  of  love^ 
From  some  unknown  afar. 
O  raiiiaut  Dark  f  O  darkly-fostered  ray  t 
Thou  hast  a  joy  too  deep  for  shallow  Day« 

SONG   OF   THE   zfNCALI 

All  things  journey  :  sun  and  mooDt 
Morning,  noon*  and  afternoon, 

Night  and  all  her  stars  : 
^wixt  the  east  and  western  bars 

Round  they  juumcy. 
Come  and  go. 

We  go  with  them  J 
For  to  roam  and  ever 
Is  the  Zincali's  loved 


Earth  is  good,  the  hillside  brenkt 
By  the  asbcn  roots  and  makes 

Hungry  nostrils  glad  ; 
Then  we  run  till  we  are  mad« 

Like  the  horses. 
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The  erest  of  the  eonqoeror 

Is  kept  forevermore 

Od  many  a  brow  was  bright ; 

In  the  lull 

The  dew  of  many  an  exile's  eye 

Of  the  waves 

Had  dimm'd  the  dancing  sight ; 

On  a  low  lee  shore. 

And  for  lore  and  for  victory 

One  welcome  was  in  store. 

TRUST  THOU  THY   LOVE 

In  the  lull 

Of  the  waves 

Trust  then  thy  Love  :  if  she  be  prond,  is 

On  a  low  lee  shore. 

she  not  sweet  ? 

Trust  thou  thy  Love  :  if  she  be  mate,  is 

The  voices  of  the  night  are  mate 

she  not  pure  ? 

Beneath  the  moon's  eclipse  ; 

Lay  thou  thy  soul  full  in  her  hands,  low  at 

The  silence  of  the  fitfal  flute 

her  feet ;  — 

Is  on  the  dying  lips. 

Fail,  Sun  and  Breath!— yet,  for  thy 

The  silence  of  my  lonely  heart 

peace,  she  shall  endure. 

4ihmtitt  ^omfi 


SONG  OF   THE   KINGS   OF 
GOLD 

Ours  all  are  marble  halls, 
Amid  untrodden  groves 
Where  music  ever  calls, 
Where  faintest  perfume  roves  ; 
And  thousands  toiling  moan, 
That  gorgeous  robes  may  fold 
The  haughty  forms  alone 
Of  us  —  the  Kings  of  Gold. 
(Chorus.) 
We  cannot  count  our  slaves, 
Nothine  bounds  our  sway, 
Our  wiU  destroys  and  saves, 
We  let,  we  create,  we  slay. 
Hal  hal  whoareGods? 

INirple,  and  crimson,  and  blue, 
Jewels,  and  silks,  and  pearl. 
All  splendors  of  form  and  hue. 
Oar  charm'd  existence  furl ; 
When  dared  shadow  dim 
The  glow  in  our  winecups  roll'd  ? 
When  droop'd  the  banquet-hymn 
^tats'd  for  the  Kings  of  Gold  ? 
{Chorus,) 

The  earth,  the  earth,  is  ours  I 
Its  com,  its  fruits,  ito  wine. 
Its  son,  its  rain,  its  flowers, 
OniB,  all,  all  I  —  cannot  shine 


One  sunlight  ray,  but  where 
Our  mightv  titles  hold  ; 
Wherever  life  is,  there 
Possess  the  Kings  of  Grold. 
(Chorus,) 

And  all  on  earth  that  lives. 
Woman,  and  man,  and  child. 
Us  trembling  homage  gives  ; 
Aye  trampled,  spor^^efil'd, 
None  dareth  raise  one  frown, 
Or  slightest  questioning  hold ; 
Our  scorn  but  strikes  them  down 
To  adore  the  Kings  of  Grold. 
(Chorus.) 


In  a  glorious  sea  of  hate. 

Eternal  rocks  we  stand  ; 

Our  joy  is  our  lonely  state. 

And  our  trust,  our  own  right  hand  ; 

We  frown,  and  nations  smink  ; 

They  curse,  but  our  swords  are  old  ; 

And  the  wine  of  their  rage  deep  drink 

The  dauntless  Kings  of  uold. 
(Chorus.) 
We  cannot  count  our  slaves, 
Nothine  bounds  our  sway. 
Our  wiU  destroys  and  saves. 
We  let,  we  create,  we  slay. 
Hal  hal  whoareGods? 
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THE  FACE 

These  dreary  hours  of  hopeless  gloom 
Are  all  of  life  I  fain  would  know  ; 
I  would  but  feel  my  life  consume, 
While  bring  they  back  mine  ancient  woe  ; 
For,  midst  the  clouds  of  ^ef  and  shame 
That  crowd  around,  one  face  I  see  ; 
It  is  the  face  I  dare  not  name, 
The  face  none  ever  name  to  me. 

I  saw  it  first  when  in  the  dance 
Borne,  like  a  falcon,  down  the  hall, 
He  stayed  to  cure  some  rude  mischance 
My  girlish  deeds  had  caused  to  fall ; 
He  smil'd,  he  danced  with  me,  he  made 
A  thousand  ways  to  soothe  my  pain  ; 
And  sleeplessly  all  night  I  pray'd 
That  I  might  see  that  smile  again. 

I  saw  it  next,  a  thousand  times  ; 
And  every  time  its  kind  smile  near*d  ; 
Oh !  twice  ten  thousand  glorious  chimes 
My  heart  rang  out,  when  he  appeared  ; 


What  was  I  then,  that  others*  thonghl 
Could  alter  so  my  thought  of  him; 
That  I  ooold  be  by  others  taught 
His  image  from  my  heart  to  aim  I 

I  saw  it  last,  when  black  and  white 
Shadows  went  struggling  o'er  it  wild ; 
When  he  regained  my  long-lost  sight, 
And  I  with  cold  obeisance  smil'd  ; — 
I  did  not  see  it  fade  from  life  ; 
My  letters  o'er  his  heart  they  found ; 
They  told  me  in  death's  last  hard  stnfe 
His  dying  hands  around  them  wound. 

Although  my  scorn  that  face  did  maim, 
Even  when  its  love  would  not  depart ; 
Although  my  laughter  smote  its  shame 
And  drove  it  swording  through  his  heart ; 
Although  its  death-eloom  grasps  my  hnui 
With  crushing  unrefus'd  despair  ; 
That  I  may  dream  that  face  again 
Grod  still  must  find  alone  my  prayer. 
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FROM  "FESTUS" 

YOUTH,   LOVE,   AND  DEATH 

Lucifer.   And  we  mi^ht  trust  these  youths 
and  maidens  fair, 
The  world  was  made  for  nothing  but  love, 

love. 
Now  I  think  it  was  made  most  to  be  bum'd. 
Festus,    The  night  is  gloomiug  on  us. 
It  is  the  hour 
When  lovers  will  speak  lowly,  for  the  sake 
Of  being  nigh  each  other  ;  and  when  love 
Shoots  up  the  eye,  like  morning  on  the  east, 
Making  amends  for  the  long  northern  night 
They  pass'd,  ere   either  knew  the  other 

lov'd  ; 
The  hour  of  hearts  I    Say  g^y-beards  what 

they  please. 
The  heart  of  age  is  like  an  emptied  wine- 
cup  ; 


Its  life  lies  in  a  heel-tap :  how  can  age 

judge? 
'T  were  a  waste  of  time  to  ask  how  they 

wasted  theirs ; 
But  while  the  blood  is  bright,  breath  sweet, 

skin  smooth. 
And  limbs  all  made  to  minister  delight ; 
Ere  yet  we  have  shed  our  locks,  like  treee 

their  leaves, 
And  we  stand  staring  bare  into  the  air  ; 
He  is  a  fool  who  is  not  for  love  and  beauty 
It  is  I,  the  young,  to  the  young  speak.    I 

am  of  them. 
And  always  shall  be.     What  are  years  to 

me  ? 
You  traitor  years,  that  fang  the  hands  ye 

have  lick*d, 
Vioelike  ;  henceforth  your  venom-saos  arc 

gone. 
I  have  conquer'd.     Ye  shall  perish  :  yea, 

shall  faU 
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like  birdleta    beaten    by  ftoiiie  resiittiess 

storm 
Xitiosl  a  dead  wall,  dead.     I  pitj  ye*  that 

Bucb 
)le«n  things  should  have  raised  in  man  or 

hope  or  fear ; 
HoM  TltMu  of  the   heart  that  fight  at 

hearen* 
And  iWp,  by  fits,  on  tre,  whose  slightest 

nth 's 
An  earthi|(iake.    I  am  bouud  and  hlesa'd 

to  youth. 
None  bat  the  brave  aud  beautifid  can  love. 
<Jh  give  roe   to  the  young,  the  fair,  the 

free^ 
tht  hrave^  who  would  breast  a  rushing, 

btirntttg  world 
Whieh  came  oetween  him  and  his  heart's 

delight, 
UmA  tntist  I   be,  and  what 's  tht  world  ? 
Like  mad 
itself.    And  I  to  myself  am  all  things, 
too. 
K  my  heart  tbander*d   would   the  world 

lock?     Well, 
Then  let  the  mad  world  fight  its  shadow 

down. 
8ooa  there  may  be  nor  snn  nor  world  nor 

shadow. 
fiat  thou,  my  blood,  my  bright  red  running 

soul, 
Btioiee  thoit  like  a  river  in  thy  mpids. 
BbJoia^  thou  wilt  never  pale  with  age»  nor 

l^iA  ; 
Byt  hi  thy  full  dark  beauty^  vein  by  vein 
BrnpfnUwime,  me  eneircUng^  shalt  to  the  eud 
Dirub,  bubble,   sparkle,    laugh,  and   leap 

along. 
Make  nterry,  heart,  while  the  holidays  shall 

last. 
Btiier  tJiaa  daily  dwine,  break  sharp  with 

life  ; 
like  a  stag,  snnstruck,  top  thy  bonnds  and 

die. 
fic«rt«  I  ooiild  tear  thee  out,  thou  fool,  thou 

fool, 
▲ad  iir3|>  thee  into  shreds  upon  the  wind. 
Whttt  have  I  done  that  thou  sbouldst  maze 
me  thus  ? 
tuteifiT,     Let  us  away  ;  we  have  had 


CROimh  of  hearts. 


for  the  young  heart  like  a 
in  playing, 
ttii  bright  fresh  feelings  up  to  the 


It  loves  and  strives  to  reaeh ;  strives^  lovea 

iu  vain. 
It  is  of  earth,  and  never  meant  for  heaven. 
Let  us  love  botli  and  die.     The  sphinx-like 

heart 
Loathes  life  the  moment  that  life's  riddle 

is  read. 
The  knot  of  our  existence  solvM,  all  things 
Loose-ended  lie,  and  useless.  Life  is  hadf 
And  lo  [  we  sigh,  und  say,  can  this  be  all  ? 
It  is  not  what  we  thought ;  it  is  verv  well, 
But  we  wnnt   something  more.     'There  lA 

but  dtijith. 
And  when  we  have  said  and  seen,  done,  had^ 

enjoy'd 
Aud  suffered,  imiybe^  all  we  have  wished  or 

fear'd. 
From  fame  to  ruin,  and  from  love  to  loath*- 

ing. 
There  can  come   but  one  more  changes- 
try  it  —  death. 
Oh  t  it  is  great  to  feel  that  nought  of  earth, 
Hope,  love,  nor  dread,  nor  care  for  what 's 

to  come. 
Can  check  the  royal  lavishment  of  life  \ 
But,  like  a  streamer  strovrn  upon  the  wind. 
We  fling  our  souls  to  fate  and  to  the  future. 
For  to  die  young  is  youth's  di^4ncst  gift  ; 
To  pass  from  one  world  fresh  into  another. 
Ere  change  hath  lost  the  charm  of  soft 

And  feel  the  immortal  impulse  from  within 
\Vhich  makes  the  coming  life  cry  alway, 

on  f 
Aud  follow  it  while  strong,  is  heaven's  last 

mercy. 
Tl^ere  is  a  fire^fly  m  the  south,  but  sliines 
When  on  the  wing.      So  is*t  with   mind. 

When  once 
Wo  rest,  we  darken*     On  I  saith  God  to  the 

soul. 
As  unto  the  earth  for  ever.     On  it  goes» 
A  rejoicing  native  of  the  infinite. 
As  is  a  bii^  of  air  ;  an  orb,  of  heaven. 

THE  POET 

FuUs.  Thanks,  thanks  I  With  Um 
Muse  is  always  love  and  light, 

And  telf-flwom  loyaltv  to  truth.    For  knoW| 

Poets  are  all  who  love,  who  feel,  great 
truths. 

And  tell  them  :  and  the  truth  of  truths  ii 
love. 

There  was  a  time  — oh^  I  remember  well  I 
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Aad  ttiade   him  swear  to   maintam  their 

najue  and  fame 
At  peril  of  his  life  ;  who  shed  great  thoughts 
Aa  easily  as  aa  oak  looneneth  its  golden 

In  a  kindly  largesse  to  the  soil  it  grew  on  ; 
Wba»e  names  are  ever  on  the  world's  broad 

tongiie, 
Like  anttod  upon  the  falling  of  a  force  ; 
Wkoaa  words^  if  winged,  are  with  angels* 

wings; 
Wko  plaj  npon  the  heart  as  on  a  harp, 
And  make  our  eyes  bright  aa  wa  speaJc  of 

them  ; 
WbcM«  hearts  have  a  look  southwardSf  and 

are  open 
To  ibe  whole  noon  of  nature  ;  these  I  have 

wak*d, 
ivpi  o'er,  night  by  night ;  oft  ponder- 
ing thus : 

r  is  gone  :  mod  where  is  Jove  ?  and 


Tht  rival  cities  seven  ?     His  song  outlives 
!nine,  tower,  and  god  —  all  that  then  was^ 
aare  hearea. 

HELEN'S  SONG 

Tbe  rase  is  weeping  for  her  love, 

The  nightingale  ; 
And  he  is  nying  fast  above* 

To  her  he  will  not  fail. 
Already  golden  eve  appearn  ; 

He  wings  his  way  along  ; 
Ab  I  look,  he  comes  to  kiss  her  tears, 

And  soothe  her  with  bis  song. 


I  WOOD  io  pearly  light  may  steep 

The  still  olue  air  ; 
Tbe  rose  hatb  oeas'd  to  droop  and  weep. 

For  Io  1  her  love  is  there  ; 
Be  sings  to  her,  and  o*er  the  trees 

JShe  hears  his  sweet  notes  swim  ; 
The  world  may  weary  ;  she  but  sees 

iier  love,  and  hears  but  him. 

LUCIFER  AND  ELISSA 

Eli$m^  Nigh  one  year  ago, 

i  ttmtch*d  that   large   brigbi  star,  tuuob 

wbere  *t  is  now  : 
. I  bub  nvt  touched  its  everUsting  light- 

Kor dinsiid  the  glorimis  glanoes  of  its  eye  ; 
Ibr  |Mkaii0o  clouded  it*  nor  any  star 


EelipB*d  ;  it  is  the  leader  still  of  heaven. 
And  1  who  lov'd  it  then  can  love  it  now  ; 
But  am  nut  what  I  wajs,  in  one  degree. 
Calm  star  \  who  was  it  nam'd  thee  Lucifer, 
From  him  who  drew  the  third  of  heaven 

down  with  him  ? 
f)h  t  it  was  but  the  tradition  of  thy  beauty  I 
For  if  the  sun  hath  one  part,  and  the  moon 

one, 
Thou  Itast  the  third  part  of  the  host  of 

heaven  — 
Which  is  its  power  —  which  power  is  but 

its  beauty ! 
Lucifer.    It  was  no  tradition,  lady,  but 

of  truth  I 
ElisMa.     I  thought  we    parted    last  to 

meet  no  more. 
Lucifer,    It  was  so»  lady  ;  but  it  is  not  so. 
Etissa,     Am  I  to  leave,  or  thou,  then  ? 
Lucifer,  Neither^  yet. 

Elissa,     And  who  art  thou  that  I  should 

fear  and  serve  ? 
Lucifer.     I  am   the    morning   and    the 

evening  star, 
The  star  thou  lovedat ;  thy  lover  too  ;  as 

once 
I  told  thee  incredulous ;  star  and  spirit  I 

am  ; 
A  power,  an  ill  which  doth  outbalance  being. 
Behold  lifers  tyrant  evil,  peer  of  good. 
The  great  infortuue  of  the  universe. 
Ant  I  not  more  than  niortiil  in  my  form  ? 
Millions  of   years  have  circled  round  my 

brow. 
Like  worlds  upon  their  centres,^ — stUl  I 

live. 
And  age  but  presses  with  a  halo*s  weight. 
Tliis  smgle  arm  hath  dash'd   the  light  of 

heaven  ; 
This  one  hand  dragged  the    angels  from 

their  thronea  t  — 
Am  I  not  worthy  to  have  lov*d  thee,  lady  ? 
Thou  mortal  model  of  all  heave nlinees  I 
Yet  alt   these  s|K»iU    have  I  abandon*d, 

cowered 
My    powers,    my    course    becalmed,  and 

stoopM  from  the  high 
Destruction  of  the  skies  for  thee,  and  him 
Who  loving  thee  is  with  thee  lost,  both  losL 
Thou  hnst  but  serv'd  the  purpose  of  the 

fiend  ; 
Art  but  the  gilded  vessel  of  selfish  sin 
Whose  poison  hath  dntnken  made  a  soul  to 

death  : 
Then,  useless  now.    I  come  to  bid  thee  die- 
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EUssa.  Wicked,  impure,  tormentor  of 
the  world, 

I  knew  thee  not.   Tet  doubt  not  thou  it  was 

Who  darkenedst  for  a  moment  with  base 
aim 

God  to  evade,  and  shun  in  this  world,  man. 

Love's  heart ;  with  selfish  end  alone  re- 
deeming 

Me  from  the  evil,  the  death-fright  Take, 
nathless. 

One  human  soul's  for^veness,  such  the  sum 

Of  thanks  I  feel  for  heaven's  great  grace 
that  thou 

From  the  overflowings  of  love's  cup  mayst 
quench 

Thy  breast's  broad  burning  desert,  and  fer- 
tilize 

Aught  may  be  in  it,  that  boasts  one  root  of 


Lwnfer.    It  is  doubtless  sad  to  feel  one 

day  our  last. 
Elissa.    I  knew,  forewam'd,  I  was  dy- 
ing.   God  is  good. 
The  heavens  grow  darker  as  they  purer 

grow. 
And  both,  as  we  approach  them ;  so  near 

death 
The  soul  grows  darker  and  diviner  hourly. 
Could  I  love  less,  I  should  be  happier  now. 
But  always  't  is  to  that   mad  extreme, 

death 
Alone  appears  the  fitting  end  to  bliss 
Like  that  my  spirit  presseth  for. 

Lucifer,  Thy  death 

Gentle  shall  be  as  e'er  hath  been  thy  life. 
I  'U  hurt  thee  not,  for  once  upon  this  breast. 
Fell,  like  a  snowfiiake  on  a  fever'd  lip. 
Thy  love.    Thy  soul  shall,  dreamlike,  pass 

from  thee. 
One  instant,  and  thou  wakest  in  heaven 

for  aye. 
Elissa,    Lost,  say'st  thou  in  one  breath, 

and  sav'd  in  heaven. 


I  ever  thought  thee  to  be  more  than  umv- 

.tal. 
And  since  thns  migiitj,  grant  me  ^  and 

thou  mayst 
This  one,  this    only  boon,  as  friend  to 

friend  — 
Bring  him  I  love,  one  moment  ere  I  die ; 
Life,  love,  all  his.  .  .  . 

Lucifer,  Cease ! 

As  a  wind-flaw,  darting  from  some  riftei 

cloud. 
Seizes  upon  a  watex^^wtch  mid  main. 
And  into  white  wrath  worries  it,  so  nqr 

mind 
This  petty  controversy  distracts.  HecooMi^ 
I  say,  but  never  shaltthou  view  him,  livingi 
Elissa.    But  I  will,  will  see  him,  m 

while  I  am  alive. 
I  hear  him.    He  is  come. 

Lucifer.  The  ends  of  thingi 

Are  urgent    Still,  to  this  mortuary  deed 
Reluctant,  fix  I  death's  black  seaL    He'i 

here  1 
Elissa.    I  hear  him ;  he  ia  come  ;  it  ii 

he  ;  it  is  he  ! 
Lucifer.     Die  graciously,  as  ever  thoa 

hast  liv'd  ; 
Die,  thou  shalt  never  look  upon  him  afain. 
Elissa,    My  love  I  haste,  Festus  !    I  am 

dying. 
Lucifer.  Dead  I 

As  ocean  racing  fast  and  fierce  to  reach 
Some  headland,  ere  the  moon  with  madden- 
ing ray 
Forestall  him,  and  rebellious  tides  excite 
To  vain  strife,  nor  of  the  innocent  skiff  that 

thwarts 
His  path,  aught  heeds,  but  with  dispiteous 

foam 
Wrecks  deathful,  I,  made  hasty  by  time's 

end 
Impending,  thus  fill  up  fate's  tragic  form. 
A  word  could  kill  her.    See,  she  hath  gons 

to  heaven. 
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A  SONG   OF   FAREWELL 

The  Spring  will  come  again,  dear  friends. 
The  swallow  o'er  the  sea  ; 
The  bud  will  hang  upon  the  bough. 
The  blossom  on  the  tree  ; 


And  many  a  pleasant  sound  will  rise  t« 

greet  her  on  her  way. 
The  voice  of  bird,  and  leaf,  and  stream, 

and  warm  winds  in  their  play  ; 
Ah  I  sweet  the  airs  that  round  her  breathe  I 

and  bountiful  is  she. 
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■Bftll  the  things  that  freeh»  and 

He  passeth   o*er  the    silent  woods,  they              1 

meat,  aiiil  hopeful  be  ; 

wither  at  hiA  breath,                                           I 

llUn   pruiiLiso   on   the   earth  with 

Slow  fading  in  a  atill  decay,  a  change  that              1 

IpcQ  hand  and  free, 

is  not  Death.                                                         ■ 

it  not  for  me,  my  friends, 

Oh  !  rich  and  lilwiral,  and  wise,  and  provi-              1 

Btit  not  for  mV  I 

dent  is  he  1                                                          1 

He  taketh  to  his  gamer-house  the  things             M 

f  will  come  agaia,  dear  frtenda, 

that  ripen'd  be,                                             ^^H 

irniiirs  of  the  bee 

He  gathereth  his  store  from  Earth,  and       ^^M 

m  Uirofigh  the  long  sunnj  day 

silently  —                                                    ^^H 

k  floweiy  lea ; 

And  he  will  gather  me,  my  frieudiy            ^^H 

MJbe  dreamy  w(H>d»  will  own  the 

He  will  gather  me  f                               ^^H 

^^bou8  speil  she  weaves, 

^^1 

^^B  greeting,    mix*d    with   s\gh&, 

^^H 

^^^bh  all  their  quivering  lefives. 
^^K  are  her  glowing  gift^i  !  and 

TO   CHRISTINA   ROSSETTI             ^M 

^^M 

^^■bous  ta  she, 

Thou  hast  fillM  me  a  golden  cup                  ^^M 

PPA   all   the  lovely   things  that 

With  a  drink  divine  that  glows,                      ^^H 

right  ft  ml  fmgrant  be, 

With  the  bloom  that  is  flowing  up                   ^^H 

iters  fulness  on  Uie  Earth  with  lav- 

From  the  heart  of  the  folded  rose.                   ^^M 

ii  band  and  free. 

The  grapes  in  their  amber  glow,                      ^^M 

inot  for  me,  my  friend^ 

And  the  streitgth  of  the  bl(H>d-red  wtne,         ^^M 

Bnt  not  for  me  I 

AU  mingle  and  change  and  tlow                       ^^H 

lu  this  golden  cup  of  thine,                               ^^H 

win  coroe  again,  dear  friends, 
iUtouch  AluilT  be 

With  the  scent  of  the  curline^  vine,                 ^^H 
With  the  balm  of  the  rose *s  breath, —-           ^^H 

Hgpon  the  haryest-fleld, 

For  the  voice  of  love  is  thine,                            ^^H 

^K  (m  the  tree  ; 

And  thine  is  the  Song  of  Death  I                   ^^^M 

^■K              George  S 

^athnmlH                              *   ^M 

^r^  LIGHT 

What    soul-like     ekangeii     craneseent            1 

■r 

moods,                                                         ^^M 

mrt  the  joy  of  age : 

Upon  the  face  of  the  still  paasiTe  earth,             ^^1 

1  11  dear  when  lonir   the   abadow 

Its  hills,  and  fields,  and  woikIs,                            ^^B 

ais. 

Thou  with  thy  seasons  and  thy  hotin  art             V 

'  tie  fHendliness  the  old  man  crawla, 

ever  calling  forth  !                                             M 

m  tbe  bird  hung  out  in  hia  poor 

Even  like  a  lortl  of  musie  bent                            ^^M 

igo 

Over  his  instrument,                                              ^^H 

Ir  iong  from  mdi&ncc,  in  his  <ihuir 

Who  gives  to  tears  ami  tmiles  an  equal       ^^M 

|ke  door  ;  and  sitteth  there 

birth  i                                                          ^H 

When  clear  as  holiness  tbo  morning  ray            ^^M 

■iipuig,  n-ith  half-open  eyes, 

Casts    the    rock's  dewy  darkness    at   itt      ^^M 

i|^ionfl^  afternoon  in  summer  — 

feet,                                                              ^^ 

^^HtMuT  him,  ancient  ruius,  whei« 

Mottling  with  shadtiws  all  the  mountain            1 

^^^Pmoet  the  only  comer  ; 

gray  ;                                                             ^J 

^^Bluilf  broods,  in  wonderment 

When,  at  tlie  hour  of  soTereign  noon,               ^^H 

Infinite  silent  catiiracts  sheet                               ^^B 

^^P  loofis  oJi^hting  oo  the  gold 

Sbadowle!»s    through   the  air  of  thunder-            1 

HHlilooni  III  mAJiy  nn  airy  rent : 

breeding  June  ;                                                 1 

P%  old  Diaa's  soul,  that  is  not 

And  when  a  yellower  glory  slanting  passes             ■ 

% 

*Twi:Kt   longer  shadows   o*er    the  meadow            M 

y  'aid  ihe  mina  thmi  enfold. 

grasses;                                                  ^M 
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When  now  the  moon  lifts  np  her  shining 

shield, 
High  on  the  peak  of  a  cloud-hill  reveal'd  ; 
Now  crescent,  low,  wandering  son-dazed 

away, 
Unconscious  of  her  own  star-mingled  ray. 
Her  still  face  seeming  more  to  think  than 

see. 
Makes  the  pale  world  lie  dreaming  dreams 

of  thee ! 
No  mood  of  mind,  no  melody  of  sonl, 
But  lies  within  thy  silent  soft  controL 

Of  operatiye  sinele  power, 
And  simple  nnity  &e  one  emblem. 
Yet  all  tne  colors  that  our  passionate  eyes 

deyour, 
In  rainbow,  moonbow,  or  in  opal  gem. 
Are  the  melodious  descant  of  diyided  Uiee. 
Lo  thee  in  yellow  sands  I  lo  thee 
In  the  blue  air  and  sea ! 
In  the  ereen  com,  with  scarlet  poppies  lit, 
Thy  half  souls  parted,  patient  thou  dost  sit. 
Lo  thee  in  speechless  glories  of  the  west  I 
Lo  thee  in  dewdrop's  tiny  breast ! 
Thee  on  the  yast  white  cloud  that  floats 

away. 
Bearing  upon  its  skirt  a  brown  moon-ray  I 
Regent  of  color,  thou  dost  fling 
Thy  overflowing  skill  on  everything  ! 
The  thousand  hues  and  shades  upon   the 

flowers 
Are  all  the  pastime  of  thy  leisure  hours  ; 
And  all  the  jewelled  ores  in  mines  that  hid- 
den be 
Are  dead  till  touch'd  by  thee.  l. 

WORLD   AND   SOUL 

This  infant  world  has  taken  long  to  make  ! 
Nor  hast  Thou  done  the  making  of  it  yet. 
But  wilt  be  working  on  when  death  has  set 
A  new  mound  in  some  church-yard  for  my 

sake. 
On  flow  the  centuries  without  a  break  ; 
Uprise  the  mountains,  ages  without  let ; 
The  lichens  suck  the  rock's  breast  —  food 

they  get : 
Tears  more  than  past,  the  young  earth  yet 

will  take. 
But  in  the  dumbness  of  the  rolling  time, 
No  veil  of  silence  shall  encompass  me  : 
Thou  wilt  not  once  forget  and  let  me  be  ; 
Rather  wonldstThou  some  old  chaotic  prime 
Invade,  and,  with  a  tenderness  sublime, 
Unfold  a  world,  that  I,  thy  child,  might  see. 


BABY 

Whkrs  did  yoa  oome  from,  baby  dear? 
Out  of  the  eyerywhere  into  the  here. 

Where  did  yoa  get  thoae  eyea  so  hlne? 
Out  of  the  sky 'as  I  came  tliroagfa. 

What  makes  the  light  in  them  spai^  lad 

spin? 
Some  of  the  starry  spikes  left  in. 

Where  did  yon  get  that  little  tear? 
I  found  it  waiting  when  I  got  here. 

What  makes  yonr  forehead  so  smooth  aai 

high? 
A  soft  huid  strok'd  it  as  I  went  by. 


What  makes  your  eheek  like  a 

rose? 
I   saw   something   better    than  any  om 

knows. 

Whence  that  three-oomer'd  smile  of  UitfT 
Three  angels  gave  me  at  <mce  a  kiss. 

Where  did  you  ^t  this  pearly  ear  ? 
God  spoke,  and  it  came  out  to  hear. 

Where  did  you  get  those  arms  and  hands  f 
Love  made  itself  into  bonds  and  bands. 

Feet,  whence  did  you  oome,  you  darling 

things  ? 
From  the  same  box  as  the  cherubs'  wings. 

How  did  they  all  just  come  to  be  you  ? 
God  thought  about  me,  and  so  I  grew. 

But  how  did  you  come  to  us,  you  dear  ? 
God  thought    about   you,  and    bo  1  tif 
here. 

SONG 

I  drram'd  that  I  woke  from  a  dreanii 
And  the  house  was  full  of  light ; 
At  the  window  two  angel  Sorrows 
Held  back  the  curtains  of  night. 

The  door  was  wide,  and  the  house 
Was  full  of  the  morning  wind  ; 
At  the  door  two  armed  warders 
Stood  silent,  with  faces  blind. 
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I  fma  to  the  open  door, 
For  the  wind  of  the  worid  was  sweet 
The  wsrden  with  crossiog  weapons 
Tom'd  bnek  m j  issning  feet 

I  ran  to  the  shining  windows  — 
There  the  winged  Sorrows  stood ; 


Silent  the^  held  the  eortains, 

And  the  light  fell  throng  in  a  flood. 

I  olomh  to  the  highest  window— 
Ah  1  there,  with  shadow'd  brow, 
Stood  one  lonely  radiant  Sorrowi 
And  that,  my  love,  was  thoo. 


4BexaStt  Sl^ffep 


THE  DESERTER  FROM  THE 
CAUSE 

Hb  it  gone  :  better  so.    We  should  know 
who  stand  onder 
Onr  banner:  let  none  but  the  tmsty 
remain  t 
Fcr  there's  stem  work  at  hand,  and  the 
time  eomes  shall  sunder 
The  shell  from  the  pearl,  and  the  chaff 
ftom  the  grain. 
Asd  the  lieart  that  through  danger  and 
death  will  be  dutiful, 
Sool  that  with  Cranmer  in  fire  would 
shake  hands. 
With  a  life  like  a  palace^ome  built  for 
the  beautiful. 
Freedom  of  all  her  beloved  demands. 

Heis  gone  from  us  I    Tet  shall  we  march 
on  Tictorious, 
Hearts  burning  like  beacons — eyes  fix'd 
on  the  goal  I 
Aid  if  we  fJl  fighting,  we  fall  like  the 
glorioos, 
With  face  to  the  stars,  and  all  heaven 
in  the  soul. 
Asd  qre  for  the  brave  stir  of  battle  we  11 
barter 
The  sword  of  life  sheath'd  in  the  peace 
of  the  grave  ; 
And  better  the  fieriest  fate  of  the  martyr, 
Than  live  like  the  coward,  and  die  like 
the  skive  I 

CHRISTIE'S  PORTRAIT 

Tour  tiny  picture  makes  me  yearn  ; 

We  are  so  far  apart ! 
Ify  darling,  I  can  only  turn 

And  kiss  yon  in  my  heart. 
A  thooaand  tender  thoughts  a-wing 

Swam  in  ft  wnniner  dimei 


And  hover  round  it  mnrmnring 
Like  bees  at  honey-time. 

Upon  a  little  girl  I  look 

Whose  pureness  makes  me  sad ; 
I  read  as  m  a  holy  book, 

I  grow  in  secret  glad. 
It  seems  my  darling  comes  to  me 

With  something  I  have  lost 
Over  life's  toss'd  and  troubled  sea. 

On  some  celestial  coast. 

I  think  of  her  when  spirit-bow'd  ; 

A  glory  fills  the  place  1 
Like  sudden  light  on  swords,  the  pibnd 

Smile  flashes  in  my  face  : 
And  others  see,  in  passing  by. 

But  cannot  understand 
The  vision  shining  in  mine  eye. 

My  strength  of  heart  and  hand. 

That  grave  content  and  touching  grace 

Brine  tears  into  mine  eyes  ; 
She  miGces  my  heart  a  holy  place 

Where  hvmns  and  incense  rise. 
Such  calm  her  gentle  spirit  brings 

As,  smiling  overhead, 
White-etatued  saints  with  peaceful  wings 

Shadow  the  sleeping  dead. 

Our  Christie  is  no  rosy  Grace 

With  beauty  all  may  see. 
But  I  have  never  felt  a  face 

Grow  half  so  dear  to  me. 
Ko  curling  hair  about  her  brows, 

Like  manv  merry  girls  ; 
Well,  straighter  to  my  heart  it  goes. 

And  round  it  curls  and  curls. 

Meek  as  the  wood  anemone  glints 

To  see  if  heaven  be  blue. 
Is  mv  pale  flower  with  her  sweet  tints 

Of  heaven  shining  through. 


i66 


THE  RHAPSODISTS 


1 


She  will  be  poor  and  neyer  fret, 

Sleep  sound  and  lowly  lie  ; 
Will  live  her  quiet  life,  and  let 

The  great  world-Btorm  go  by. 

Dear  lore  !    God  keep  her  in  his  grasp, 

Meek  maiden,  or  bnive  wife, 
TlU  his  rood  angels  softly  clasp 

Her  closed  Ixwk  of  Ufe  ! 
And  this  fair  picture  of  the  sun. 

With  birthday  blessings  given. 
Shall  fade  before  a  glorious  one 

Taken  of  her  in  heaven. 

HIS  BANNER  OVER  ME 

SuBBOUNDED  by  unnumber'd  foes. 
Against  my  soul  the  battle  goes  1 


Tet  though  I  weary,  sore  distrest^ 
I  know  that  I  shall  reach  my  rest : 

I  lift  my  tearful  eyes  above,  — 

His  bAimer  over  me  is  love. 

Its  sword  my  spirit  will  not  yield. 
Though  flesh  may  faint  upon  the  field  ; 
He  waves  before  my  fading  sight 
The  branch  of  palm,  —  the  crown  of  ligii| 

I  lift  my  brightening  eves  above,  — 

His  banner  over  me  is  love. 

Mv  cloud  of  batUe-dust  may  dim. 
His  veil  of  splendor  curtain  him  I 
And  in  the  midnight  of  my  fear 
I  may  not  feel  him  standing  near ; 

But,  as  I  lift  mine  eyes  Mwve, 

His  banner  over  me  is  love. 


^IcronHet  ^mttl^ 


FROM  "A  LIFE-DRAMA" 

FORERUNNERS 

Walter,    I  have  a  strain  of  a  departed 

bard  ; 
One  who  was  bom  too  late  into  this  world. 
A  mighty  day  was  past,  and  he  saw  nought 
But  ebbing  sunset  and  the  rising  stars,  — 
Still  o'er  him  rose  those  melancholy  stars  ! 
Unknown  his  childhood,  save  that  he  was 

born 
^ong    woodland    waters    full   of    silver 

breaks; 

I  was  to  him  but  Labrador  to  Ind  ; 
His  pearls  were  plentier  than  my  pebble- 
stones. 
He  was  the  sun,  I  was  that  squab  —  the 

earth, 
And  bask'd  me  in  his  light  until  he  drew 
Flowers  from  my  barren  sides.    Oh  !  he 

was  rich, 
And  I  rejoiced  upon  his  shore  of  pearls, 
A  weak  enamor'd  sea.     Once  he  did  say, 
**  My  Friend  I  a  Poet  must  ere  lone  arise. 
And  with  a  regal  song  sun-crown  this  age. 
As  a  saint's  head  is  with  a  halo  crown'd  ;  — 
One,  who  shall  hallow  Poetry  to  God 
And  to  its  own  hi^h  use,  for  Poetry  is 
The  grandest  chariot  wherein  king-thoughts 
ride  ;  — 


One,  who  shall  fervent  grasp  the  swofd  of 

song, 
As  a  stem  swordsman  grasps  his  keenest 

blade. 
To  find  the  quickest  passage  to  the  heart 
A  mighty  Poet,  whom  this  age  shall  choose 
To  be  its  spokesman  to  all  coming  times. 
In  the  ripe  full-blown  season  of  his  soul, 
He  shall  go  forward  in  his  spirit  *s  strength, 
And  g^pple  with  the  questions  of  all  time. 
And  wring  from  them  their  meanings.    As 

King  Saul 
Call'd    up  the   buried   prophet  from  his 

g^ve 
To  spe&  his  doom,  so  shall  this  Poet-king 
Call  up  the  dead  Past  from  its  awful  grave 
To  tell  him  of  our  future.    As  the  air 
Doth  sphere  the  world,  so  shall  his  heart 

of  love  — 
Loving  mankind,  not  peoples.    As  the  lake 
Reflects  the  flower,  tree,  rock,  and  bending 

heaven. 
Shall  he  reflect  our  great  humanity  ; 
And  as  the  young  Spring  breathes  with  liv- 
ing breath 
On  a  dead  branch,  till  it  sprouts  fragrantly 
Green  leaves  and  sunny  flowers,  shall  be 

breathe  life 
Through  every  theme  he  touch,  making  all 

Beauty 
And  Poetry  for  ever  like  the  stars.** 
His  words  set  me  on  fire  ;  I  cried  aloiid« 
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**  Gfids  I  what  a  pqrtion   to   foreran   thui 

SonU^' 
He  gTMp*d  m J  haodi  —  I  look'd  upon  his 

face, — 
A  thoaght  fttruck  all  ttm  blood  into  hh 

cheeks, 
Like  a  fltroog  buiTet.     His  great  fioshing 

CTC» 

Bam'd  oa  mine  own*     He  flaid,  **  A  grim 

old  king. 
Whose  blood  leaped  tnadly  when  the  tnim* 

pets  brayed 
To  jojom  battle  'mid  a  atortn  of  steedi, 
Won  a  rich  kingdom  on  a  buttle ^a^r; 
But  in  the  sunset  he  was  ebbing  fast, 
Biqg*d  bj   his   weeping    lords.    His    left 

hand  held 
Hit  white  steed,  to  the  belly  splash'd  with 

blood. 
That  seem'd  to  mourn  him  with  its  droop- 
ing head; 
His   right,   his   broken  brand;  and  in  his 

ear 
His  old  victorious  banners  flap  the  winds. 
He  called  bis  faithful  herald  to  his  side,  — 
*  Go  t  tell  the  dead  I  come  1 '    With  a  proud 

smile, 
Tlie  warrior  with  a  atab  let  out  his  soul, 
Wkieh  fled  and  shnek'd   through  all  the 

other  world, 
'  Te  dead  I      My   master  comes  t '      And 

there  was  pause 
Till  the  great  shade   should  enter.     Like 

that  herald, 
Walter,  I  'd  rush  across  this  waiting  world 
And  cry,  *  He  comes  t  *  "     Ladyi  wilt  hear 

the  song  ?  [^m^, 

A  HINOR  POET 

H#  sat  one  winter  *neath  a  linden  tree 

In  mj  bare  orchard  ;  "  See,  my  friend," 

he  said, 
^  The  stars  among  the  branches  haxig  like 

fruit, 
Bo^  bopes  were  thick  within  me.    When 

I  *m  gone 
The  world  will  like  a  valuator  sit 
Upon  my  soul,  and  say,  '  I  was  a  cloud 
That  canght  its  glory  from  a  sunken  sun. 
And  gradaal  bam*d  into  its  native  gray/  " 
On  an  October  eve,  *t  was  his  last  wish 
To  see  again  the  mists  and  f^olden  woods; 
CpoQ  his  death-bed  he  was  lifted  up, 
Xm  alnnib'fvnia  atm  within  the  lazy  west 


With  their  last  gladness  iill'd  his  dying 

eyes. 
No  sooner  was  he  hence  thaa  critic-worms 
Were  swarming  on  the  body  of  his  fame, 
And  thus  they  judged  the  dead :     *'  This 

Poet  was 
An  April  tree  whose  vermeil-loaded  bonghs 
Fromis*d  to  Autumn  apples  juiced  and  led. 
But  never  came  to  fruit/*     "He  is  to  us 
But  a  rich  odor,  —  a  faint  music-swelL" 
^'  Poet  he  was  not  in  the  larger  sense  ; 
He  could  write  pearls,  but  be  could  neyer 

writ*! 
A  Poem  round  and  perfect  as  a  star.** 
**  Politic,  i'  faith.     His  most  judicious  act 
Was  dying  when  be  did  ;  the  next  five  years 
Had   ^D^r^d  all  the  tine  dust  from  his 

wmgs, 
And  left  him  poor  as  we*    He  died  ^  't  ifii 

shrewd  I 
And  came  with  all  his  youth  and  unblown 

hopes 
On  the  world's  hearty  and  tonch'd  it  into 

tears/* 


SEA-MAKGB 

The  lark  is  singing  in  the  blinding  sky. 
Hedges  are  white  with  May.     The  bride- 
groom sea 
Is  toying  with  the  shore,  his  wedded  bride. 
And,  in  the  fulness  of  his  marriage  joy, 
He  decorates  her  tawny  brow  with  shells. 
Retires  a  space,  to  see  how  fair  she  looks. 
Then  proud,  runs  up  to  kiss  her.     All  is 

fair  — 
All  gbd,  from  grass  to  iun  t    Yet  more  I 

love 
Than  this,  the  shrinking  day  that  some- 
times comes 
In  Winter's  front,  so  fair  'mong  its  dark 

peers, 
It  seems  a  straggler  from  the  files  of  June, 
Which  in  its  wanderings  had  lost  its  wits. 
And  half  its  beauty  ;  and,  when  it  retuni'd. 
Finding  iu  old  companions  gone  away, 
It  join'd  November  s  troop,  then  marching 

past  ; 
And  so  the  frail  thing  comes,  and  greets 

the  world 
With  a   thin  crazy  smile,  then   bursts  in 

tears, 
And  all  the  while  it  holds  within  its  hand 
A  few  half-wither'd  flowers*     I  love  and 
pity  it  1 


^^^^B^^B 
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Mv  Fmther'a  houjie  on  high, 

While  sweetly  o*er  my  gladdened  heart       ^J 
£xpands  the  bow  of  peace.                  ^^1 

llonae  of  my  aoul,  how  near 

Al  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye. 

■ 

Thy  golden  gates  appear  1 

Beneath  its  glowing  arch,                          ^^1 

Along  the  ImilowM  ground,                    ^^M 

Ah  t  then  my  spirit  faints 

I  see  cherubic  armies  march,                        ^^M 

To  reach  the  land  I  love, 

A  camp  of  fire  around.                         ^^| 

de  bright  inheritance  of  aaintfl, 

■ 

Jeruaalem  above. 

I  hear  at  mom  and  even,                          ^^H 

At  noon  and  midnight  hour^                 ^^H 

Yet  clouds  will  intervene. 

The  choral  harmonies  of  heaven                   ^^M 

And  all  my  prospect  flies  ; 

Earth's  Babel- tongues  overpower.         ^H 

Like  Noah's  dove,  I  Hit  between 

■ 

Bough  seas  and  stormy  skies . 

Then,  then  I  feel  that  he,                          ^H 

Remember'd  or  forgot,                           ^^M 
The  Lord,  ta  never  far  from  me^                  ^^^ 

The  winds  and  waters  cease, 

Though  I  perceive  him  not*                 ^^M 

€l|ad0tte  Clliott                                  H 

JUST  AS  I  AM 

Just  as  I  am,  of  that  free  love,                               | 

The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height  tc          1 

JtrST  as  I  am.  without  one  plea 

prove,                                                           1 

Bot  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 

Here  for  a  season,  then  above,                         ^^fl 

And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee. 

O  lAmb  of  God,  I  come  t          ^H 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

■ 

1      JosI  ■•  I  am,  and  waiting  not 

LET  ME  BE  WITH  THEE          ^M 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

■ 

To  ihM|  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot. 

Lkt  me  be  with  thee  where  thou  aii,             ^^M 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

My  Saviour,  m^  eternal  rest  1                     ^^M 

Then  only  will  this  longing  heart                     ^^M 
Be  fully  and  forever  blest.                           ^^M 

Jitst  as  I  am,  thon^rh  toss'd  abotit. 

With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 

■ 

f%htiagi  and  fears  within,  without. 

Let  me  be  with  thee  where  thoa  art»              ^^M 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  t 

Thy  unveil'd  glory  to  behold  ;                     ^^M 
Then  only  will  uiis  wandering  heart               ^^ 
Cease  to  be  treaohttroiu,  laithless»  eold. 

JmI  ma  t  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
8igl^  riahes,  healing  of  the  mind, 

Ye%  all  I  needp  in  thee  to  find, 

Let  me  be  with  thee  where  thou  art. 

0  I  jamb  of  God,  I  come  f 

Where  spotless  saints  thy  name  adore  ; 

Then  only  will  this  sinful  heart 

fcit  u  I  am,  thon  wilt  receive. 

Be  evil  and  defied  no  more* 

^b  WHt  weloome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve  ; 

^^M 

^r  Bmum  thy  promise  I  believe. 

Let  me  be  with  thee  where  thou  art,             ^H 

1                            0  Liunb  of  God,  I  oome  1 

Where   none   can   die,  where  none  re*   ^^M 

I     ioft  as  1  am  —  Uiv  love  unknown 
I     Hss  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 

move  I                                               ^^^M 

There  neither  death  nor  life  will  part             ^H 

Me  from  thy  presence  and  thy  lore  1         ^H 

1      Bwr  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

^^H 

1                           0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  1 

^^J 
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PRAYER  TO  THE  TRINITY 

Lead  as,  heavenly  Father,  lead  ub 

O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea  ; 
Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us. 
For  we  h&ve  no  help  but  thee  ; 
Yet  possessing 
Every  blessing. 
If  our  Grod  our  Father  m. 

Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us  ; 
All  our  weakness  thou  dost  know ; 


Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  mmm 
Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe  ; 
Lone  and  dreary, 
Faint  and  weary. 
Through  t)ie  desert  thou  didst  go^ 

Spirit  of  our  Grod,  descending. 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy  ^ 
Love  with  every  passion  blenciing. 
Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy  : 
Thus  provided, 
Pardon'd,  guided. 
Nothing  can  our  peace  dertroy. 


!^etirp  !^act  a^mait 


HYMN  FOR  THE  SIXTEENTH 
SUNDAY  AFTER  TRINITY 

When  our  heads  are  bow'd  with  woe. 
When  our  bitter  tears  o'erflow, 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 

Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn. 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne. 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear  : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 

When  the  sullen  death-bell  tolls 
For  our  own  departed  souls — 
When  our  final  doom  is  near, 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

Thou  hast  bow'd  the  dying  head. 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed. 
Thou  hast  fiU'd  a  mortal  bier ! 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 

When  the  heart  is  sad  within 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin, 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear. 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

Thou  the  shame,  the  grief  hast  known  ; 
Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own. 
Thou  hast  deign'd  their  load  to  bear  : 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  1 


BURIAL  HYMN 

Bbother,  thou  art  gone  before  ns, 

And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown 
Where  tears  are  win'd  from  eveiy  eye, 

And  sorrow  is  nnJmown. 
From  the  burden  of  the  flesh. 

And  from  care  and  sin  releas'd. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

The  toilsome  way  thou  'st  travell'd  o'er. 

And  hast  borne  the  heavy  load  ; 
But  Christ  hath  taught  thy  wandering  feek 

To  reach  his  blessed  abode  ; 
Thou  'rt  sleeping  now,  like  Lazarus, 

On  bis  FaUiers  faithful  breast. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now. 

Nor  can  doubt  thy  faith  assail ; 
Nor  thy  meek  trust  in  Jesus  Christ 

And  the  Holy  Spirit  fail ; 
And  there  thou  'rt  sure  to  meet  the  goodf 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovest  best. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling^ 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

«  Earth  to  earth,"  and  «« dust  to  dust,** 
Thus  the  solemn  priest  hath  said  ; 

So  we  lay  the  turf  above  thee  now. 
And  seal  thy  narrow  bed ; 


C^^^^^^^B  ^^H 

MILMAN- 

-KEBLE                                          lyt         | 

Bttt  thj  spirit,  brother,  soars  Awsf 

0  Christ,  thy  triumphs  now  begin                          J 

AfuoDff  the  faithfal  blest, 
Where  the  wicked  cea^  from  troublmg, 

O^er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin  f            ^H 

^H 

And  the  weaij  are  &t  rest. 

Ride  on  1  ride  on  in  majesty  I                          ^H 

The  winged  armies  of  the  sky                          ^H 

And  when  the  Lord  shall  summon  us 

I>ook  down  with  sad  and  wondering  eyes         ^^t 

Whom  thoii  now  bast  left  behind, 

To  see  the  approaching  sacrifice.                             1 

MiiT  we,  untainted  by  the  world, 
As  sure  a  welcome  find  ; 

^^m 

Ride  on  I  ride  on  in  majesty  t                           ^^M 

Maj  eaeh,  like  thee,  depart  in  peace, 
To  be  a  glorious,  happj  guest, 

The  hist  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh  ;                ^^M 

The  Father  ou  his  sapphire  throne                    ^^M 

Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

Expects  his  own  anointed  Son.                         ^^^ 

And  the  weary  are  at  reat. 

^^1 

Ride  on  t  ride  on  in  majesty  t                           ^^M 

RIDE  ON  IN  MAJESTY 

In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die  ;                         ^^M 
Bow  thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain,                ^H 

EtpE  ou  !  ride  on  in  majesty  I 

Then  take,  0  God,  thy  power,  and  reign !           1 

In  lowly  pomp  ride  an  to  die  ; 

m 

Soljn  I^clile                                     1 

WHO  RUNS  MAY  READ 

Hope  their  uiifadiog  flower,                          ^^H 
Fair  deeds  of  charity  their  fruit,                      ^^H 

TmotE  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  read, 

Wliieh  heavenly  tnith  imparts. 

The  glory  of  their  bower.                              ^^H 

Aad  all  the  lore  it«  aoholars  nevd, 

^^^ 

Piife  eyes  and  Christian  hekrts. 

Tlie  dew  of  heaven  is  like  thy  grace*              ^^M 

It  steals  in  silence  down  ;                              ^^M 

The  works  of  God  above,  below, 

But  where  it  lights,  the  favored  plaot             ^H 

Within  us  and  around, 

By  richest  fruits  is  known.                           ^^H 

Ar«  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

^^M 

How  God  hixuself  is  found. 

One  Name,  above  all  glorious  name^           ^^M 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues                     ^^M 

ne  glorioof  sky,  embracing  all. 
Is  Uke  the  Maker's  love. 

The  everlasting  sea  prochuTuSy                        ^^M 

Echoing  angelic  songs.                                  ^^H 

Wherewith  encompass 'd,  great  and  small 
In  pence  and  order  move. 

^^1 

Hie  raging  fire,  the  roaring  wiod^                   ^^M 

Tliy  boundless  power  display  :                     ^^M 

ThB  nMMm  above,  the  Church  below, 

But  in  the  gentler  breeze  we  find                    ^^H 

A  wondrons  race  they  run, 

Thy  spirit's  viewlesa  way.                             ^^M 

fiol  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow, 

^^H 

Each  borrows  of  iti  ron. 

Two  worlds  are  ours  :  't  is  only  sm                ^H 

Forbids  us  to  descry                                        ^^M 

tkt  Sancmr  lends  the  light  and  h^at 

The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  withiiv              ^H 

Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky.                                ^H 

Re  latnts,  like  stars,  around  his  seat, 

^H 

f^rform  their  courses  still. 

ThoD,  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  see             ^H 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair,                            ^^M 

tte  aalnta  above  are  stars  tn  heaven  — 

Give  me  a  heart  to  find  out  thee,                     ^H 

W}uki  are  the  siunta  on  earth  ? 

And  read  thee  everywhere.                          ^H 

likfr  trco*  they  stand  whom  God  has  given, 

^^M 

Our  Edea*m  happy  birth. 

^^^J 
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And   still    thj  rain   descends,  thy  flun   ia 

glowiag, 
Trasts  fipeii  round,  flowers  are  beneatli  us 

blowingi 
And,  as  if  man  were  some  desenrmg  crea- 

tura, 
Joji  cover  nature. 

Oil  bow  iaiig-«ttff«riiig,  Lord  t    but   thau 
deli|rhtest 

To  win  with  tove  the  wanderittg  ;  thou  in- 
Titest 

Bv  smiles  of  mercy,  not  by  frowns  or  ter- 
rors, 

Man  from  his  errors. 

Who  can  resist  thj  gentle  call,  appealing 
To  every  ^nerous  thought   and   grateful 

feebog? 
Thtti  roaee  paternal  whisperings  watching 


My  bosom  ?  —  never. 

F^ifctrand  Saviour!  plant  within  that  bofKim 
*^^—-  «eeds  of  bolmess ;   and  bid  them 


Xji  f ragrmnoe  and  in  beauty  bright  and  ver- 
nal, 

And  spring  eternal. 

Then  place  tbem  in  those  everlasting  gar- 
dens 
Where  angels  walk,  and  seraphs  are  the 


e  angels  wi 
waidens ; 


Where  even"  flower  that  creeps  through 
death  fl  dark  pc»rtal 
Becomes  iumiuriaL 


WHAT  OF  THE  NIGHT? 

Watchmas,  tell  lis  of  the  night. 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are  t 
Traveller,  o'er  yon  motm taints  height 

See  that  glory-beaming  star  I 
Watchman,  doth  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell  ? 
Traveller,  yes  \  it  brings  the  day. 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night : 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends  ! 
Traveller,  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends, 
Wati^-hman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  btrth  7 
Traveller,  ages  are  its  own, 

And  it  bursts  o*er  all  the  earth  J 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveller,  darkness  takes  its  flight. 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wand 'rings  cease  ; 

Hie  tbee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller,  lo  I  the  Prince  of  Peace^ 

Lo !  the  Son  of  God  ia  come. 


I^enrp  f  ranri^  Itpte 


ABIDE  WITH  ME 

Asms  with  me  t  Fast  falls  the  eventide  ; 
'Hm    darkness    deepens :    Lford,   with  me 

•bide! 
Wben  other  helpers  fall,  and  comforts  flee. 
Help  of  the  helpless,  O  abide  with  me  I 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  lifers  little  day  ; 
EaHh^s  joys  gttxw  dim ;  its  glories  pass 

away  : 
Clmigte  And  decay  in  all  aronnd  I  see  ; 
O  IksQy  wbo  ohangest  not|  abide  with  me  I 


Hoi  A  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word« 
Mai  «i  tJbott  dweU*st  with  thy  disciplea,  Lord, 


Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  fre«,  ~-^ 
Coiue,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide,  with  me  1 

Come  not  in  terrors,  ss  the  Kin^  of  kings  ; 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healmg   in  thy 

wings  I 
Tears  for  3l  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea  ; 
Come,   Friend  of  sinners,  and  thus  bide 

with  me  ! 

Thou  on  my  head   in   early  youth  didaC 

smile, 
And,    though    rebellious     and     perverii 

meanwhile. 
Thou  hast  not  left  me,  oft  as  I  left  thee  : 
On  to  the  dose,  O  Lord|  abide  with  me  1 
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I  Deed  thj  preftenoe  er^rj  passing- boiip. 
WhAt  but  thy  graee  (^an  fod  tbe  Tempter's 

power  ? 
Who  lik^  tiiyself  my  guide  and  stmj  can 

be? 
Through  claad  and  sonshinei  O  abiile  with 

me  1 

I  fear  no  foe  with  thee  at  hand  to  bless  : 
nia  have  no  weight,  and  team  na  bittftme^fi. 
Where  h  cleat hs  atiag,  wherv, , 

victory  ? 
I  triiuiiph  stilly  if  thon  abide  with  one. 

Held  tbou  thy  cross  before  my  eb  t 

8kii]e  throtign  the  glooiUj  and  ]  i( 

the  aki«s  t 
Heaven's  moroiog  breaks^  and  e 

shadows  flee  : 
III  life  and  deatb,  O  Lordj  abid^  I 

"LO,  WE  HAVE   LEFT  ALL** 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. 

All  to  leave,  and  follow  thee  ; 
Destitate,  despis'd,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  I  've  sought  and  hop*d  and  known, 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition, 

Grod  and  heaven  are  still  my  own  I 

Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me. 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  ; 

Thou  art  not,  like  man,  untrue  ; 
And,  while  thon  sbalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 
Foes  may  hate  and  friends  may  shun  me  : 

Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure  ! 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  I 
In  thy  service  pain  is  pleasure  ; 

With  thy  favor  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  caird  thee  Abba,  Father  ; 

I  have  stay'd  my  heart  on  thee : 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
'T  will  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast ; 


Life  with  trials  bard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest.  ^^ 

Oh,  't  is  not  in  grief  to  harm  me^  | 

While  thy  love  ia  left  to  m©  I 

Oh,  't  were  not  in  joy  to  charm  me^ 
Were  that  joy  immiit'd  with  thee  1 


Take,  tny  soul,  thy  full  salvatioti. 
Rise  o^er  sin  and  fear  and  care ; 

Jov  to  find  in  every  station 
Dmethtng  still  to  do  or  bear, 
ik  what  Spirit  dwells  within  tbee| 
That  a  Father's  smile  is  thine  i 
at  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee  : 
bild  of  heaven,  shouldst  thou  repuae? 


I 


lie  then  on  from  grace  to  glory, 
.rm*d  by  faith,  and  wing'd  by  prayer  f 
kveii's  eternal  day  'a  before  tbee, 
^*B  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  thef^ 
Q  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

owift  shall  pass  thy  pilg<*im  days, 
Hope  soon  change  to  glad  fniition^ 

i*aith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  pndse  I 


THE  SECRET  PLACE 

There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 
Beneath  the  wings  divine,* 

Reserved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace  : 
Oh,  be  that  refuge  mine  1 

The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide 

Uninjur*d  and  unaw'd ; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side. 

He  rests  secure  in  Grod. 

The  angels  watch  him  on  his  way, 
And  aid  with  friendly  arm  ; 

And  Satan,  roaring  for  his  prey, 
May  hate,  but  cannot  harm. 

He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair 

Of  love  and  truth  divine  ; 
O  child  of  God,  O  glory's  heiry 

How  rich  a  lot  is  thine  I 

A  hand  almighty  to  defend, 

An  ear  for  every  call, 
An  bonor'd  life,  a  peaceful  end, 

And  heaven  to  crown  it  all  1 


■^^^^^^^g 
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■           JUST  FOR  TO-DAY 

Help  me  to  sacrifice  myself              ^^^H 
Just  for  to-day.                                ^^^H 

LOfiD*  for  to-xDorrow  and  its  needs 

Let  me  no  wrong  or  idle  word          ^^^H 

I  do  not  pTRj  ; 

Unt  1 1  i  n  k  ing  say  —                          ^^^H 
1           Set  thou  thy  seal  upon  my  lipSt         ^^^H 

Keep  me  (rom'wuj  sUin  of  sin 

Just  for  t4MlAj  : 

Just  for  to-day.                                      ^H 

Let  roc  both  diHgenttj  work 

So  for  tormorrow  and  its  needs                ^^ 

And  duly  pray  ; 

I  da  not  pray, 

Let  me  be  kind  in  word  and  deed 

But  keep  me,  guide  me,  hold  me,  Lord«         i 
Just  lor  to-dav.                                    ^| 

Just  for  to-day. 

Let  me  be  slow  to  do  tny  wUl  — 

_■ 

H         Prompt  to  obey  : 

■ 

^H                   Cftrl^pfltc 

l00rtr^tDortl^ 

n 

^^^       GIVING  TO  GOD 

For  soiila  redeemed,  for  sins  for^Ven,         ^^ 

■ 

For  nie^ns  of  grace  and  hopes  ot  heaven, 
What  can  to  thee,  0  Lord  !  be  given,         ^_ 

B  O  Load  of  heaTen,  and  earth,  and  sea  I 

H  To  thee  all  praise  and  glory  be  ; 

Who  givest  all  —  who  givest  all  ?           ^1 

"  How  shall  w©  show  our  love  to  thee. 

■ 

Who  givest  all  —  who  givest  all  ? 

We  lose  what  on  ooraelves  we  spend,          ^H 

We  liave,  as  treasures  without  end,             ^1 

Hw  gotden  timshiiie,  Teruat  atr, 

Whatever,  Lord,  to  thee  we  lend,                 ^M 

Sweet  flowers  and  fruit  tby  love  declare  ; 

Who  givest  all  —  who  givest  all*        __^M 

When  hanresta  ripen,  thou  art  there, 

^H 

Who  givest  all  —  who  givest  alL 

Wliatcver,  Lord,  we  lend  to  thee,        .  ^^^1 

Repaid  a  thousand -fold  will  be  ;            ^^^H 

For  peaceful  homes  and  healthful  days, 

Then  gladly  will  we  give  to  thee,          ^^^H 

For  all  the  blessings  earth  displays, 
We  owe  thee  thankfulness  and  praise, 

Who  givest  all  —  who  givest  aU.       ^^B 

■ 

K      Who  giTest  all  —  who  givest  all. 

^M 

^L                            I^orattui 

s  23onar 

H 

^^^      LOST  BUT  FOUND 

Tliey  found  me  nigh  to  death,         ^^^^| 

■ 

Famished,  nnd  faint,  and  lone  ;                  ^M 

V      I  WAS  a  wandering  sheep, 

Tliey  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  loT^e  ;     ^M 

I  did  not  lore  the  fold  ; 

They  sav^d  the  wandering  one*                 ^M 

I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

^^^H 

I  would  not  be  coiitruird. 

They  spoke  in  tender  love,               ^^^H 

I  was  a  wayward  child, 

They  raiit'd  ray  drooping  head  ;        ^^^H 

I  did  not  loTe  my  home, 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  ydoe, 

Thev  gently  cIosM  my  bleeding  wonn^^^^| 
My  faintine  soul  they  fed.                          H 
They  wftuhM  my  filth  away,                       H 
Tliey  nisde  me  clean  and  fair  ;                  ^M 

K       I  loT^d  afar  to  roam. 

'      The  Hhepbetd  sought  his  sheep  ; 
The  Father  songht  his  child  ; 

They  brought  me  to  my  home  in  peace,       ^M 

The  long-sought  wanderer.                         ^M 

Th&r  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
OTtr  deserts  wsste  and  wUd* 

^H 

^^^^ 
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Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

T  was  he  that  lov'd  my  sonl ; 

T  was  he  that  wash'd  me  in  his  blood, 
Twas  he  that  made  me  whole  ; 
Twas  he  that  sought  the  lost. 
That  found  the  wandering  sheep  ;    ' 

T  was  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
Tis  he  that  stiU  doth  keep. 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep> 

I  would  not  be  oontroU'd  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  vtnoe, 

I  love,  I  loye  the  fold. 

I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  once  preferr'd  to  roam  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loye,  I  love  his  home» 


THE  VOICE  FROM  GALILEE 

I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. 

Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast. 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  1  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad, 
I  found  in  him  a  resting-place, 

And  he  has  made  me  glad. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say. 

Behold,  I  f^reely  give 
The  living  water,  —  thirsty  one. 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live. 
I  came  to  Jesus  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quench'd,  my  soul  reviv'd, 

And  now  I  live  in  him. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

I  am  this  dark  world's  light, 
Look  unto  me,  thy  morn  shall  rise 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright. 
I  look'd  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'  11  walk 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 

THY  WAY,   NOT   MINE 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be  ! 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand, 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 


Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough. 
It  will  be  still  the  best ; 

Winding  or  straij^t,  it  matters 
Right  onward  to  Uiy  rest 

I  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not,  if  I  might ; 
Choose  thon  for  me,  my  God ; 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  thine  ;  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  thine, 
Else  I  most  surely  stray. 

Take  thou  my  cup,  and  it 
With  joy  or  sorrow  fill. 

As  best  to  thee  may  seem ; 
Choose  tkou  my  good  and  ill ; 

Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends. 
My  sickness  or  my  health ; 

Choose  thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 

Not  mine,  not  noine  the  choice. 
In  things  or  great  or  smaU ; 

Be  thou  my  gmde,  my  strength, 
My  wisdom,  and  my  alL 


ABIDE  WITH   US 

rr  18  evening  now  I 
O  Saviour,  wilt  not  thon 
Enter  my  home  and  heart. 
Nor  ever  hence  depart, 
Even  when  the  morning  breaks, 
And  earth  asain  awakes  ? 
Thou  wilt  abide  with  me. 
And  I  with  thee. 

The  world  is  old  I 

Its  air  grows  dull  and  cold ; 

Upon  its  aged  face 

The  wrinkles  come  apace  ; 

Its  western  sky  is  wan. 

Its  youth  and  joy  are  gone. 

O  Master,  be  our  light, 

When  o'er  us  falls  the  nighU 

Evil  is  round  ! 
Iniquities  abound  ; 
Our  cottage  will  be  lone 
When  the  great  Sun  is  gone ; 
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0  SftTioar,  eome  and  bless, 

Love,  rest,  and  home  !                        ^i 

Come  share  our  lonelinesB  ; 

Sweet  hope  I                                      ^M 

We  Deed  a  comforter  ; 

Lord,  tarry  not,  but  come.                ^M 

Take  up  thy  dwelling  here. 

m 

Beyond  the  blooming  and  the  fading          ^1 

I  shall  be  soon  ;                              ^M 

THE  MASTER'S  TOUCH 

Beyond  the  shining  and  the  shading,           ^M 

Beyond  the  hoping  and  the  dreadingi          ^M 
I  shall  be  soon.                                 H 

I»  die  still  ait  the  mnsio  lies  unheard  ; 

In  the  roagh  marhle  heaittj  hides  un* 

J 

soea; 

Beyond  the  rising  and  the  setting          ^^^1 
I  shall  be  soon  ;                          ^^^^ 

Tb  waktt  the  mnsio  and  the  beauty  needs 

Tbe  ttiitar^s  touch,  the  sculptor's  chisel 

Beyond  the  calming  and  the  fretting,         ^| 

been. 

Beyond  remembering  and  forgetting,          ^M 

1  shall  be  soon.                              ^M 

Gnel  ICsater,  touch  us  with  thy  skilful 

m 

hand. 

Beyond  the  gathering  and  the  strowing        ■ 

Let  not  the  music  that  is  in  us  die  ; 

I  shall  be  soon  ;                               ^t 

1}l«at  Sculptor,  hew  and  polish  us ;  nor 

Beyond  the  ebbing  and  the  flowing,            M 

.    **** 

Beyond  the  coming  and  the  going,              ^M 

I  shall  be  soon.                      '^fl 

Spere  not  the  stroke  ;  do  with  us  as  thou 

Beyond  the  parting  and  the  meeting     ^^^| 

wilt; 

I  shall  be  soon  ;                               H 

Let  there  be  nought  onfimsh'd,  broken^ 

Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greetingi 

marr'd; 

Beyond  this  pulse's  fever  beating, 

CotDplete  thy  purpose,  that  we  mny  become 

I  shall  be  sooa. 

Thy  perfect  image,  0  our  God  and  Lord* 

■            A  LITTLE  WHILE 

Beyond  the  hoU  ohain  and  the  lew 

liluOlbeaoaia; 

Beyond  the  roek  waete  and  the  riTBr, 

BxYOKD  the  smiling  and  the  weeping 

Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never. 

I  shall  be  soon  ; 

I  shall  be  soon. 

Beyood  the  waking  and  the  sleeping, 

Love,  restf  and  home  f 

Sweet  hope  1 

^^^          I  shall  be  soon. 

Lord,  tarry  not,  but  conub 

^^^^         ${o|ii  j&amud  52 

3ctDlep  a^^mjB^d 

n 

^^m              LITANY 

When  my  hands,  unholy 

Through  some  suilul  deed 

^^^"  Wm:^  my  feet  have  wander' d 

Wrought  in  me,  have  freshly 
Made  my  Saviour's  bleed  I 

^M           From  the  narrow  way 

^^^  Out  into  the  deeert, 

And  I  cannot  lift  up 

^^H     Gone  like  dieep  astray  ; 

Mine  to  Thee  in  prayer, 

^^■Soird  and  sore  with  travel 

Tied  and  bound,  and  holden 

^^^B^linmgfa  the  wars  of  weUf 
^^HAD  too  weak  to  bear  me 

Back  by  my  deepair : 

Then,  my  Father  1  loose  them. 

^^^^ftick  to  Thee  again  : 

Break  for  me  their  baadi^ 

^^pRear  me,  0  my  Father  1 

Save  me  by  the  pasaioii 
Of  the  bleeding  hand*  1   { 

■         Prom  Thy  mercy-seat. 

■  Bave  me  by  the  passion 

■  Of  tlui  bleeding  feet  t 

^^^^ 
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When  my  thoughts,  unnily, 
Dare  to  doubt  of  Thee, 

And  thy  ways  to  question 
Deem  is  to  be  free  : 

TiU,  through  clond  and  <1«»'1rwAatt^ 

Wholly  gone  astray, 

They  find  no  returning 

To  Uie  narrow  wa^  : 

Tbeiiv  mj  €rod  1  mine  only 

Trust  and  truth  art  Thou  ; 

Save  me  by  the  nassion 

Of  tiie  bleeding  brow  I 


When  my  heart,  forgetful 

Of  .the  love  that  yet, 
Though  by  man  forgotten, 

Never  can  forget ; 
All  its  best  affections 
Spent  on  things  below, 
In  its  sad  denxmdings 
Knows  not  where  to  go  : 
Then,  my  God  I  mine  only 
Hope  and  help  Thou  art ; 
Save  me  by  the  passion 
Of  the  bleeding  heart ! 


f  rebericft  W&iiaxn  fabet 


THE  WILL  OF  GOD 

I  WORSHIP  thee,  sweet  will  of  God  I 

And  all  thy  ways  adore  ; 
And  every  day  I  live,  I  seem 

To  love  thee  more  and  more. 

Thou  wert  the  end,  the  blessed  rule 
Of  our  Saviour's  toils  and  tears  ; 

Thou  wert  the  passion  of  his  heart 
Those  three  and  thirty  years. 

And  he  hath  breath'd  into  my  soul 

A  special  love  of  thee, 
A  love  to  lose  my  will  in  his, 

And  by  that  loss  be  free. 

I  love  to  see  thee  bring  to  nought 

The  plans  of  wily  men  ; 
When  simple  hearts  outwit  the  wise, 

Oh,  thou  art  loveliest  then. 

The  headstrong  world  it  presses  hard 

Upon  the  church  full  oft, 
And  then  how  easily  thou  tum'st 

The  hard  ways  into  soft. 

I  love  to  kiss  each  print  where  thou 
Hast  set  thine  unseen  feet ; 

I  cannot  fear  thee,  blessed  will  I 
Thine  empire  is  so  sweet. 

When  obstacles  and  trials  seem 

Like  prison  walls  to  be, 
1  do  the  little  I  can  do, 

And  leave  the  rest  to  thee. 


I  know  not  what  it  is  to  doubt, 

My  heart  is  ever  gay  ; 
I  run  no  risk,  for,  come  what  will. 

Thou  always  hast  thy  way. 

I  have  no  cares,  O  blessed  will  I 
For  all  my  cares  are  thine  : 

I  live  in  triumph.  Lord !  for  thou 
Hast  made  thy  triumphs  mine. 

And  when  it  seems  no  chance  or  chang 
From  grief  can  set  me  free, 

Hope  finds  its  strength  in  helplessness. 
And  gayly  waits  on  thee. 

Man's  weakness,  waiting  upon  God, 

Its  end  can  never  miss. 
For  men  on  earth  no  work  can  do 

More  angel-like  than  this. 

Ride  on,  ride  on,  triumphantly. 
Thou  glorious  will,  nde  on  ! 

Faith's  pilepim  sons  behind  thee  take 
The  road  that  thou  hast  gone. 

He  always  wins  who  sides  with  God, 

To  him  no  chance  is  lost  ; 
God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him,  when 

It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 

HI  that  he  blesses  is  our  good. 

And  unbless'd  good  is  vl  ; 
And  all  is  right  that  seems  most  wrong 

If  it  be  his  sweet  wilL 
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PARADISE 

0  Paradus,  O  Paradise, 

Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest, 
Who  would  not  seek  the  happy  land 
Where  they  that  loy'd  are  blest  ? 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light. 
All  rapture  throiu^h  and  through. 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

0  Fkradise,  O  Paradise, 

The  world  is  growing  old  ; 
Who  would  not  he  at  rest  and  free 

Where  love  is  never  oold  ? 

0  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
Wherefore  doth  death  delay  ? 

Brurht  death,  that  is  the  welcome  dawn 
Of  our  eternal  day. 

0  Pbradise,  O  Pkradise, 

T  is  weary  waitine  here  ; 

1  long  to  be  where  Jesus  is. 
To  feel,  to  see  him  near. 

0  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
I  want  to  sin  no  more, 

1  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  thy  spotless  shore. 

O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 

I  greatly  long  to  see 
TXbe  special  place  my  dearest  Lord 

Is  destining  for  me. 

O  Pkradise,  O  Fkradise, 

I  feel 't  will  not  be  long  ; 
Patience  I  I  almost  think  I  hear 
Faint  fragments  of  tby  song ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through. 
In  Uod's  most  holy  sight 


THE  RIGHT  MUST  WIN 

Or,  it  is  hard  to  work  for  God, 

To  rise  and  take  his  part 
Upon  this  battle-field  of  earth. 

And  not  sometimes  lose  heart  t 

He  hides  himself  so  wondrously. 
As  though  there  were  no  God ; 

He  is  least  seen  when  all  the  powezt 
Of  iU  are  most  abroad. 

Or  he  deserts  us  at  the  hour 

The  fight  is  all  but  lost ; 
And  seems  to  leave  us  to  onrselvM 

Just  when  we  need  him  most. 

HI  masters  good ;  good  seems  to  change 

To  ill  with  greatest  ease  ; 
And,  worst  of  all,  the  good  with  good 

Is  at  cross-purposes. 

Ah  I  God  is  other  than  we  think  ; 

His  ways  are  fax  above, 
Far  beyond  reason's  height,  and  reaeh'd 

Only  by  childlike  love. 

Workman  of  God  I    Oh,  lose  not  heart. 
But  learn  what  Grod  is  like  ; 

And  in  the  darkest  battle-field 
Thou  shalt  know  where  to  strike* 

Thrice  bless'd  is  he  to  whom  is  given 

The  instinct  that  can  tell 
That  God  is  on  the  field  when  he 

Is  most  invisible. 

Bless'd,  too,  is  he  who  can  divine 

Where  real  right  doth  lie. 
And  dares  to  take  the  side  that  seemi 

Wrong  to  man's  blindfold  eye. 

For  riffht  is  right,  sinoe  God  is  God ; 

And  right  the  day  must  win  ; 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty. 

To  falter  would  be  sin. 
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^tt^tic  l^encl^im  ^tanlep 


TEACH  US  TO   DIE 

Where  shall  we  learn  to  die  ? 

Go,  eaze  with  steadfast  eye 

On  dark  Gethsemane 

Or  darker  Calvary, 

Where  through  each  lingering  hour 

The  Lord  of  grace  and  power, 

Most  lowly  and  most  high, 

Has  taught  the  Christian  how  to  die. 

When  in  the  olive  shade 
His  long  last  prayer  he  pray'd, 
When  on  the  cross  to  heaven 
His  parting  spirit  was  given, 
He  show'd  that  to  fulfil 
The  Father's  gracious  will, 
Not  asking  how  or  why, 
Alone  prepares  the  soul  to  die. 

No  word  of  anxious  strife. 

No  anxious  cry  for  life  ; 

By  scoff  and  torture  torn, 

He  speaks  not  scorn  for  scorn  ; 

Calmlv  forgiving  those 

Who  aeem  themselves  his  foes. 

In  silent  majesty 

He  points  the  way  at  peace  to  die. 

Delightin?  to  the  last 
In  memories  of  the  past ; 
Glad  at  the  parting  meal 
In  lowly  tasKS  to  luieel ; 


Still  yearning  to  the  end 

For  mother  and  for  friend  ; 

His  great  humility 

Loves  in  such  acta  of  love  to  diew 

Beyond  his  depth  of  woes 
A  wider  thought  arose. 
Along  his  pau  of  gloom. 
Thought  for  his  country's  doom ; 
Athwart  all  pain  and  grief. 
Thought  for  the  contrite  thief : 
The  uuN«tretch'd  sympathy 
Lives  on  when  all  beside  shall  die. 

Bereft,  but  not  alone. 

The  world  is  still  his  own  ; 

The  realm  of  deathless  truth 

Still  breathes  immortal  ^outh  ; 

Sure,  though  in  shuddering  dread. 

That  all  is  finished. 

With  purpose  fix'd  and  high 

The  fnend  of  all  mankind  mnst  die. 

Oh,  by  those  weary  hours 

Of  slowly-ebbing  powers  ; 

By  those  deep  lessons  heard 

In  each  expiring  word  ; 

B^  that  unfailing  love 

Lifting  the  soul  above, 

When  our  last  end  is  nigh. 

So  teach  us.  Lord,  with  thee  to  die. 


C[)tija?topf)er  jf^ebnnan  I^all 


MY  TIMES  ARE   IN  THY  HAND 

Mt  times  are  in  thy  band  I 

I  know  not  what  a  day 
Or  e'en  an  hour  may  bring  to  me. 
But  I  am  safe  while  trusting  tbee. 
Though  all  things  fade  away. 
All  weakness,  I 
On  him  rely 
Who  fix'd  the  earth  and  spread  the  starry 
sky. 


My  times  are  in  thy  hand  I 

Pale  poverty  or  wealth, 
Corrodinc^  care  or  calm  repose. 
Spring's  balmy  breath  or  winter's  8now% 
SicKness  or  buoyant  health,  — 
Whate'er  betide, 
If  God  provide, 
'T  is  for  the  best ;  I  wish  no  lot  beside. 

My  times  are  in  thy  hand  ! 
Should  friendship  pure  illume 
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And  rttew  my  path  with  fairest  flowers, 
Or  should  I  ro^id  life's  dreary  hours 
In  solitude^  dark  ^oom, 
Thoa  art  a  friend, 
Till  time  shall  end 
Onehangeably  the  same ;  in  thee  all  bean- 
ties  blend. 

Mt  times  are  ia  thy  hand ! 

Many  or  few,  my  days 
I  leare  with  thee, — this  only  pray. 
That  by  thy  grace,!,  every  day 
DeToting  to  thy  praise, 
May  ready  he 

To  welcome  thee 

^^hene^er  thoa  com'st  to  set  my  spirit  free. 

If y  times  are  in  thy  hand  I 

Howe'er  those  times  may  end. 
Sodden  or  slow  my  soul's  release. 
Midst  anguish,  freniy,  or  in  peace, 
I  'm  ssle  with  Christ  my  friend. 


If  he  is  ni|S'^ 

Howe'er  i  die,  / 

*T  will  be  the  dawn  of  heavenly  eostasy* 

My  times  are  in  thy  hand  I 

To  thee  I  can  intrust 
My  slumbering  clay,  till  thy  command 
Bids  all  the  drad  before  thee  stand. 
Awaking  from  the  dust 
Behoming  thee. 
What  bliss 'twill  be 
THth  all  thy  saints  to  spend  eternity  I 

To  spend  eternity 

In  heayen's  unclouded  light ! 
From  sorrow,  sin,  and  fraiUy  free» 
Beholding  and  resembling  thee,  — 
O  too  transporting  sight  I 
Prospect  too  fiur 
For  flesh  to  bear  I 
Haste  I  haste  1  my  Lord,  and  soon  trans- 
port  me  there  I 


^tute  ^vtmti 


A  PRAYER 


^It  God  (oh,  let  me  call  thee  mine. 
Weak,  wretched  sinner  thoueh  I  be), 

Sly  trembling  soul  would  fain  be  thine  ; 
My  feeble  faith  still  clings  to  thee. 

^ot  only  for  the  past  I  {^eye. 
The  future  fills  me  with  dismay ; 

TJnless  Thou  hasten  to  relieye. 
Thy  suppliant  is  a  castaway. 


I  cannot  say  my  faith  is  strong, 
I  dare  not  hope  my  love  is  great ; 

But  strength  and  loye  to  thee  belong ; 
Oh,  do  not  leaye  me  desolate  I 

I  know  I  owe  my  all  to  thee  ; 

Oh,  take  the  heart  I  cannot  giye  ! 
Bo  Thou  my  strength  —  my  Sayiour  be^ 

And  make  me  to  thy  glory  liye. 


i^tntam  $[o]^n  SMetD 


►  LORD,  THY  WING  OUTSPREAD 

0  Lord,  thy  wing  outspread. 

And  us  thy  flock  infold  ; 
Thy  broad  wing  spread,  that  coyered 

Thy  mercy-seat  of  old  : 
And  o'er  our  nightly  roof, 

And  round  our  daily  path. 
Keep  watch  and  ward,  and  hold  aloof 

Tne  deyil  and  his  wrath. 


For  thou  dost  fence  our  head* 

And  shield  —  yea,  thou  alone  •■ 
The  peasant  on  his  pallet-bed. 

The  prince  upon  his  throne. 
Make  tnen  our  heart  thine  ark. 

Whereon  thy  Mystic  Doye 
May  brood,  and  lighten  it,  when  daik^ 

With  beams  of  peace  and  loye ; 
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That  dearer  far  to  thee 
Than  ^Id  or  cedar-shrine 

The  bodies  of  thy  saints  may  be, 
The  souls  by  thee  made  thine  : 


So  neyermore  be  stiir^d 
That  Toioe  within  our  heart. 

The  fearful  word  that  onoe  was  heazd,- 
**  Up,  let  US  henoe  depart  1  ^ 


€ml  f  ranted  %\tteaf^et 


THERE   IS  A  GREEN   HILL 

There  is  a  green  hill  far  away, 

Without  a  city  wall. 
Where  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified. 

Who  died  to  save  us  all. 

We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell 
What  pains  he  had  to  bear. 

But  we  believe  it  was  for  us 
He  hung  and  suffer'd  there. 

He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 
He  died  to  make  us  good. 


That  we  misht  go  at  last  to  heaTen» 
Say'd  by  his  precious  blood. 

There  was  no  other  good  enough 

To  pay  the  price  of  sin  ; 
He  oiUy  oould  unlock  the  gate 

Of  heaven,  and  let  us  in. 

O  dearly,  dearly  has  he  lov'd, 
And  we  must  love  him  too. 

And  trust  in  his  redeeming  bloody 
And  try  his  works  to  do. 


4t\iiahet^  Crnlia  Cle^i^ane 


THE  LOST  SHEEP 

("THE   NINETY  AND   NINE") 

There  were  ninety  and  nine  that  safely  lay 

Li  the  shelter  of  the  fold  ; 
But  one  was  out  on  the  hills  away, 

Far  off  from  the  gates  of  gold, 
Away  on  the  mountains  wild  and  bare, 
Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care. 

**  Lord,  thou  hast  here  thy  ninety  and  nine  : 
Are  they  not  enough  for  thee  ?  " 

But  the  Shepherd  made  answer  :   *"T  is  of 
mine 
Has  wander'd  away  from  me  ; 

And  although  the  road  be  roueh  and  steep 

I  go  to  the  desert  to  find  my  lueep." 

But  none  of  the  ransom'd  ever  knew 
How  deep  were  the  waters  cross'd. 
Nor  how  dark  was  the  night  that  the  Lord 

ris'd  through 
found  his  sheep  that  was  lost. 


Out  in  the  desert  he  heard  its  cry  — 
Sick  and  helpless,  and  ready  to  die. 

"  Lord,  whence  are  those  blood-drops  all 

the  way, 
That  mark  out  the  mountain  track  ?  " 
"  They  were  shed  for  one  who  had  gone 

astray 
Ere  the  Shepherd  could  bring  him  back." 
*<Lord,  whence  are  thy  hands  so  rent  and 

torn?" 
''They  are  pierced  to-night  by  many  a 

thom.*^ 

But  all  through  the  mountains,  thunder- 
riven, 
And  up  from  the  rocky  steep,  f 

There  rose  a  cry  to  the  gate  of  heaven, 
'<  Rejoice  1 1  have  found  my  sheep  1" 
And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne, 
<<  Rejoice,  for  the  Lord  brings  back  hxi 
own  I" 


I^l^^^^^j 

^^E 

^                         BARIJJG-GOULD  —  HAVERGAL                             i9^| 

H                            «;&a£itne  ^nnitg^4BauI&                             ^ 

■       CHILD'S  EVENING  HYMN 

Comfort  every  sulTerer                    ^^^^^1 

■ 

Watching  late  in  |min  ;                ^^^^| 

H           Now  the  day  is  orer, 
^m              Night  is  clrawitig  nighy 

Those  who  plan  some  evil                ^^^^H 

From  their  sin  restrain,                ^^^^| 

^m           Shallows  of  tbe  evening 

^^^H 

H              8C^  acrow  the  skj. 

Through  the  long  night-watches      ^^^H 

^H 

May  thine  angels  spread              ^^^H 

^H           Now  the  darkness  gat  lie  rs, 

Tlieir  white  wings  aboTe  me,           ^^^H 

^B              Stars  hegin  to  peep, 

■          Biids  and  beasts  and  dowers 

Watch iug  round  my  bed.             ^^^^| 

^1              Soon  will  be  tisleep. 

When  tbe  morning  wakens^             ^^^^| 

■ 

Then  may  I  arise                            ^^^^H 

^1           Jetu,  give  the  weary 

Pure  and  fresh  and  sinless               ^^^^| 

^H              Calm  and  swc^et  repoae  ; 
^m          With  thy  tenderest  blessing 

In  thy  holy  eyes.                          ^^^^| 

^H 

^M             Mat  our  eyelids  close. 

Glory  to  the  Father^                        ^^^B 

■ 

Glory  to  the  Son,                         ^^^H 

■           Gr^t  to  little  children 

And  to'thee,  bless'd  Spirit,                     ^H 

^H              Visions  bright  of  thee  ; 
^M           Gaard  the  saDors  tossing 

Whilst  all  ages  run.    AitfEH.        ^^H 

^H 

^^^        On  the  deep  blue  sea. 

■ 

^^^V                f  rancr^  ^Mtp  l^tiargal                      ^^M 

^^^AVE  MY  LIFE   FOR   THEE 

I  suffered  much  for  thee,                 ^^^H 

More  than  Ihy  tongue  may  tell          ^H 

_^        2  GAVE  my  life  for  thee, 

Of  bitterest  agony,                              ^^^H 

H             My  precious  blood  I  shed 
H        That  thou  mightst  ransomed  be, 

To  rescue  thee  from  hell.              ^^^^1 

I  suiFer'd  much  for  thee  ;                ^^^^M 

^m           And  quiekeu^d  from  the  dead* 

What  canst  thou  bear  for  me  7              ^H 

H       I  p^ave  my  life  for  thee  ; 

^H 

H       H^  hat  hast  thou  given  for  me  ? 

And  I  have  brought  to  thee,                   ^B 

■ 

Down  from  my  home  ahove^          ^^^H 

H        I  spent  long  years  for  thee 

Salvation  full  and  free,                     ^^^H 

My  pardon  and  my  lore.              ^^^H 

■       That  an  eternity 

Great  gifts  I  brought  to  thee  ;         ^^^^ 
What  hast  thou  brought  to  me  t            ^| 

^           Of  joT  thou  mightest  know. 
I  spent  long  years  for  thee  ; 

■ 

Hast  thou  spent  one  for  me  7 

Oh,  let  thy  life  be  given,                          H 

k 

Thy  years  for  him  be  spent»                ^B 

■       Mv  Father's  borne  of  light, 
H            My  rainbow-circled  throne, 

Worfd-fett^rs  all  lie  riven,                       ^1 

And  joy  with  suffering  blent  I            ^H 

■        I  left,  for  earthly  night, 

I  gave  mvself  for  thee  :                           ^H 

"            For  wanderings  sad  and  lone* 

Give  thou  thyself  to  me  7                 ^^^1 

I  left  it  all  for  thee  ; 

^^^^1 

^-        Hast  thou  left  aught  for  me  t 

H 

^^^^ 

^^ 

^J 

II 
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PRELUDE 

England  I  nnoe  Shakespeare  died  no  loftier  day 
For  thee  than  lights  herewith  a  oentiiry*B  goal,^ 
Nor  statelier  exit  of  heroic  soul 

Conjoined  with  soul  heroic,  —  nor  a  lay 

Excelling  theirs  who  made  renowned  thy  sway 
Even  as  they  heard  the  billows  which  ontrcdl 
Thine  ancient  sea,  and  left  their  joy  and  dole 

In  song,  and  on  the  strand  their  manUes  gray. 

Star-rayed  with  fame  thine  Abbey  windows  loom 
Above  his  dust  whom  the  Venetian  barge 
Bore  to  the  main ;  who  passed  the  two-fold  marge 

To  slumber  in  thy  keeping,  —  yet  make  room 
For  the  great  Laurif er,  whose  chanting  large 

And  sweet  shall  last  until  our  tongue^s  far  doom. 

E.G.& 
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THIRTY-FIRST  OF  MAY 

Awake  ! — the  orimson  dawn  is  glowing. 

And  blissful  breath  of  Morn 
From  golden  seas  is  earthward  flowing 

Thro'  mountain-peaks  forlorn  ; 
Tvizt  the  tall  roses,  and  the  jasmines  near, 

That  darklj  hover  in  the  twilight  air, 
I  see  the  glory  streaming,  and  I  hear 

The  sweet  wind  whispering  like  a  messen- 
ger. 

^is  time  to  sing  I  — the  Spirits  of  Spring 

60  softly  by  mine  ear, 
Aad  out  of  Fairyland  they  bring 

Glad  tidings  to  me  here  ; 
^is  time  to  sing  I  now  is  the  pride  of 
Youth 
Pluming  the  woods,  and  the  first  rose  ap- 
pears, 
^1^  Summer  from  the  chambers  of  the 
South 
la  eoming  up  to  wipe  away  all  tears. 

^^Vey  bring  glad  tidings  from  afar 
^  Of  Her  t^  Cometh  after 
^o  fill  the  earth,  to  light  the  air, 
^  ^ith  music  and  with  laughter ; 
^Vn  now  she  leaneth  forwara,  as  she  stands, 
And  her  fire-wing'd  horses,  shod  with 

Btxemm,  like  a  sunrise,  from  before  hor 


And  thro'  the  Eastern  gates  her  wheels 
mreioll'd 


T  is  time  to  sing — the  woodlands  ring 

New  carols  day  by  day  ; 
The  wild  birds  of  the  islands  sing 
Whence  they  have  flown  away  ; 
T  is  time    to    sing :    the    nightingale    is 
come. 
And  'mid  the  laurels  chants  he  all  night 
long, 
And  bids  the  leaves  be  still,  the  winds  be 
dumb, 
And  like  the  starlight  flashes  forth  his 
song. 

Immortal  Beauty  from  above. 

Like  sunlight  breath'd  on  cloud, 
Touches  the  weary  soul  with  love. 

And  hath  unwound  the  shroud 
Of  buried  Nature  till  she  looks  aniin 

Fresh  in  infantine  smiles  and  childish 
tears, 
And  o'er  the  rugged  hearts  of  affed  men 

Sheds  the  pure  dew  of  Youth  s  delicious 
years. 

The  heart  of  the  awaken'd  Earth 

Breathes  odorous  ecstasy  ; 
Let  ours  beat  time  unto  her  mirth, 

And  hymn  her  jubilee  1 
The  glory  of  the  Universal  Soul 

Ai^nds  from  mountain-tops,  and  lowly 
flowers. 
The  miffhty  pulses  throbbing  through  the 
Whole 

Call  unto  us  for  answering  life  in  ours. 
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Arise  I  young  Queen  of  forests  green, 

A  path  was  strewn  for  thee 
With  hyacinth,  and  gold  bells  atween, 

And  red  anemone  ; 
Arise  !  young  Queen  of  beauty  and  delight, 

Lift  up  in  this  fair  land  thine  happy  eyes  ; 
!nie  valleys  yearn,  and  gardens  for  thy 
flight, 

But  chief  this  heart,  that  prays  for  thee 
with  sighs. 

How  oft  into  the  opening  blue 

I  look'd  up  wistfully. 
In  hope  to  see  thee  wafted  thro* 

Bright  rifts  of  stormy  sky  ; 
Many  gray  moms,  sad  nights,  and  weary 
days, 
Without  thy  golden  snule  my  heart  was 
dying ; 
Oh  I  in  the  valleys  let  me  see  thy  face, 
And  thy  loose  locks  adown  the  wood- 
walks  flying. 

Come,  with  thy  flowers,  and  silver  showers, 

Thy  rainbows,  and  thy  light ; 
Fold  in  thy  robe  the  naked  Hours, 

And  fill  them  with  thy  might ; 
Though  less  I  seek  thee  for  the  loveliness 

Thou  laughest  from  thee  over  land  and 
sea, 
Than  for  the  hues  wherein  gay  Fancies  dress 

My  drooping  spirit  at  the  sight  of  thee. 

Come,  with  thy  voice  of  thousand  joys. 

Thy  leaves,  and  fluttering  wings  ; 
Come  with  thy  breezes,  and  the  noise 

Of  rivulets  and  of  springs  ; 
Though  less  I  seek  thee  for  thine  harmo- 
nies 
Of   winds  and  waters,  and  thy  songs 
divine. 
Than  for  that  Angel  that  within  me  lies. 

And  makes  glad  music  echoing    onto 
•  thine. 

lO  Gardens  blossoming  anew  I 

O  Rivers,  and  fresh  Rills  I 
O  Mountains  in  your  mantles  blue  I 

O  dales  of  daffodils  ! 
What  ye  can  do  no  mortal  spirit  can. 

Ye   have  a  strength   within  we  cannot 
borrow. 
Blessed  are  ye  beyond  the  heart  of  Man, 

Your  Joy,  your  Love,  your  Life  beyond 
all  Sorrow  1 


THE  BLACKBIRD 

How  sweet  the  harmonies  of  aftemooii  1 
The  Blackbird  sings  along  the  snniiy 

breeze 
His  ancient  song  of  leaves,  and  Bamnier 

boon; 
Itich  breath  of  hayfields  streams  thrc/ 

whispering  trees  ; 
And  birds  of  morning  trim  their  bustling 

wings. 
And  listen  fondly — while  the  Blackbird 

sings. 

How  soft  the  lovelight  of  the  West  re- 
poses 
On  this  ereen  valley's  cheery  solitade. 

On  the  tnm  cottage  with  its  screen  of 
roses, 
On  the  gra;jr  belfry  with  its  ivy  hood. 

And  mormuring  mill-race,  and  the  wheel 
that  flings 

Its  bubbling  freshness — while  the  Black- 
bird sings. 

The  very  dial  on  the  village  ohoroh 

Seems  as  'twere  dreuning  in  a  doiy 

rest ; 

The  scribbled  benches  underneath  theporch 

Bask  in  the  kindly  welcome  of  the  West ; 

But  the  broad  casements  of  the  old  Three 

Kings 
Blaze  like  a  furnace  —  while  the  Blacklnrd 
sings. 

And  there  beneath  the  immemorial  elm 
Three  rosy  revellers  round  a  table  sit. 

And  thro'  gray  clouds  give  laws  unto  the 
realm, 
Curse  good  and  great,  but  worship  their 
own  wit. 

And  roar  of  fights,  and  fairs,  and  junket- 
ings. 

Com,  colts,  and  curs  —  the  while  the  Black*^ 
bird  sings. 

Before  her  home,  in  her  accustom'd  seat,     * 
The  tidy  Grandam  spins  beneath   the 
shade 
Of  the  old  honeysuckle,  at  her  feet 
The  dreaming  pug,  and  purring  tabby 
laid ; 
To  her  low  chair  a  little  maiden  dings. 
And  spells  in  silence  —  while  the  Bladdiiid 
sings; 
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SonietiBies  the  shadow  of  a  Uzy  eload 
Bieathes  o'er  the  hamlet  with  its  gaxdens 
greeny 
While  Uie  far  fields  with  smdieht  oyerflow'd 
Like  golden  shores  of  Fairyland  are  seen ; 
A^ain,  the  sunshine  on  the  shadow  spring 
Aad  fires  the  thicket  where  the  Blackbird 
sings. 

The  woods,  the  lawn,  the  peaked  Manor- 
house, 
With  its  peach-eorer'd  walls,  and  rookezy 
loud. 

Hie  trim,  auaint  garden  alleys,  screen'd 
with  boughs, 
Tlie  lion-headed  gates,  so  grim  and  proud, 

Ihe  mossy  fountain  with  its  murmunngs, 

Lie  in  warm  sunshine — while  the  Blackbird 
sings. 

The  rine  of  silyer  Toioes,  and  the  sheen 
Of    mtal   garments  —  and   my    Lady 
streams 
With  her  gay  court  across  the  garden  green  ; 
Some  kngh,  and  dance,  some  whisper 
their  loye-dreams ; 
And  one  calls  for  a  little  page  ;  he  strings 
Her  lute  beside  her — whde  the  Blackbird 
sings. 

A  little  while  —  andlol  the  charm  is  heard, 
A  youth,  whose  life  has  been  all  Summer, 

steals 
Forth  from  the  noisy  guests  around  the 

board. 
Creeps  by  her  softly ;  at  her  footstool 

Kneels ; 
Andy  when  she  pauses,  murmurs  tender 

things 
Into  her  fond  ear  —  while  the  Blackbird 

sings. 

Hie  smoke-wreaths  from  the  chimneys  curl 
up  higher, 
And  dizzy  things  of  eye  begin  to  float 
Upon  the  l^ht ;  the  breeze  begins  to  tire  ; 

jHalf  way  to  sunset  with  a  drowsy  note 
Hie  ancient  dock    from  out    the  yalley 

swings ; 
TheGrandam  nods — and  still  the  Black- 
bird smgs. 

Far  shoots  and  laughter  from  the  farmstead 
peal. 
Where  the  great  stack  is  piling  in  the  sun ; 


Thro'  narrow  gates  o'erladen  wagons  reel. 

And  barking  curs  into  the  tumult  run  ; 

While  the  inconstant  wind  bears  off,  and 

brings 
The  merry  tempest — and  the  Blackbird 

sings. 

On  the  high  wold  the  last  look  of  the  sun 

Bums,  Uke  a  beacon,oyer  dale  and  stream; 
The  shouts  haye  ceased,  the  laughter  and 
the  fun  ; 
The  Grandam  sleeps,  and  peaceful  be  her 
dream  ; 
Only  a  hammer  on  an  anyil  rings  ; 
The  day  is  dying — still  the  Bla^bird  sings. 

Now  the  good  Vicar  passes  from  his  gate 
Serene,  with  long  white  hair ;  and  m  his 
eye 
Bums  the  dear  spirit  that  hath  conquer'd 
Fate, 
And  felt  the  wings  of  immortality  ; 
His  heart  is  throng'd  with  great  imaginings. 
And  tender  mercies  —  whue  the  Blackbird 
sings. 

Down  by  the  brook  he  bends  his  steps,  and 
thro' 
A  lowly  wicket ;  and  at  last  he  stands 
Awful  beside  the  bed  of  one  who  grew 
From    boyhood   with   him  —  who  with 
lifted  hands 
And  eyes,  seems  listening  to  far  welcomings. 
And  sweeter  music  than  the  Blackbird  sings. 

Two  golden  stars,  like  tokens  from  the 

Blest, 
Strike  on  his  dim  orbs  from  the  setting 

sun ; 
His  sinking  hands  seem  pointing  to  the 

West ; 
He  smiles  as  though  he  said  —  "  Thy  will 

be  done  : " 
His  eyes,  they  see  not  those  illuminings ; 
His  ears,  they  hear  not  what  the  Blackbird 

sings. 

FROM   "NIOBE" 

I  TOO  remember,  in  the  after  years. 
The  long-hair'd  Niobe,  when  she  was  old, 
Sitting  alone,  without  the  city  gates, 
Upon    the    ground ;    alone    sl^    sat,  and 

moum'd. 
Her  watchers,  mindful  of  her  royal  states 
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Her  widowhood,  and  sorrows,  follow'd  her 
Far  off,  when  she  went  forth,  to  be  alone 
In  lonely  places  ;  and  at  set  of  sun 
They  won  her  back  by  some  fond  phantasy, 
By  telling  her  some  tale  of  the  gone  days 
Of  her  dear  lost  ones,  promising  to  show  her 
Some  faded  garland,  or  some  broken  toy. 
Dusty  and  dim,  which  they  had  founc^  or 

feign'd 
To  have  found,  some  plaything  of  their 

infant  hours. 
Within  the  echoes  of  a  ruin'd  court 
She  sat  and  moum'd,  with  her  lamenting 

voice. 
Melodious  in  sorrow,  like  the  sound 
Of  funeral  hymns  ;  for  in  her  youth  she  sang 
Along  the  myrtle  valleys  in  the  spring. 
Plucking  the  fresh  pinks  and  the  hyaomths. 
With  her  fair  troop  of  girls,  who  answer'd 

her 
Silverly  sweet,  so  that  the  lovely  tribe 
Were  Nature's  matchless  treble  to  the  last 
Delicious  pipe,  pure,  warbling,  dewy  clear. 
In  summer  and  in  winter,  that  lorn  voice 
Went  up,  like  the  struck  spirit  of  this  world. 
Making  the  stany  roof  of  heaven  tremble 
With  her  lament,  and  agony,  and  all 
The  crowned  Grods  in  their  high  tabernacles 
Sigh  unawares,  and  think  upon  their  deeds. 
Her  guardians  let  her  wanaer  at  her  will. 
For  all  could  weep  for  her ;  had  she  not 

been 
The  first  and  fairest  of  that  sunny  land, 
And  bless'd  with  all  things ;  doubly  crown'd 

with  power 
And  beauty,  doubly  now  discrowned  and 

fallen  ? 
Oh  I  none  would  harm  her,  only  she  herself  ; 
And  chiefly  then  when  they  would  hold  her 

back, 
And  sue  her  to  take  comfort  in  her  home. 
Or  in  the  bridal  chambers  of  her  youth. 
Or  in  the  old  gardens,  once  her  joy  and 

pride, 
Or  the  rose-bowers  along  the  river-shore 
She  lov*d  of  old,  now  silent  and  forsaken. 
For  then  she  fled  away,  as  though  in  fear. 
As  if  she  saw  the  spectres  of  her  hours 
Of  joyaunce  pass  before  her  in  the  shapes 
Of  her  belov'd  ones.     But  most  she  chose 
Waste  places,  where  the  moss  and  lichen 

crawl'd, 
And  the  wild  ivy  fluttered,  and  the  rains 
Wept    thro'    the    roofless  ruins,  and    all 

seem'd 


To  mourn  in  symbols,  and  to  answer  to  het^ 
Showing  her  outward  that  she  was  within. 
The  unregarding  multitude  pass'd  00, 
Because  her  woe  was  a  familiar  sighL 
But  some  there  were  that  shut  &eir  ens 

and  fled, 
And  they  were  childless ;  the  ro8e4ipp'd 

and  young 
Felt  that  im^ritu  voice  and  desolate 
Strike  cold  mto  their  hearts ;  children  at 

play 
Were  smit  with  sudden  silence,  with  tlieir 

toys 
Clutoh'd  in  their  hands,  forgetful  of  the 

same. 
Aged  she  was,  yet  beautiful  in  age. 
Her  beauty,  thro'  the  cloud  of  yean  and 

grief. 
Shone  as  a  ¥riatry  sun  ;  she  never  smil'd. 
Save  when  a  darkness  passM  across  the  sun. 
And  blotted  out  from  her  entranced  eyes 
Disastrous  shapes  that  rode  upon  his  disky 
Tyrannous  visions,  armed  presences  ; 
And  then  she  sigh'd  and  lifted  up  her  head. 
And  shed  a  few  warm  tears.    But  when  be 

rose. 
And  her  sad  eyes  nndos'd  before  his  beani% 
She  started  up  with  terrors  in  her  look. 
That  withered  np  all  pity  in  affright, 
And  ran  about,  like  one  with  Furies  torn, 
And  rent  her  hair,  and  madly  threatened 

Heaven, 
And  call'd  for  retribution  on  the  Grods, 
Crying,  '*0  save  me  from   Him,  He  if 

{^^here  ; 
Oh,  let  me  wear  my  little  span  of  life. 
I  see  Him  in  the  centre  of  the  sun  ; 
His  face  is  black  with  wrath  !  thou  angry 

God, 
I  am  a  worthless  thing,  a  childless  motherc 
Widow'd  and  wasted,  old  and  comfortless, 
But  still  I  am  alive  ;  wouldst  thou   take 

aU? 
Thou  who  hast  snatch'd  my  hopes  and  my 

delights. 
Thou  who  hast  kilPd  my  children,  wooldst 

thou  take 
The  little  remnant  of  my  days  of  sorrow. 
Which  the  sharp  winds  of  the  first  winter 

days. 
Or  the  first  night  of  frost,  may  give  unto 

thee? 
For  never  shall  I  seek  again  that  home 
Where  they  are  not ;  cold,  cold  shall  be  the 

hearth 
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Where  tliej  were  gatherM,  cM  »»  is  nij 

heart  I 
Oh  I  if  mj  lining  lot  be  bitterness, 
Ttt  sweeter  thaa  to  think,  that,  if  I  go 
IWd  to  the  dust,  then  I  shall  tliiiik  tiu  more 
Of  tbvni  I  lov'd  and  lost,  the  thoughts  of 

wliora 
Are  jdl  my  being,  and  shall  speak  do  more. 
In  uiswcr  to  their  voices  in  my  heart, 
As  thotigh  it  were  mine  ear,  rewording  all 
Thetr  innocent  delights,  and  fleeting  pains. 
Their  infant  fondnesses,  their  little  wanta. 
And  simple  worda.     Oh  I  wbiJo   I  am,  I 

dream 
Of  tlicMe  who  are  not ;  thus   my  angiiisb 

growi 
Mj  M»Uoe»  aa  the  salt  surf  of  the  seaa 


Clothes  the  sharp  crags  with  beauty*"  Thea 

her  mood 
Would    veer    to    madness,  like  a   windy 

change 
That  brings  up  thander,  and  she  rais*d  her 

▼oice. 
Crying,  "  And  yet  they  are  not,  they  who 

were. 
And    never    more     shall    l>e  I     accursed 

dreams  f " 
And,  suddenly  becoming  motioalesift, 
The  bright  hue  from  her  cheeka  and  fore* 

hend  pass'd. 
And,  full  of  awful  resignation,  fixing 
Her  large  imdazzled  orbs  upon  the  sun, 
She  shrieked,  *'  Strike,  God,  thou  canst  not 

harm  me  more  1  *^ 


Cftatlcj*  €ennp?oii  Curncr 


THE  LION'S  SKELETON 

How  long,  O  lion,  hast  thou  flesbless  lain  ? 
What   rapt    thy  fierce  and    thirsty   eyea 

away? 
Firat  came  the  Tnlture  :  worms,  heat,  wind, 

and  rain 
Ebbii^  and  ardors  of  the  tropic  day. 
I  loMnr  not  —  if  they  spar'd  it  thee  —  how 

long 
The  canker  sate    within    thy    monstrous 

mane, 
TiU   it   fell  piecemeal,  and  bestrew'd  the 

plain. 
Or,  shredded  by  the  storming  sands,  was 

flung 

to  earth  ;  but  now  thine  ample  front, 
the  great  frowns  gathered,  is  laid 

bare  ; 
Tkt  tbimdera  of   thy  throaty  which  erst 

were  wont 
'  ^o  scare  the  desert,  are  no  longer  there  ; 
Thy  cIawb  remain,  but  worms,  wind,  rain, 

and  heat 
Have  lilted  out  the  substance  of  thy  feet 

THE  VACANT  CAGE 

Orft  little  bird  in  his  full  day  of  health 
IfVttfa  hta  gold-eoated  beaoty  made  us  glad, 
AikI  when  diseafle  approached   with  cruel 


A  Mdder  intereet  our  snules  forbad. 


How  oft  we  watched  him,  when  the  night 

hours  came, 
His  poor  head  buried  near  hii  bursting 

heart. 
Which  beat  within  a  pufPd  and  troubled 

frame  ; 
But  he  has  gone  at  last,  and  playM  his  part : 
The  seed-glass,  slighted  by  hb  sickening 

taste. 
The  little  moulted  feathers,  saffron-tipp'd. 
The   fonnUtin,  where  his  fevered  bill  was 

dippM, 
The  perches,  which  his  failing  feet  embraced, 
All  these  remain  —  not  even  his  balh  le- 

mov'd  — 
But  where  *s  the  spray  and  flutter  that  we 

lov'd  ? 

THE  LACHRYMATORY 

Fhok  out  the  grave  of  one  whose  budding 
years 

Were  cropp'd  by  death,  when  Rome  was  b 
her  prime, 

I  brought  the  phial  of  his  kinsman*s  tears. 

There  placed,  as  was  the  wont  of  aneieai 
time  ; 

Round  me,  that  nighty  in  meads  of  aspho- 
del. 

The  souls  of  the  early  dead  did  come  and 
go* 

Drawn  by  that  flask  of  grief,  as  by  a  spell, 

That  long- imprisoned  shower  of  1 
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As  roond  Ulysses,  for  the  draught  of  hlood, 
The  heroes  throng'dy  those  spirits  flook'd 

to  me, 
Where,  lonely,  with  that  charm  of  tears,  I 

stood  ; 
Two,  most  of  all,  my  dreaming  eyes  did  see  ; 
The  yonng  Marcellus,  yoong,  but  great  and 

And  Tally's  daughter,  moom'd  so  tenderly. 


THE  BUOY-BELL 

How  like  the  leper,  with  his  own  sad  cry 
Enforcing  his  own  solitude,  it  tolls  1 
That  lonely  bell  set  in  the  rushing  shoals. 
To  warn  us  from  the  place  of  jeopardy  ^ 
O  friend  of  man !  sore-vez'd  by  ocean's 

power. 
The  changing  tides  wash  o'er  thee  day  by 

day; 
Thy  trembling  mouth  is  fill'd  with  bitter 

spray, 
Yet  still  thou  ringest  on  from  hour  to  hour  ; 
High  is  thy  mission,  though   thy  lot  is 

wild  — 
To  be  in  dancer's  realm  a  guardian  sound  ; 
In  seamen's  dreams  a  pleasant  part  to  bear, 
And  earn  their  blessing  as  the  year  g^s 

round. 
And  strike  the  key-note  of  each  grateful 

prayer, 
Breath 'd  in  their  distant  homes  by  wife  or 

child  ! 


THE   FOREST  GLADE 

As  one  dark  mom  I  trod  a  forest  glade, 

A  sunbeam  enterM  at  the  further  end, 

And  ran  to  meet  me  thro'  the  yielding 
shade  — 

As  one,  who  in  the  distance  sees  a  friend, 

And,  smiling,  hurries  to  him ;  but  mine 
eyes. 

Bewildered  by  the  change  from  dark  to 
bright, 

Receiv'd  the  greeting  with  a  quick  sur- 
prise 

At  first,  and  then  with  tears  of  pure  de- 
light ; 

For  sad  my  thoughts  had  been  —  the  tem- 
pest's wrath 

Had  gloom 'd  the  night,  and  made  the 
morrow  gray  ; 


That  heavenly  guidance  humble   sorrow 

hath. 
Had  tum'd  my  feet  into  that  forest-wmy. 
Just  when  His  morning  light  came  down 

the  path, 
Among  the  lonely  woods  at  early  day. 


THE  LATTICE  AT  SUNRISE 

As  on  my  bed  at  dawn  I  mns'd  and  pray 'dt 
I  saw  my  lattice  prank'd  upon  the  wall. 
The  flaunting  leaves   ana    flitting   faiidi 

withal — 
A  sunny  phantom  interlaced  with  shade  ; 
**  Thanks  be  to  heaven,"  in  happy  noood  I 

said, 
*'  What  sweeter  aid  my  matins  could  befall 
Than  the  fair  glory  from  the  East  bath 

made? 
What  holy  sleights  hath  God,  the  Lord  of 

all. 
To  bid  us  feel  and  see  !  we  are  not  free 
To  say  we  see  not,  for  the  glory  comes 
Nightly  and  daily,  like  the  flowing  sea ; 
His  lustre  pieroeth  through  the  midn^t 

glooms 
And,  at  prime  hour,  behold  !  He  follows 

me 
With  golden  shadows  to  my  secret  rooms." 


THE   ROOKERY 

Methouoht,  as  I  beheld  the  rookery  pass 
Homeward  at  dusk  upon  the  rising  wind, 
How  every  heart  in  that  doae-flyine  mass 
Was   well    befriended  by   the    Aunighty 

mind : 
He  marks  each  sable  wing  that  soars  or 

drops, 
He  sees  them  forth  at  morning  to  their 

fare, 
He  sets  them  floating  on  His  evening  air. 
He  sends  them  home  to  rest  on  the  tree- 

tops : 
And  when  through  umber'd    leaves    the 

night-winds  pour, 
With  lusty  impulse  rocking  all  the  grove, 
The  stress  is  measnr'd  by  an  eye  of  love, 
No  root  is  burst,  though  all  the  branches 

roar  ; 
And,  in  the  morning,  cheerly  as  before. 
The  dark  clan  talks,  the  social  instincts 

move. 
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ORION 

Hour  oh  I  'to  wmtoh'd  thee  from  the  gar- 
den ezoft. 

In  Bleoeey  when  the  hoiy  day  was  done, 

Shilling  with  wondrous  brilliancy  aloft, 

And  flickering  like  a  casement  'gainst  the 
snn  I 

iVs  seen  thee  soar  from  ont  some  snowy 
dood, 

Which  held  the  froien  breath  of  land  and 
sea, 

let  broke  and  sever'd  as  the  wind  grew 
loud  — 

Bit  earth-boond  winds  eonld  not  dismem- 
ber thee, 

Kor  shake  thy  frame  of  jewels ;  I  haye 


At  thy  strange  shape  and  function,  haply 

felt 
The  charm  of  that  old  myth  abont  thy  belt 
And  sword  ;  but,  most,  my  spirit  was  pos- 
sessed 
By  His  great  Presence,  Who  is  never  far 
From  his  light-bearers,  whether  man  or  star. 


TO  THE  GOSSAMER-LIGHT 

Quick  gleam,  that  ridest  on  the  gossa- 
mer I 
How  oft  I  see  thee,  with  thy  waverine  lance, 
TUt  at  the  midges  in  their  evening  dance, 
A  gentle  joust  set  on  by  summer  air  1 
How  oH  I  watch  thee  from  my  garden- 

ehair  I 
And,  failing  that,  I  search  the  lawns  and 


To  find  thee  floating  o*er  the  fruits  and 

flowers. 
And  doing  thy  sweet  work  in  silence  there. 
Thaa  art  the  poet's  darling,  ever  soueht 
In  the  fair  sarden  or  the  breezy  mead  ; 
The  wind  dismounts  thee  not ;  thy  buoyant 

thread 
Is  as  the  sonnet,  poising  one  bright  thought. 
That  moves  but  does  not  vanish :  borne 

along 
Like  light,  —  a  golden  drift  through  all 

ttiesoDgl 


LETTY'S   GLOBE 

When  Letty  had  scarce  pass'd  her  third 

glad  year. 
And  her  young,  artless  words  began  to 

flow. 
One    day  we    gave    the    child  a  oolor'd 

sphere 
Of  the  wide  earth,  that  she  might  mark  and 

know. 
By  tint  and  outline,  all  its  sea  and  land. 
She  patted  all  the  world  ;  old    empires 

peep'd 
Between  her  baby  fingers  ;  her  soft  hand 
Was  welcome  at  all  frontiers.    How  she 

leap*d. 
And  lau^h'd  and  prattled  in  her  wwld- 

wide  bliss ; 
But  when  we  tum'd  her  sweet  unlearned 

eye 
On  our  own  isle,  she  rais'd  a  joyous  cry, 
**  Oh  !  yes,  I  see  it,  Letty *s  home  is  there  I  '* 
And,  while  she  hid  aU  England  with  a 

kiss, 
Bright  over  Europe  fell  her  golden  hair  1 


HER   FIRST-BORN 

It  was  her  first  sweet  child,  her  heart's  de- 
light : 
And,  thoueh  we  all  foresaw  his  early  doom, 
We  kept  the  fearful  secret  out  of  sight ; 
We  saw  the  canker,  but  she  Idss'd  the 

bloom. 
And  yet  it  might  not  be  :  we  could  not 

brook 
To  vex  her  happy  heart  with  vague  alarms. 
To  blanch  with   fear  her  fond    intrepid 

look, 
Or  send  a  thrill  through  those  encircling 

arms. 
She  smird  upon  him,  waking  or  at  rest : 
She  could  not  dream  her  litUe  child  would 

die  : 
She  toss'd  him  fondly  with   an   upward 

eye  : 
She  seem'd  as  buoyant  as  a  summer  spray. 
That  dances  with  a  blossom  on  its  bruist. 
Nor  knows  how  soon  it  will  be  borne  away 
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THE   DESERTED   HOUSE 

Life  and  Thought  have  gone  away 

Side  by  side, 

Leaving  door  and  windows  wide  : 
Careless  tenants  they ! 

All  within  is  dark  as  night : 
lu  the  windows  is  no  light ; 
And  no  murmur  at  the  door, 
So  frequent  on  its  hinge  before. 

Close  the  door,  the  shutters  close, 

Or  thro'  the  windows  we  shall  see 
The  nakedness  and  vacancy 

Of  the  dark  deserted  house. 

Come  away  :  no  more  of  mirth 

Is  here  or  merry-making  sound. 

The  house  was  builded  of  the  earth, 
And  shall  fall  again  to  g^round. 

Come  away  :  for  Life  and  Thought 

Here  no  longer  dwell ; 
But  in  a  city  glorious  — 
A  great  and  distant  city  —  have  bought 

A  mansion  incorruptible. 
Would  they  could  have  stay'd  with  us ! 

THE   LOTOS-EATERS 

"  Courage  I  "  he  said,  and  pointed  toward 

the  land, 
^  This  mounting  wave  will  roll  us  shoreward 

soon." 
In  the  afternoon  they  came  unto  a  land 
In  which  it  seemed  always  afternoon. 
All  round  the  coast  the  languid  air  did 

swoon, 
Breathing  like  one  that  hath  a  weary  dream. 
Full-faced  above  the  valley  stood  the  moon  ; 
And  like  a  downward  smoke,  the  slender 

stream 
Along  the  cliff  to  fall  and  pause  and  fall 

did  seem, 

A  land  of  streams  I  some,  like  a  downward 

smoke, 
Slow-dropping  veils  of  thinnest  lawn,  did  go; 
And  some  thro'  wavering  lights  and  shadows 

broke, 
Helling  a  slumbrous  sheet  of  foam  below. 


They  saw  the  gleaming  river  seaward  flow 
From  the  inner  laud :  far  off,  three  mom^ 

tain-tops, 
Three  silent  pinnacles  of  aged  snow, 
Stood  sunset-flush'd :  and,  dew'd  with  show- 
ery drops, 
Up-olom b  the  shadowy  pine  above  the  woreo 
copse. 

The  charmed  sunset  lingered  low  adown 
In  the  red  West :  thro'  mountain  clefts  the 

dale 
Was  seen  far  inland,  and  the  yellow  down 
Border'd  with  palm,  and  many  a  winding 

vale 
And  meadow,  set  with  slender  galiugale ; 
A  land  where  all  things  always  aeem'd  the 

same ! 
And  round  about  the  keel  with  faces  pale. 
Dark  faces  pale  against  that  rosy  flame, 
The  mild -eyed  melancholy  Lotos -eaten 


Branches  they  bore  of  that  enchanted  stem, 
Laden  with  flower  and  fruit,  whereof  they 

gave 
To  each,  but  whoso  did  receive  of  them, 
And  taste,  to  him  the  gushing  of  the  wave 
Far  far  away  did  seem  to  mourn  and  rave 
On  alien  shores  ;  and  if  his  fellow  spake*, 
His  voice  was  thin,  as  voices  from  the  grave  ; 
And  deep-asleep  he  seem'd,  yet  all  awake, 
And  music  in  his  ears  his  beating  heart  did 

make. 

They  sat  them  down  upon  the  yellow  sand, 
Between  the  sun  and  moon  upon  the  shore  ; 
And  sweet  it  was  to  dream  of  Fatherland, 
Of  child,  and  wife,  and  slave  ;  but  evenn<ne 
Most  weary  seem'd  the  sea,  weary  the  oar, 
Weary  the  wandering  fields  of  barren  foam. 
Then  some  one  sai<^  "  We  will  return  n< 

more  ; " 
And  all  at  once  they  sang, «  Our  island  honx 
Is  far  beyond  the  wave  ;  we  will  no  longet 

roam." 

CHORIC  SONG 


There  is  sweet  music  here  that  softer  fallt 
Than  petals  from  blown  roses  on  the  grass. 
Or  night-dews  on  still  waters  between  wiUli 
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Of  tbmdowj  gimntte*  in  a  gleaminfi^  pass  ; 
Mosie  that  gentlier  on  the  spirit  lies, 
Umi  tir'd  eyelids  upon  tir'd  eyes  ; 
lUe  that  oriiigs  sweet  sleep  down  from 

the  blissful  skies. 
Here  are  cool  mosses  deep, 
Aad  thro'  the  moss  the  iyies  creep, 
Aadin  the  stream  the  long-leav'd  flowers 

ween, 
And  from  the  craggy  ledge  the  poppy  hangs 

in  sleep* 

u 

WW  are  we  weigh'd  npon  with  heayiness, 
Am  utterly  coasum'd  with  sharp  distress, 
WUle  all  things  else  have  rest  trom  weari- 

AD  thiiws  have  rest :  why  should  we  toil 

aknie. 
We  only  toil,  who  are  the  first  of  things, 
And  make  perpetual  moan, 
SliU  from  one  sorrow  to  another  thrown : 
Kor  never  fold  our  wings, 
Aad  cease  from  wanderings. 
Nor  steep  our  brows  in  slumber's  holy  balm  ; 
Xor  barken  what  the  inner  spirit  sings, 
**  Hiere  is  no  joy  but  calm  I  *' 
Why  ahould  we  only  toil,  the  roof  and  crown 

of  things? 

ni 

Lo  1  in  the  middle  of  the  wood, 

Thg  folded  leaf  is  wooed  from  out  the  bud 

With  winds  upon  the  branch,  and  there 

GflowB  green  and  broad,  and  takes  no  care, 

Sm  steep'd  at  noon,  and  in  the  moon 

Kightly  dew-fed  ;  and  turning  yellow 

Faus,  and  floats  adown  the  air. 

Lo  I  sweeten'd  with  the  summer  light. 

The  fnll-juioed  apple,  waxing  oYer-mellow, 

Dropa  in  a  silent  autumn  night. 

An  ks  allotted  length  of  days, 

TWe  flower  ripens  in  its  place, 

Bipeasand  fades,  and  falls,  and  hath  no  toil, 

Fast-cooted  in  the  fruitful  soiL 

IV 

Halefal  is  the  dark-blue  sky, 

Vaalted  oVr  the  dark-blue  sea. 

Death  is  the  end  of  life  ;  ah,  why 

ftooldlifeallUborbe? 

Let  ns  alone.    Time  driTeth  onward  fast, 

Aad  IB  a  little  while  our  lips  are  dumb. 

Let  OS  alone.    What  is  it  Uiat  will  last  ? 

AU  tlnngt  are  taken  from  n%  and  become 


Portions  and  parcels  of  the  dreadful  Past. 
Let  us  alone.     What  pleasure  can  we  have 
To  war  with  evil  ?    Is  there  any  peace 
In  ever  climbing  up  the  climbing  wave  ? 
All  things  have  rest,  and  ripen  toward  the 

grave 
In  silence  ;  ripen,  fall,  and  cease  : 
Give  us  long  rest  or  death,  dark  death,  or 

dreamful  ease. 


How  sweet  it  were,  hearing  the  downward 
stream, 

With  half-shut  eyes  ever  to  seem 

Falling  asleep  in  a  half-dream ! 

To  dream  and  dream,  like  yonder  amber 
light. 

Which  will  not  leave  the  myrrh-bush  on  the 
height ; 

To  hear  each  other's  whisper'd  speech  ; 

Eating  the  Lotos  day  by  day, 

To  watch  the  crisping  ripples  on  the  beach. 

And  tender  curving  Hues  of  creamy  spray  ; 

To  lend  our  hearts  and  spirits  wholly 

To  the  influence  of  mild-minded  melan- 
choly ; 

To  muse  and  brood  and  live  again  in  mem- 
ory, 

With  those  old  faces  of  our  infancy 

Heap'd  over  with  a  mound  of  grass. 

Two  handf Ills  of  white  dust,  shut  in  an  urn 
of  brass! 

VI 

Dear  is  the  memory  of  our  wedded  lives. 
And  dear  the  last  embraces  of  our  wives 
And  their  warm  tears  :  but  all  hath  suffered 

change  : 
For  surely  now  our  household  hearths  are 

cold  : 
Our  sons  inherit  us  :  our  looks  are  strange  : 
And  we  should  come  like  ghosts  to  trouble 

jov. 
Or  else  the  island  princes  ovei^bold 
Have  eat  our  substance,  and  the  minstrel 

sings 
Before  them  of  the  ten  years*  war  in  Troy, 
And  our  great    deeds,  as    half-forgottea 

things. 
Is  there  confusion  in  the  little  isle  ? 
Let  what  is  broken  so  remain. 
The  Grods  are  hard  to  reconcile  : 
>T  is  hard  to  settle  order  onoe  again. 
There  is  confusion  worse  than  £atl^ 
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Trouble  on  trouble,  pain  on  pain, 
Jjong  Libor  unto  aged  breathy 
Sore  Uisk  to  bearts  worn  out  by  tnunj  wars 
Aud  oyes  grown  dim  witb  gaziug  on  the 
pilot-stura, 

VI  r 

Bnt  propped  ou  bed^^  of  ainatanth  aod  moly. 
How  sweet  (while  warm  airs  loll  ua,  blow- 
ings lowly) 
VYith  hall-dropp'd  eyelid  sttll, 
Beneath  a  heaven  dark  and  holy, 
To  watch  the  long  bright  mm 

slowly 
His  waters  from  the  purple  hill  - 
To  hear  the  dewy  echoes  calling 
From  cave  to  care  thro'  the  It 

vine  — 
To  watch  the  emerald-color'd  wai 
Tbro*  many  a  wqv'u  acianthus-w* 

vine  I 
Otdy  t<i  hear  and  see  the  far^ff  sparkllug 

brine, 
Only  to  hear  were  sweet,  stretch'd  oat  be- 
neath the  piue. 

VIII 

The  Lotos  blooms  below  the  barren  peak  : 

The  Lotos  blows  by  every  winding  creek  : 

All  day  the  wind  breathes  low  with  mel- 
lower tone  : 

Thro'  every  hollow  cave  and  alley  lone  • 

Round  and  round  the  spicy  downs  the  yel- 
low Lotos-dust  is  blown. 

We  have  had  enough  of  action,  and  of  mo- 
tion we, 

RoU'd  to  starboard,  roll'd  to  larboard,  when 
the  surge  was  seething  free. 

Where  the  wallowing  monster  spouted  his 
foam-fountains  in  the  sea. 

Let  us  swear  an  oath,  and  keep  it  with  an 
equal  mind. 

In  the  hollow  Lotos-land  to  live  and  lie 
reclin'd 

On  the  hills  like  Gods  together,  careless  of 
mankind. 

For  they  lie  beside  their  nectar,  and  the 
bolts  are  hurl*d 

Far  below  them  in  the  valleys,  and  the 
clouds  are  lightly  curl'd 

Round  their  golden  houses,  g^irdled  with  the 
gleammg  world : 

Where  they  smile  in  secret,  looking  over 
wasted  lands. 


Blight  and  famine,  plague  and  earthquake, 

roaring  deeps  and  jiery  sands,  , 

Clanging   fights,  and   flaming   towns,  and 

ainking  ships,  and  praying  hands. 
But  they  iinik%  they  find  a  musie  centred 

in  ft  doleful  song 
Steaming  up,  a  lamentation  and  an  ancient 

tale  of  wrong, 
Like  a  tale  of  little  meaning  tho*  the  wordi 

are  strong  ; 
ed  from  an  ill-us'd  race  of  men  that 

cleave  the  soil,  | 

he  seed,  and  reap  the  harvest  with     i 

endurttig  toil, 
g  yearly  little  daes  of  wheat,  wad     | 

wine  and  oU  ; 
bey  perish   and   they  suffer  — same, 

'tis  whisper 'd  —  down  in  hell 

endlffSiS  anguish,  otheis  in  Klysian 

valleys  dwell, 
^.^ofuig  weary  limbs  at  last  on  beds  of 

asphodi^L 
Surely,  atLreh%  slumber  is  more  sweet  than 

toil,  the  shore 
Than  labor  in  the  deep  mid-ooean,  wind 

and  wave  and  oar  ; 
Oh  rest  ye,  brother  mariners,  we  will  not 

wander  more. 

ULYSSES 

It  little  profits  that  an  idle  king, 

By  this  still  hearth,  among  these  barren 

crags, 
Match*d  with  an  aged  wife,  I  mete  and  dole 
Unequal  laws  unto  a  savage  race. 
That  hoard,  and  sleep,  an^  feed,  and  know 

not  me. 
I  cannot  rest  from  travel :  I  will  drink 
Life  to  the  lees :  all  times  I  have  enioy'd 
Greatly,  have  suffer'd  greatly,  both  with 

those 
That  lovM  me,  and  alone ;  on  shore,  and 

when 
Thro'  scudding  drifts  the  rainy  Hyades 
Vex'd  the  dim  sea.     I  am  become  a  name  ; 
For  always  roaming  with  a  hun^^  heart 
Much  have  I  seen  and  known  :  cities  of  men 
And  manners,  climates,  councils,  govern- 
ments. 
Myself  not  least,  but  honored  of  them  all  $ 
And  drunk  delip^ht  of  battle  with  my  peei^ 
Far  on  the  ringing  plains  of  windy  Troy. 
I  am  a  part  of  all  that  I  have  met ; 
Yet  all  experienoe  is  an  arch  wherethro^ 
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GleAtns  that  uiitravell^d  world,  wbose  mar- 
gin fades 
For  CTcr  and  for  ever  when  I  move. 
How  dii]l  it  is  to  pAuse^  to  make  an  eud« 
To  ru»t  utibumish^d,  not  to  shine  in  use  1 
Ai  Uk»'  to  breathe  were  life.     Life  pird  on 

life 
Were  til  too  little,  and  of  one  to  me 
Little  rvmiiinB  :  bnt  everj  hour  is  sav'd 
From  that  eteroal  silence,  sometbin^  more, 
A  briuger  of  new  tbinga  ;  and  vile  it  were 
For  some  three  suns  to   store  and  board 

myself, 
And  this  gray  spirit  jeaming  in  desire 
To  loUow  knowledge  like  a  sinking  star, 
Bejond  the  utmost  bound  of  human  thought 

This  is  mj  son^  mine  own  Telemacbus, 
To  whom  I  leave  the  sceptre  and  the  i^le  — 
WelHov'd  of  me,  diseeruing  to  fulfil 
ThiiA  lalK»r,  by  slow  prudence  to  make  mild 
A  niggod  (H)ople,  and  thro*  soft  degrees 
;8iibitue  them  to  the  useful  and  the  good. 
Ifiwl  blameless  is  he,  centred  in  the  sphere 
Of  common  duties^  decent  not  to  fail 
Is  offices  of  tenderness,  And  pay 
Meet  adomtion  to  mj  household  ^o<ls, 
When  I  am  gone.    Ho  works  his  work,  I 
mine. 
There  lies  the  port ;  the  yessel  pufifs  her 
aail : 
Hiere  gloom  the  dark  broad  seas.     My 

miirioera, 
Souls  that  have  toiPd,  and  wrought,  and 

thought  with  me  — 
That  ever  with  a  frolic  welcome  took 
Hie  thunder  and  the  sunshine,  and  opnosM 
Free  hearts,  free  foreheads  —  you  and  1  are 

old  ; 
Old  age  hath  ret  his  honor  and  his  toil  • 
DmUIi  elosesall ;  bnt  something  ere  the  end^ 
Sonne  wort  of  noble  note,  may  yet  be  done^ 
Kot  oobeooming  men  that  strove  with  Gods. 
The  lights  begin  to  twinkle  from  the  rocks  : 
Tbe  long  ddiY  wanes  :  the  slow  moon  climbs  : 

toe  deep 
Mown  roand  with  many  voices.    Come,  my 

friends, 
*T  ts  not  too  late  to  seek  &  newer  world. 
Pknh  off,  and  sitting  well  in  order  smite 
Tlie  aoonding  furrows ;  for  my  purpose  holds 
To  sail  beyond  tbe  sunset,  and  the  baths 
Of  all  the  western  stars,  until  I  die. 
It  may  be  that  the  gidfs  will  wash  us  down  : 
It  may  be  we  shall  touch  the  Happy  Isles, 
^    '     m  Ibe  great  Achilles,  whom  we  knew. 


Tho*  much  is  taken,  much  abides  ;  and  tbo' 
We  are  not  now  that  strength  which  in  old 

days 
MovM  earth   and    heaven,  that  which  we 

are,  we  are : 
One  equal  temper  of  heroic  hearts, 
Ma^le  weak  by  time  and  fate,  but  strong  iji 

will 
To  strivei  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield* 

SIR  GALAHAD 

My  good  blade  carves  the  casques  of  men^ 

My  tough  lance  thrusteth  sure, 
Mv  strength  is  as  the  strength  of  ten, 

Because  my  heart  is  pure. 
The  shattering  trumpet  shriUeth  high. 

The  bard  brands  shiver  on  tbe  steel, 
The  splintered  spear-shafts  erack  and  fly. 

The  horse  ana  rider  reel : 
They  reel,  they  roll  iu  clanging  lists, 

And  when  the  tide  of  combat  standst 
Perfume  and  flowers  fall  in  showers, 

That  lightly  rain  from  ladies'  bands. 

How  sweet  are  looks  that  ladies  bend 

On  whom  their  favors  fall  t 
For  them  1  battle  till  the  end. 

To  save  from  shame  and  thrall : 
But  all  my  heart  is  drawni  above. 

My  knees  are  bow^d  in  crypt  and  shrine  : 
I  never  felt  the  kiss  of  love, 

Nor  maiden's  hand  iu  mine* 
More  bounteous  aspects  on  me  beam. 

Me  mightier  transports  move  and  thrill  { 
So  keep  I  fair  thro*  faith  and  prayer 

A  virgin  heart  in  work  and  wilL 

When  down  the  stormy  crescent  goee^ 

A  light  before  me  swims, 
Between  dark  stems  the  forest  glows, 

I  hear  a  noise  of  hymns  :  t 

Then  by  some  secret  shrine  I  ride  ; 

I  hear  a  voice,  bnt  none  arc  there  ; 
The  stalls  are  void,  the  doors  are  widop 

The  tapers  bumiug  fair. 
Fair  glea^us  the  snowy  altarn^loth^ 

The  silver  vessels  sparkle  clean. 
The  shrill  bell  rings,  the  eenser  twingi, 

And  solemn  chaunts  resound  between* 

Sometimes  on  lonely  mountain-meres 

I  find  a  magic  bark  ; 
I  leap  on  board  :  no  helmsmaa  tleen : 

I  float  till  all  is  dark. 
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A  gentle  a^jimd,  an  awful  light  I 

Three  Angela  bear  the  boly  Grail  j 
With  folded  feet,  in  stoles  of  white. 

On  sleeping  wiiiga  they  saiL 
Ah,  ble^ed  vision  J  blood  of  God  I 

My  spirit  beats  her  roortal  bars, 
As  down  dark  tides  the  glory  sUdeSi 

And  star-like  minglea  with  the  stai^. 

When  on  my  goodly  oharffer  bonio 

Thro^  dreaming  towns  I  go, 
The  cock  crows  ere  the  Chnstma^ 

The  streets  are  dumb  with  snoi 
The  tempest  crackles  on  the  lead 

And,  ringing,  springs   fn>ni  I 
mail  ; 
But  o'er  the  dark  si  glorj  spreadi 

And  gilds  the  driving  hail. 
I  leave  the  plain,  I  climb  the  hei 

No  brrinchy  thicket  shelter  yit 
But  blessed  fortns  in  wbiatling  atunus 

Fly  o'er  waste  fens  and  windy  fields, 

A  iTjniden  knit^ht  —  to  me  is  given 

Such  hope,  1  know  not  fear  ; 
I  yearn  to  breathe  the  airs  of  heaven 

That  often  meet  me  here. 
I  muse  on  joy  that  will  not  cease, 

Pure  spaces  cloth'd  in  living  beams, 
Pore  lilies  of  eternal  peace, 

Whose  odors  haunt  my  dreams  ; 
And,  stricken  by  an  angel's  hand. 

This  mortal  armor  that  I  wear, 
This  weight  and  size,  this  heart  and  eyes, 

Are  touch'd,  are  tum'd  to  finest  air. 

The  clouds  are  broken  in  the  sky, 

And  thro'  the  mountain-walls 
A  rolling  organ-harmony 

Swells  up,  and  shakes  and  falls. 
Then  move  the  trees,  the  copses  nod, 

Wings  flutter,  voices  hover  clear  : 
**  O  just  and  faithful  knight  of  God  I 

Ride  on  !  the  prize  is  near." 
So  pass  I  hostel,  hall,  and  grange  ; 

By  brid^  and  ford,  by  park  and  pale, 
All-arm'd  I  ride,  whate'er  betide, 

UntU  I  find  the  hol^  Grail. 

SIR    LAUNCELOT    AND    QUEEN 
GUINEVERE 

Like  souls  that  balance  joy  and  pain, 
With  tears  and  smiles  from  heaven  again 


The  maiden  Spring  upon  the  plain 
Came  in  a  aun4it  &11  of  riiia* 

In  crystal  v«por  everywhere 
Blue  isles  of  heaven  laughM  between, 
Aud  far,  in  forestnleeps  tinaeen. 
The  topmost  Klm-tree  gathered  green 

From  draughta  uf  balmy  air. 

Sotsietimei  the  linnet  pip*d  his  song  ; 
^mes  the  throstle  whittled  strong 
dmes  the  sparhawk^  wheel'd  alongt 
d  all  the  gtov^&  from  fear  of  wrong] 
I J  grassy  capes  with  fiiUer  sound 
fVes  the  yollowiiig  river  ran, 
Irooping  ohestuiit-buds  began 
read  into  the  perfect  fan, 
kbove  the  teeming  grounds 
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in  the  boyhood  of  the  j^e^r, 
tuncelot  and  Queen  Guinevere 
*wK^^  thro'  the  coverts  of  the  deer» 
With  blissful  treble  ringing  cleaf- 

She  aeem'd  a  part  of  jojoos  Spring  ; 
A  gown  of  graas-ffreen  silk  she  wore. 
Buckled  with  golaen  clasps  before  ; 
A  light-g^en  tuft  of  plumes  she  bore 
Clos'd  in  a  golden  ring. 

Now  on  some  twisted  ivv-net, 

Now  by  some  tinkling  nvulet. 

In  mosses  miz'd  with  violet 

Her  cream-white  mule  his  pastern  set : 

And  fleeter  now  she  skunm'd  the  plaim 
Than  she  whose  elfin  prancer  springs 
By  night  to  eery  warblings, 

hen  all  the  glimmering  moorland  rings 

With  jinking  bridle-reins. 


!^. 


As  fast  she  fled  thro'  sun  and  shadei 
The  happy  winds  upon  her  play'd. 
Blowing  the  ringlet  from  the  braid : 
She  look'd  so  lovely,  as  she  sway'd 

The  rein  with  dainty  fincer-tipi^ 
A  man  had  given  all  other  buss, 
And  all  his  worldly  worth  for  this. 
To  waste  his  whole  heart  in  one  loss 

Upon  her  perfect  lipa. 


BREAK,  BREAK,  BREAK 

Break,  break,  break. 

On  thy  cold  gray  stones,  O  Sea  I 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  ntUt 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 


0  well  for  the  fiaherroaii*3  boy^ 
That  he  shouts  with  his  sister  at  plaj  t 

0  well  for  the  aarlor  la(i» 
That  he  dings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay  f 

And  ihvt  stately  ships  go  on 
To  their  liaveo  uuder  the  hill  ; 

•iut  O  for  the  touch  of  a  vanish'd  hand, 
And  th«  soiuid  ol  m  voic^  that  is  still  I 

Break,  brcmk,  break, 

At  (he  foot  of  thy  crags,  0  Sea  i 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 

WlU  never  come  hack  to  me. 

SONGS   FROM   "THE  PRINCESS" 
AS  thro'  the  land 

As  thro*  the  land  at  eve  we  weni. 

And  phick*d  the  ripened  eare, 
W«  fell  out,  my  wife  and  I, 
Ohf  we  fell  out  I  know  not  why. 

And  kisji'd  again  with  tears. 
And  l»leiising«  on  the  falling  ont 

That  all  the  more  endears. 
When  we  fall  out  with  those  we  lore 

And  kis«  again  with  tears  ! 
For  when  we  came  where  lies  the  child 

We  \c*si  in  other  years, 
There  above  the  little  gtuve. 
Oh,  there  above  the  little  grarei 

Wc  kissed  again  with  tears, 

SWEET  AND  LOW 

Svxrr  and  low,  sweet  and  towj 

Wind  of  the  western  sea, 
Low,  low»  breathe  and  blowi 

Wind  of  the  western  sea ! 
Over  the  rolling  waters  go. 
Come  from  tlie  dying  moon,  and  blow, 

Blow  him  again  to  me  ; 
White  my  little  one,  while  my  pretty  one, 
ftleepn* 

JPeep  and  r»?st,  sleep  and  rest. 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon  j 
Bi»^t»  rvst,  on  mother's  breast, 

Fatlicr  will  come  to  thee  soon  ; 
Fjither  will  c^ome  to  his  babe  in  the  nest; 
l^ilrer  sails  all  out  of  the  west 
L'nder  the  silver  moi>n  ; 
p,  my  little  one,  sleep,  my  pretty  one, 
*leepw 


Tb£  Splendor  falls  on  castle  walls 

And  snowy  summits  old  in  story  : 

The  long  light  shakes  aorosa  the  lakes, 

Aud  the  wild  cataract  leaps  in  glory* 

Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  Hying, 

Blow,  bugle  J  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dyings 

dying, 

0  hark,  O  hear  I  how  thin  aud  clear, 

And  thinner,  clearer,  farther  going  I 
O  sweet  aud  f«r  from  cliff  and  suar 
Tlie  bonis  of  Eltiand  faintly  blowuig  I 
Blow,  let  na  hear  the  purple  glens  replvmg  : 
Blow,  bugle  ;  answeri  echoes,  dying,  aying» 
dying, 

O  love,  they  die  in  yon  rich  sky. 

They  faint  on  hill  or  field  or  river : 
Our  echoes  roll  from  soul  to  soul, 
And  grow  for  ever  and  for  ever. 
Blow,  bugle,  blow,  set  the  wild  echoes  flying. 
And  answer,  echoee,  answer,  dying,  dyings 
dying* 

TEARS,  IDLE  TEARS 

Tears,  idle  tears,  I  know  not  what  they 
mean, 
Tears  from  the  depth  of  some  divine  despair 
Rise  in  the  heart,  and  gather  to  the  eyes, 
In  looking  on  the  happy  Autumn-fields, 
And  thinluDg  of  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

Fresh  aa  the  first  beam  glitterlug  on  a  sail, 
That  brings  our  friends  up  from  the  under* 

world, 
Sad  as  the  last  which  reddens  over  one 
That  sinks  with  all  we  love  below  the  verge  ; 
So  sad,  so  freah,  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

Ah,  sad  and  strange  as  in  dark  summer 

dawns 
The  earliest  pipe  of  balf-4iwaken'd  birda 
To  dying  ears,  when  unto  dying  eyes 
The  casement  slowly  grows  a  gummering 

square  ; 
So  sad,  so  strange,  the  days  thab  are  no  more* 

Dear  as  remember'd  kisses  after  death. 
And  sweet  as  those  by  hopeless  fancy  feign*d 
On  lips  that  are  for  others  ;  de«p  aa  love. 
Deep  as  first  love,  and  wild  with  all  regret ; 
O  Death  in  Life,  the  days  that  are  no  mof^ 
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THY   VOICE  IS   HEARD 

Thy  Toice  is  heard  thro'  rotlbg  drunifl 

That  beat  to  battle  where  hv  atauik  i 
Thy  fa^o  across  bh  faimy  comes, 

And  ^ves  the  battle  to  his  bands  : 
A  moment,  while  the  ti^umpeta  blow, 

He  sees  his  brood  about  th  j  knee  ; 
TbB  next,  like  iiro  he  meets  the  foe, 

And  strikes  him  dead  for  thii..       '  ^* 

ASR  ME  NO  MORE 

Afifi  me  no  more  :  the  moon  ma; 

sea ; 
The  cloud  may  stoop  from  ] 

take  the  shftpe 
With  fold  to  fold,  of  mountain  o 
But  0  too  fond,  when  have  I  auswc 
Ask  me  no  m(>« 

Ask  me  no  mote :   what  answer  should  I 
^ve? 
I  love  not  hollow  cheek  or  faded  eye  ; 
Yety  O  my  friend,  I  will  not  have  thee 
die! 
Ask  me  no  more,  lest  I  should  bid  thee  live  ; 
Ask  me  no  more. 

Ask  me  no  more :  thy  fate  and  mine  are 
seal'd: 
I  strove  against  the  stream  and  all  in 

vain: 
Let  the  neat  river  take  me  to  the  main  : 
No  more,  dear  love,  for  at  a  touch  I  yield  ; 
Ask  me  no  more. 

ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE 
DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON 

I 

BunT  the  Great  Duke 

With  an  empire's  lamentation, 
Let  us  bury  the  Great  Duke 

To  the  noise  of  the  mourning  of  a  mighty 
nation. 
Mourning  when  their  leaders  fall. 
Warriors  carry  the  warrior's  pall. 
And  sorrow  darkens  hamlet  and  hall. 

II 
Where  shall  we  lay  the  man  whom  we  de- 
plore? 
Here,  in  streaming  London's  central  roar. 


Let  the  sound  of  those  he  wrought  for, 
And  the  feet  of  those  he  fought  for, 
Echo  round  his  bones  for  evermore. 


in 

Lead  oat  the  pageant  i  sad  and  slowj 

As  fits  an  universal  woc^ 

Let  the  lf»ng  long  piN^cession  go, 

'  ^  *et  the  sorrowing  crowd  about  it  graif| 
iet  the  mournful  martial  music  How| 
Lst  great  Englishman  is  low. 


IV 
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3,  for  to  ns  hB  seems  the  last, 
mbering  all  hia  greatness  in  the  TuaL 
ore  in  sokLiL^r  fashion  will  lie  greet 
lifted  hand  the  gazer  in  the  street, 
nds,  our  chief  state-otaele  is  mote : 
1  for  the  man  of  long-enduring  blood, 
j-iiw  ocatesman-warrior,  moderate,  resolate, 
Whole  in  himselfi  a  common  good. 
Mourn  for  the  man  of  amplest  influence^. 
Yet  clearest  of  ambitious  crime, 
Our  greatest  yet  with  least  pretenoey 
Great  in  council  and  great  in  war, 
Foremost  captain  of  his  time, 
Rich  in  saving  common-sense, 
And,  as  the  greatest  only  are, 
In  his  simplicity  sublime. 
O  good  gray  head  which  all  men  knew, 
O  voice  from  which  their  omens  all  men 

drew, 
O  iron  nerve  to  true  occasion  true, 
O  fall'n  at  length  that  tower  of  strength 
Which  stood  four-square  to  all  the  winds 

that  blew  I 
Such  was  he  whom  we  deplore. 
The  long  self-sacrifice  of  life  is  o'er. 
The  great  World-victor's  victor  will  be  seep 


All  is  over  and  done  : 
Render  thanks  to  the  Giver, 
England,  for  thy  son. 
Let  the  bell  be  toll'd. 
Render  thanks  to  the  Giver, 
And  render  him  to  the  mould. 
Under  the  cross  of  gold 
That  shines  over  city  and  river. 
There  he  stall  rest  for  ever 
Among  the  wise  and  the  bold* 
Let  the  beU  be  toll'd: 
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And  a  reverent  people  behold 

The  towenng  car,  the  sable  steeds  : 

Bright  let  it  he  with  its  blazoned  deeds, 

tHrk  in  it8  ftiiieni]  fuld. 

Let  the  bell  be  toll'd  : 

And  a  deei^er  kuell  in  the  heart  be  ktiolFd  ; 

And  tbe  souud  of  the  Borrowing  anthem 

roird 
Tliro'  the  dome  of  the  golden  cross  ; 
And  the  volleying  cannon  thunder  his  loss  ; 
He  knew  their  Yotces  of  old« 
For  many  a  time  in  many  a  clime 
His  eap taints-ear  has  heard  tlieitt  boom 
Bellowing  victory,  bellowing  doom  : 
When  ho  with  those  deep  voices  wrought, 
Guarding  realms  and  kiugii  from  sluiine  ; 
With  those  deep  voieea  our  dead  captain 

taught 
The  tyrant,  and  asserts  his  claim 
In  that  dread  sound  to  the  great  name. 
Which  he  has  worn  so  pure  of  blame, 
In  praise  and  in  dispraise  the  same, 
A  man  of  well-at tempered  frame. 
O  civic  muse,  to  such  a  name, 
To  such  a  name  for  ages  long. 
To  such  a  name, 

Preserve  a  broad  approach  of  fame. 
And  erer-echoLDg  avenues  of  song, 

VI 

Who  is  he  that  oometh,  like  an  honored 

guest, 
Willi  banner  and  with  muFic,  with  soldier 

and  with  priest, 
Witli  a  nation  weeping,  and  breaking  on  my 

reH? 
Mighty  Seaman,  this  is  be 
Wa*  great  by  land  as  thou  by  sea. 
nine  island  loves  thee  well,  thou  famous 


The  greatest  sailor  sinoe  oar  world  began. 

Now,  to  the  roll  of  muffled  druru^if 

To  thee  the  greatest  soldier  comes  ; 

For  tkis  is  he 

Was  great  by  land  as  thou  hy  sea ; 

His  foes  were  thine  ;  he  kept  us  free  ; 

O  give  him  welcome,  this  is  he 

Wurtky  of  our  gofgeous  rites, 

And  worthy  to  be  mid  by  thee  ; 

For  this  is  England*s  greatest  son» 

Be  Ikat  gato*d  a  hundred  flghts, 

Kor  ever  lost  an  English  gun  ; 

IVb  is  ht;  tliat  far  awa^ 


It  the  myriads  oi 
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Clashed  with  his  fiery  few  and  won  i 

And  utidei'neath  another  sun, 

Warring  on  a  later  day, 

Rouod  aifrighted  Lisbon  drew 

The  treble  works,  the  vast  designt 

Of  Ma  labored  rampart  lines, 

Where  he  greatly  stood  at  bay, 

Whence  be  issued  furth  anew, 

And  ever  great  and  greater  grew, 

Beating  from  the  wasted  vines 

Hack  to  France  her  banded  swarms, 

Back  to  France  witli  countless  blows. 

Till  o'er  the  hills  her  eagles  flew 

Beyond  the  Pyrenean  pines. 

Folio w'd  up  in  valley  and  glen 

With  blare  of  bugle,  claniur  of  meOi 

Eoll  of  cannon  and  clash  of  arms. 

And  England  pouring  on  her  foes* 

Such  a  war  had  such  a  close. 

Again  their  ravening  eagte  rose 

In  anger,   wheel 'd  on   Europe-shadowing 

wings. 
And  barking  for  the  thrones  of  kings  ; 
Till  one  that  sought  but  Duty's  iron  crown 
On  that  loud   sabbath   shook   the   spoiler 

down  ; 
A  day  of  oniets  of  despair  I 
Dash  d  on  every  rocky  square 
Their  surging  charges  foam'd  themselTds 

nway  ; 
Last,  the  Prussian  trumpet  blew ; 
Thro*  the  long-tormented  air 
Heaven  ilash'd  a  sudden  jubilant  ray, 
And  down  we  swept  and  charged  and  orer- 

threw. 
So  great  a  soldier  taught  us  there. 
What  long-enduring  hearts  could  do 
In  that  worid-earthcpiake,  Waterloo  ( 
Mighty  Seaman,  tender  and  true, 
And  pure  as  he  from  taint  of  craven  gmlg^ 
O  saviour  of  the  silveivcoasted  isle, 
O  shaker  of  the  Baltic  and  the  Nile, 
If  aught  of  things  that  here  befall 
Touch  a  spirit  among  things  divine. 
If  love  of  country  move  thee  there  at  nil. 
Be  glad,  because  his  bones  are  laid  by  thtoo  I 
And  thro'  the  centuries  let  a  people's  voise 
In  full  acclaim, 
A  people's  voioe, 

The  proof  and  echo  of  all  human  fanie» 
A  people*8  voice,  when  they  rejoice 
At  civic  revel  and  pomp  and  game. 
Attest  their  great  commanders  claim 
With  honor,  honor,  honor,  honor  to  hi£a« 
Eternal  honor  ta  his  i 
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A  people's  voice  I  w«  are  a  people  yet. 
Tho'  all  meu  else  their  nobler  dreams  far- 

Coiifus'd  hy  bmoleas  mobs  and  lawless 

powers ; 
Thank  Him  who  isFd  us  here,  and  rooghly 

set 
Hia  Briton   m  blown   ieas  and 

Bhowers, 
We  have  a  voice,  with  whloh  to 

debt 
Of  boundless  love  aod  reverence  n 
To  those  great  men  who  fought, 

it  oura, 
Aud  keep  it  oursj  O  God,  from  1 

trol; 
O  Statesmen,  guard  us,  guard  th 

aoul 
Of  Europe,  keep  our  noble  England  wn— ^, 
And  tare  the  ooi!  ttne  seed  of  fi'eedom  sown 
Betwijct  a  people  and  their  ancient  throne, 
That  iober   freedom  out  of   which   there 

springs 
Our  loyal  passion  for  our  tem^rate  kings  ; 
For,  saving  that,  ye  help  to  save  mankind 
Till  public  wrong  be  crumbled  into  dust, 
And  drill  the  raw  world  for  the  march  of 

mind, 
Till  crowds  at  length  be  saue  and  crowns 

be  just. 
But  wink  no  more  in  slothful  overtrust. 
Remember  him  who  led  your  hosts  ; 
He  bade  you  guard  the  sacred  coasts. 
Your  cannons  moulder  on  the  seaward  wall ; 
His  voice  is  silent  in  your  council-hall 
For  ever ;  and  whatever  tempests  lour 
For  ever  silent ;  even  if  they  broke 
In  thunder,  silent ;  yet  remember  all 
He  spoke  among  you,  and  the  Man  who 

spoke ; 
Who  never  sold  the  truth  to  serve  the  hour. 
Nor  palter'd  with  Eternal  God  for  power  ; 
Who  let  the  turbid  streams  of  rumor  flow 
Thro'  either  babblingnv^orld  of  high  and  low  ; 
Whose  life  was  work,  whose  language  rife 
With  rugged  nuudms  hewn  from  life  ; 
Who  never  spoke  against  a  foe  ; 
Whose  eighty  winters  freeze  with  one  re- 
buke 
All  great  self-seekerd  trampling  on  the 

right : 
Tmth- teller  was   our    England's  Alfred 

nam'd; 


Truth-lover  was  onr  English  Duke  j 
Whjitever  recorel  leap  to  light 
He  never  shall  be  aham'd* 
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Lo,  the  leader  in  these  glorious  wan 
Now  to  glorious  burtal  slowly  borne. 
Followed  by  the  brave  of  other  lauds» 
"        1  whom  from  both  her  open  hands 
I  Honor  showered  all  her  stars, 
Muent  Fortune  emptied  all  her  bom^ 
et  all  good  things  await 
rho  cares  not  to  be  great, 
I  he  fiave^  or  serves  the  state. 
fice  or  twi«i3  in  our  rough  iiland-story, 
ath  of  duty  was  the  way  to  glory  ; 
At  walks  it»  only  thirsting 
iO  ri^ht,  and  leama  to  deaden 
>f  self,  before  his  journey  closes, 
all  find  the  atubboru  thistle  bursting 
JnUr  flossy  purples,  whieh  outredden 
All  voluptuous  garden-roses. 
Not  onee  or  twice  in  our  fair  island*stofy. 
The  path  of  duty  was  the  way  to  glory : 
He,  that  ever  following  her  commands, 
On  with  toil  of  heart  and  knees  and  hands. 
Thro'  the  long  gorge  to  the  far  light  has 

won 
His  path  upward,  and  prevaQ'd, 
Shall  find  the  toppling  crags  of  Duty  scal'd 
Are  close  upon  the  shining  table-lands 
To  which  our  God  Himself  is  moon  and 

sun. 
Such  was  he  :  his  work  is  done. 
But  while  the  races  of  mankind  endure, 
Let  his  great  example  stand 
Colossal,  seen  of  every  land. 
And  keep  the  soldier  firm,  the  statesnuui 

pure : 
Till  in  all  lands  and  thro'  all  human  story 
The  path  of  duty  be  the  way  to  glory  : 
And  let  the  land  whose  hearths  he  sav'd 

from  shame 
For  many  and  many  an  age  proclaim 
At  civic  revel  and  pomp  and  game. 
And  when  the  long-illumin'd  cities  flame^ 
Their  ever-loyal  iron  leader's  fame, 
With  honor,  honor,  honor,  honor  to  him^ 
Eternal  honor  to  his  name. 


IX 

Peace,  his  triumph  will  be  sung 
By  some  yet  unmoolded  tongue 
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Fw  OQ  ni  ttuBiaers  tbiit  we  shall  not  sec  : 

THE    CHARGE    OF    THE     LIGHT 

pMee,  it  is  a  day  of  pain 

BRIGADE                                 J 

For  one  mbooi  wbooe  putriarchol  knee 

J 

Late  the  little  children  clung : 

Half  a  league,  half  a  league,                 ^^M 

O  peace,  it  id  %  day  of  pain 

Half  a  league  onward,                          ^^M 
All  in  the  valley  of  Death                       ^H 

For  cMie,  npon  whose  hand  and  heart  and 

brain 

Rode  the  mx  bimdred.                           ^^H 

Onoe  tbe  weight  and  fate  of  Europe  hong. 

•"  Forward,  tbe  Light  Brigade  1              ^H 

OitTB  tbe  patn,  be  hi^t  the  gain  1 

Charge  for  the  guns  T*  he  said :             ^H 

More  than  is  of  man's  degree 

Into  the  valley  of  Death                           ^^H 

Hiut  be  with  U9»  watching  here 

Bode  tbo  six  htmdrecL                          ^H 

JU  tilts,  oitr  great  soiemnitjr. 

■ 

Wbom  we  see  not  we  rerere  ; 

-  Forward^  tbe  Light  Brigade  f  *•            ^M 
Was  there  a  man  dismayM  ?                   ^H 

We  rerere,  and  we  refrain 

From  talk  of  battles  loud  and  Tiiini 

Kot  tbo'  tbe  soldier  knew                        ^H 

And  brawling  memories  all  too  free 

Some  one  had  bluuder'd  :                     ^^M 

For  such  a  wise  humility 

Theirs  not  to  make  reply,                         ^H 

Ai  befit!i  Si  solemn  fane  : 

Theirs  not  to  reason  wby»                        ^H 

We  revtrff*  find  while  we  hear 

Theirs  but  to  do  and  die  :                       ^H 

Tbe  tides  of  Music's  golden  sea 

Into  the  valley  of  Deatb                          ^H 

Setting  toward  eternity. 

Rode  the  six  hundred.                                1 

Uplifted  high  in  heart  and  hope  are  we. 

1 

Until  we  doubt  not  that  for  one  «o  trne 

Cannon  to  right  of  them, 

There  must  be  other  nubler  work  to  do 

Cannon  to  left  of  them. 

Than  whcu  be  fought  at  Waterloo, 

Cannon  in  front  of  them 

And  %'ictor  be  must  ever  be. 

Volley'd  and  thunderM  ; 

m^for  tlio'  tbe  Giiint  Ages  heave  tbe  hill 

Storm *d  at  with  shot  and  shell, 

^^ftfit)  Urexk  tbe  shore,  and  evermore 

Boldly  they  rode  and  well. 

^^MaJce  and  break,  and  work  their  will  ; 

Into  the  jaws  of  Death, 

^^no'  world  on  world   in  myriad   m^^ads 

Into  the  month  of  Hell 

^™^           foil 

Rode  the  six  hundred* 

^^^j^lber  forms  of  life  than  ours. 

Flash 'd  all  their  jtabres  bare^ 

^^^^^B  know  we  greater  than  the  soul  ? 

Fhish*d  as  they  turnM  in  air 

^^PVVkd  and  Godlike  men  we  build  oar 

Sabnng  the  gunners  there, 

^Dhftbf  Ike  Dead  March  wails  in  the  people's 

Charging  an  army,  while 
AUthe  world  wonder'd  t 

ears  : 

Plunged  in  tbe  battery-emoke 

The  dark  crowd  moTes,  and  there  are  sobs 

Right  thro*  the  line  tbey  broke  ; 

and  teara ; 

Cossack  and  Russian 

Tbo  blaek  earth  yawnt :  tbe  mortal  disap- 

Re«rd from  the  sabre-stroke 

pears  ; 

Shiitti?r'd  and  sunder*d. 

Afciiri  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust ; 

Then  tbey  rode  back,  but  not 

He  b  gone  who  seera'd  so  great, — 

Not  tbe  six  bundnNL 

Gone  ;  but  nothing  ean  bereare  him 

Of  tfae  foiee  be  made  his  own 

Cannon  to  right  of  them. 
Cannon  to  left  of  them. 

9mmg  beim.  and  we  believe  him 

frraiTfhfltr  far  advanced  in  State, 

Cannon  behind  them 

Volley'd  and  thunder'd  j 

Tham  any  wteath  that  man  can  weave  him. 

Storm- d  at  with  shot  and  shell. 

B|i>Mfr  no  more  of  hie  renown, 

Wbtle  horee  and  bero  feU, 

Imj  joor  earthly  faneie«  down, 

Tbey  that  bad  fought  so  well 

And  in  tbe  vast  cathedral  leave  him. 

Came  tbro*  tbe  jaws  of  Death, 

6od  aioeept  him,  Christ  reoeive  him. 

Back  from  the  mouth  of  Uell« 
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All  tbat  wm  left  of  them, 

An'  I  ni^er  knaw'd  whot  a  me^*d  but  I 

Left  of  eix  hundred. 

thowt  a  'ad  sumrout  to  satty^ 

An*  I  thowt  a  md^  whot  a  owt  to  *a  said 

Wlien  cMWi  their  glory  fade  ? 

au'  I  [^oom^d  away. 

0  the  wild  charge  they  made  J 

All  the  world  wonder*d. 

Honor  the  elmrge  they  niade  I 

it  to  mei. 

Honor  the  Light  Bj-igi^de, 

Mowt  a  be&Ui  ttiaybap,  fof  she  wmr  a  bad 

Ifoble  six  huudred  1 

^  _         uDi  sheii. 

NORTHERN   FARME" 

OLD  STYLE 

Wheer  *asta  beHn  saw  long  and  n: 

'ere  aloHn  ? 
Koorse?    thotirt  nowt  o'  a  bootm 

Doctor's  abeMii  an'  agoHn  : 
Says  that  I  moijit  'a  uaw  moor  ai 

I  beiiut  ft  fool : 
Git  Bia  my  alLle,  fur  I  beftut  ar>gawln*  to 

bre^  my  rule. 

Doctors,  they  knaws  nowt,  for  a  says  what 's 

nawways  true  : 
Naw  Boort  o'  Koind  o'  use  to  safty  the  things 

that  a  do. 
I  've  'ed  my  point  o'  aftle  ivry  noight  sin*  I 

beHn  'ere. 
kn*  I  've  'ed  my  quart  ivry  market-noight 

for  f oorty  year. 

Parson 's  a  beftn  loikewoise,  an'  a  sittin'  'ere 

o'  my  bed. 
"  The  amoighty  's  a  taSkin  o'  you  ^  to  'iss^n, 

my  friend,"  a  said, 
An'  a  towd  ma  my  sins,  an 's  toithe  were 

due,  an'  I  gied  it  in  bond  : 
I  done  my  duty  boy  'um,  as  I  'a  done  boy 

the  lond. 

Lam'd  a  ma'  bett.    I  reckons  I  'annot  sa 

mooch  to  lam. 
But  a  cast  oop,  thot  a  did,  'bout  Bessy  Mar- 

ris's  bame. 
Thaw  a  knaws  I  hallus  voftted  wi'  Squoire 

an'  choorch  an'  stailte, 
An'  i'  the  woost  o'  toimes  I  wnr  niver  ag^ 

the  rattte. 

An'  I  hallus  coom'd  to  's  chooch  afoor  moy 

Sally  wur  deiid. 
An'  'ettrd   um  a  bnmmin'  awafty  loike  a 

buzzard-clock  '  ower  my  'e&d, 
Ion  M  in  boar.        'Cockchafer.        *  Bittern. 


I  kep  'um,  I  kep  'urn,  my  lass^  tba 
miin  uiiderstond  ; 

moj  duty  boy  'um  as  I  ^a  done  boy 
the  lond. 

ireon  a  cooms  an*  a  go^  an'  a  says 

It  e^j  an'  freei,   * 
klmoighty  's  a  takkin  o'  you  to  'issdn, 
my  friend,"  say  a  *elL 
t  sally  men  be  loiara,  thaw  summun 
said  it  in  'aiste  i 
jjub      rellds  wonn  saraiia  a  weeltki  an'  I  'a 
stuhb'd  Thumaby  waEste. 

D'  ya  moind  the  waflste,  my  lass  ?  naw,  naw, 

tha  was  not  bom  then  ; 
Theer  wur  a  boggle  in  it,  I  often  'eJlrd  'am 

mysen  ; 
MoUst  loike  a  butter-bump,'  for  I  'eftrd  'am 

about  an'  about, 
But  I  stubb'd  'um  oop  wi'  the  lot,  an'  ra&y'd 

an'  rembled  'um  out. 

Keeper's  it  war ;  fo'  they  fan  'am  theer 

a-la&id  of  'is  faftce 
Down  i'  the  woild  enemies  ^  afoor  I  coom'd 

to  the  plattce. 
Noftks  or  Thimbleby  —  toSner  *  'ed  shot  'am 

as  deftd  as  a  nafiil. 
Nottks  wur  'ang'd  for  it  oop  at  'soize  —  bat 

git  ma  my  alUe. 

Dubbut  loo5k  at  the  waftste  :  theer  wam't 

not  feettd  for  a  cow  ; 
Nowt  at  all  but  bracken  an'  fuzz,  an'  loo6k 

at  it  now  — 
Wamt  worth  nowt  a  hattore,  an'  now  theer'a 

lots  o'  f  eead, 
Fourscoor^  yows  npon  it  an'  some  on  it 

down  i'  seettd.* 

Nobbut  a  bit  on  it 's  left,  an'  I  mettn'd  to  'a 

stubb'd  it  at  fall, 
Done  it  ta-year  I  mettn'd,  an'  mnn'd  plon 

thruff  it  an'  all, 
«  Anemones.        *  One  or  otbar.        <0l0T«r. 


I^^^^^^^^^C  ^^H 

ALFRED,   LORD  TENNYSON                                ^oS<^| 

If  godatttoigbtj  ao'  parson  *ud  nobbiit  let 
maiJckiUi, 

X  we^t  Lrelik  rules  fur  Doctor^  a  knawi         1 

naw  moor  nor  a  floy  j                                   1 

lI«l»wi')iAiite  hootiderd  haftore  o'Squoire's, 

Git  ma  my  a^e  I  tell  tha,  an*  iX  I  mun  do^         1 

an*  lood  o'  my  oto. 

I  mun  doy,                                              _^J 

Po    godamolghiy    knaw   ^hat    a's  doin^ 
a-taj&kiu'  o'  meji  ? 

THE   DAISY                       ^M 

X  bfiittt  WQun  as  saws  'ere  a  beftn  an'  yon* 

der  a  pelL ; 

WRITTEN  AT  EDINBURGH                    ^H 

!       An*  Sqaoire  'nil  be  sa  mad  an'  all  — ^a'  dear 

a' dear  t 

0  LOVE,  what  hours  were  thine  and  minei           1 

1       And  I  'a  managed  for  SquoLre  coom  Micbael- 

In  lands  of  palm  and  southern  pine  ;                     J 

mas  ihutty  year. 

In  lauds  of  palm,  of  onLtige-blossom^          ^^M 

Of  olivei  aloe,  and  maize  and  vine.                 ^H 

A  mowt  *a  taMen  owd  JoilneSi  as  *ant  not  a 

^^H 

'a^poth  o'  ^n»e, 

Wbat  Roman  strength  Turbia  show'd           ^H 

Or  »  mowt  *a  taHen  young  Robins  —  a  niwr 

In  ruin,  by  the  mountain  road  ;                      ^^M 

mended  a  fence  : 

How  like  a  gem^  beneath,  the  city              ^^M 

Btst  godamoighty  a  mooist  ta^e  meSl  an* 

Of  little  Monaco^  basking,  glow'd.                 ^H 

tailke  ma  now 

^^^ 

Wi'  aHf  the  cows  to  cauve  an*  Tburaaby 

How  richly  down  the  rocky  dell                     ^^M 

hoftlms  to  plow  t 

The  torrent  vineyai-d  atreaming  fell               ^H 

To  meet  the  sun  and  sunny  waters^            ^^M 

Loook  ^ow  qnolotj  smoiles  wben  tbey  see&s 

That  only  heav'd  with  a  simuner  swell.         ^H 

ma  a  paasln'  boy, 

^^M 

Saja  to  theu!in«  naw  doubts "  wbat  a  man  a 

:  What  slender  campanili  grew                         ^^M 

bei  lewet^Ioy  J  *' 

By  bfiyeir  the  peacock*s  neck  in  hue  ;               ^^M 

For  tbey  knaws  what  I  bejin  to  Squmre  sin 
fiist  a  ooom'd  to  the  'All  ; 

'  Where^  here  and  there,  on  sandy  beachet        M 

A  milky *bell'd  amaryllis  blew,                               J 

I  done  moy  duty  by  Squoire  an*  I  done  moy 

^H 

duty  boy  ball. 

How  young  Columbus  seem'd  to  roT^t           ^^| 

Yet  present  in  his  natal  grove,                ^        ^^ 

Squoire  *n  V  Lunoon,  an'  summim  I  reckons 

Now  watching  high  on  mountain  eoniio%         1 

'nil  'a  to  wroite» 

And  steering,  now,  from  a  purple  oove,         ^J 

For  wboti  *s  to  bowd  the  fond  ater  meH  tbot 

^^M 

muddles  ma  quoit ; 

Now  pacing  mut«  by  ocean's  rim  *                 ^H 

&rtm-6ewer  I  be^  thot  a  wetLnt  mver  i^ve 

Till^  in  A  narrow  street  and  dim,                    ^^M 

'                   it  to  Jo^es, 

I  stay'd  the  wheels  at  Cogoletto,                ^H 

Kaw,  nor  a  mo^t  to  Robins  —  a  mrer  rem- 

And  drank,  and  loyally  drank  to  him,           ^H 

Hes  the  sto&ns. 

^^H 

Nor  knew  we  well  what  pleaa'd  ns  most,             1 

Bat  nunmnn  'ull  come  ater  me'a  mayhap 

Not  the  clipp'd  palm  of  which  they  boast  |     ^J 

wi'  'is  kittle  o'  steUm 

But  distant  color,  happy  hamlet,                  ^H 

fioxzin'  an*  ma&zin'  the  blessed  felLlds  wi' 

A  mouldered  citadel  on  the  coast^                    _^H 

the  Divil's  oftn  teftm. 

^^M 

8in'  I  mun  doy  I  inun  doy,  thaw  loifo  they 

Or  towCT,  or  high  hill-conTent,  seen             ^^t 

says  is  sweety 

A  light  amid  its  olives  green  ;                       ^^M 

Bat  sin'  I   mun  doy  X   mun  doj,  lor  I 

Or  olive-hoary  cape  in  oeeaa  i                    ^H 
Or  rosy  blossom  in  hot  ravine,                       .^^1 

cottldn  abelLr  to  see  it. 

Wlkat  atta  stannin'  theer  fur,  au'  do<*sn  bring 

Wliere  ole^inders  flush*d  the  bed                     ^H 

tna  the  aMle  ? 

Of  silent  torrenta,  gravel-spread  ;                   ^H 
And»  crosstngf  oft  we  saw  the  gltsteo          ^H 

Doetor  *s  a'  toitUer,  bias,  an  a 's  hallus  i*  the 

L.^ 

Of  ice,  far  up  on  a  moimtain  head,                 ^H 
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We  lav'd  tliat  hall  tho*  white  md  cold, 
Tbosa  niched  shapes  of  noble  mould, 
A  princely  people's  inwful  priiicesj 
The  gmve,  severe  GenoTeae  of  old. 

At  Floi^ence  too  what  golden  hotim^ 
In  those  long  gnlleries,  were  ours  ; 

What  diives  »bout  the  fresh  Casern^, 
Or  walks  in  Boboli^s  ducal  bowers. 

In  bright  vi^D0tteflf  iJid  e&ch  con 
Of  tower  or  duoino^  suttny^weef 
Or  palace,  how  the  city  glitt«] 
Thro^  cypress  avenuea,  at  oiir  fe 

But  when  wc  crossed  tho  Lomhor 
Hem  ember  what  a  plague  of  rati 
Of  rain  at  Keggio,  min  at  Pari 
At  Lodi,  mn^  Fiaeeaza,  min. 

And  &tem  and  §ad  (ao  rare  tho  smut- 
Of  sunlight)  looked  the  Lombard  pUea  ^ 

Porch-pillars  on  the  lion  neatiDg, 
And  sombre,  old,  colonnaded  aisles* 

0  Milan,  O  the  chanting  quires, 
The  giant  windows'  blazon'd  fires, 

The  height,  the  space,  the   gloom,   the 
glory  I 
A  momit  of  marble,  a  hundred  spires  ! 

1  climb'd  the  roofs  at  break  of  day  ; 
SniHsmitten  Alps  before  me  lay. 

I  stood  among  the  silent  statues, 
And  statued  pinnacles,  mute  as  they. 

How  faintly-flush'd,  how  phantom-fair, 
Was  Monte  Rosa,  hanging  there 

A  thousand  shadowy-pencill'd  valleys 
And  snowy  dells  in  a  golden  air. 

Remember  how  we  came  at  last 
To  Como  ;  shower  and  storm  and  blast 
Had  blown  the  lake  beyond  his  limit, 
And  all  was  flooded  ;  and  how  we  past 

From  Como,  when  the  light  was  gray, 
And  in  my  head,  for  half  the  day, 

The  rich  Virgilian  rustic  measure 
Of  Lari  Maxume,  all  the  way, 

Like  ballad-burthen  music,  kept, 
As  on  The  Lariano  crept 

To  that  fair  port  below  the  castle 
Of  Queen  Theodolind,  where  we  slept ; 


Or  hardly  slept,  but  watched  awake 
A  cypress  in  the  moonltght  shako, 

Iht*  moonlight  touching  o^ef  &  terrace 
One  tall  Agav^  abore  the  lake. 

What  more  ?  we  took  our  last  adieu. 
And  up  the  snowy  Splugeu  drew. 

But  ere  we  reach 'd  the  highest  m 
1  pluck'd  a  daisy,  I  gave  it  you, 

of  England  then  to  me^ 
[>w  it  tella  of  Italy. 
vc,  we  two  shall  go  no  longer 
da  of  summer  acrose  the  sea  ; 

r  a  life  your  arms  enfold 
crying  h  a  cry  for  gold  i 
here  to^tiight  in  this  (b.rk  city, 
ill  and  weary,  alone  and  cold^ 

i,  tho'  crushed  to  hard  and  dry, 
am.o  liuriliiig  of  anotlwr  sky 

Still  in  the  little  book  you  lent  me, 
And  where  you  tenderly  laid  it  by  ; 

And  I  forgot  the  clouded  Forth, 

The  gloom  that  saddens  Heaven  and  Earth, 

The  bitter  &8t,  the  misty  summer 
And  grray  metropolis  of  the  North. 

Perchance,  to  lull  the  throbs  of  pain. 
Perchance,  to  charm  a  vacant  brain, 

Perchance,  to  dream  you  still  beside  xa^ 
My  fancy  fled  to  the  South  again. 


THE   FLOWEll 

Onoe  in  a  golden  hour 
I  cast  to  earth  a  seed. 

Upthere  came  a  flower. 
The  people  said,  a  weed. 

To  and  fro  they  went 
Thro'  my  garden-bower. 

And  muttering  discontent 
Curs'd  me  and  my  flower. 

Then  it  grew  so  tall 

It  wore  a  crown  of  light, 
But  thieves  &om  o'er  the  wall 
Stole  the  seed  by  night. 

Sow'd  it  far  and  wide 
By  every  town  and  tower. 
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Till  all  the  people  crie<l, 
♦*  Splendid  is  the  flower." 

I 
And   the  soul  of   the  rose  went  into  mj          1 

blood,                                                    ^J 

As  the  music  clashed  in  the  hall  :                ^^M 

Bead  ttij  little  fable  : 

And  long  liy  the  garden  lake  I  stood,             ^^H 

He  mat  nins  may  read. 

For  I  heard  your  rivulet  fall                                 | 

Most  can  raise  the  flowers  now, 

From  the  hike  to  the  meadow  and  on  to     ^J 

For  all  have  got  the  seed. 

the  wood,                                                  ^^H 

Our  wood,  that  is  dearer  than  all ;              ^^M 

And  some  are  pretty  enough^ 

■ 

Ami  some  arc  poor  indeed  ; 

From  the  meadow  your  walks  have  left  ac         J 

And  now  a^ain  the  people 
Call  it  but  a  weed. 

sweet                                                          ^^M 

That  whenever  a  March* wind  sighs            ^^f 

He  sets  the  jewel-print  of  your  feet                 ^^M 

In  violets  blue  as  your  eyes,                          ^^M 

COME    INTO    THE    GARDEN, 

To  the  woody  hollows  in  which  we  meet         ^^M 

MAUD 

And  the  valleys  of  Paradise.                         ^^M 

CoMK  into  the  gardeti,  Maud, 

The  slender  acacia  would  not  shake                 ^^M 

For  the  black  hat,  nieht,  has  flown, 
Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 

One  long  milk-bloom  on  the  tree  j               ^^B 

The  white  lake-bloesuui  fell  into  the  lake              | 

I  aiu  here  at  the  gate  alone  ; 

As  the  pimpernel  dost VI  on  the  lea  ;                    1 

And  the  woodbine  sptocs  are  wafted  abroad, 

But  the  rose  was  awake  ail  night  for  your          1 

And  the  musk  of  the  rose  is  blown* 

sake,                                                           ^J 

Knowing  your  promise  to  me  ;                    ^^M 

For  a  breeze  of  morning  moves, 

The  lilies  and  rosea  were  all  awnke,                ^^M 

And  the  planet  of  Love  is  ott  highf 

They  sigh*d  for  the  dawn  and  tliee.             ^^M 

Banning  to  faint  in  the  light  that  she  loves 
On  a  \ted  of  daffodil  sky, 

^H 

Qiiecn  rose  of  the  rosebud  garden  of  girUy     ^H 

To  faint  in  the  light  of  the  sun  she  loves, 

Couie  hither,  the  dances  are  done,               ^H 

To  faint  in  his  light,  and  to  die. 

In  gloss  of  satin  and  glimmer  of  pearls,           ^^t 

Queen  lily  and  rose  in  one  ;                                1 

All  night  have  the  roses  heard 

Shine  out,    little  head,  sunning  over  with          1 

The  flute,  violin,  bassoon  ; 

cbrls,                                                                  1 

All  night  has  the  casenieiit  jessamine  stirred 

To  the  flowers,  and  be  their  sun.                  ^^J 

To  the  dancers  daneing  in  tune  ; 

^^H 

1111  silence  fell  with  the  waking  bird. 

Tliere  has  fallen  a  splendid  tear                      ^^M 

Aad  a  litiab  with  the  setting  moon. 

From  the  passion-flower  at  the  gate.           ^^M 

She  is  coming,  my  dove,  my  dear ;                  ^^H 
She  is  coming,  my  life,  my  fate  ;                       1 

I  Mid  to  the  lily,  *'  Tliere  is  but  one 

With  whom  she  has  heart  to  be  gay. 
Wliea  will  the  dancers  leave  her  alone  7 

The   red   rose   cries,   **  She  is  near,  she  ia          1 

near  ;  *'                                                             1 

6lie  is  weary  of  dance  and  play.*^ 

And  the  white  rose  weeps,  **  She  is  late  j  "         J 

Kow  half  to  the  setting  moon  are  gone, 

Tlie  larkspur  listens,  **  I  hear,  I  hear  ; "         ^H 

And  lialf  to  tiie  rising  day  ; 

And  the  lily  whispers,  *'  I  wait.*'                  ^^| 

JLow  on  the  sand  and  loud  on  the  stone 

^^H 

'Hifi  last  wheel  echoes  away. 

She  is  coming,  my  owii»  my  sweet  %               ^^M 

Were  it  ever  so  airy  a  tread,                        ^^M 

I  said  to  the  rose,  "  The  brief  night  goes 

My  heart  would  hear  her  and  beat,                  ^H 

I«  babble  and  revel  and  wine* 

Were  it  e^irth  in  an  earthy  bed  ;                   ^^| 

My  dust  would  hear  her  and  beat,                    ^H 

Had  I  lain  for  a  century  dead  ;                     ^^t 

0  Toung  lord-lover,  what  sighs  are  those, 
For  one  that  will  never  be  thine  ? 

But  mine,  but  mine,*'  so  I  sware  to  the  rose, 

Would  start  and  tremble  under  her  feet*             1 

**  For  ev«r  and  ever,  mine/* 

And  blossom  in  purple  Mid  red*                  ^^t 

«o8 
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THE  SHELL 

FROM   «*MAUD" 

See  what  a  lovely  shell, 
bmM  and  pure  as  a  pearl, 
Lying  close  to  my  foot, 
Frail,  but  a  work  divine, 
Made  so  fairily  well 
With  delicate  spire  and  whorl, 
How  exQuisitely  minute, 
A  miracle  of  design  I 

What  is  it  ?  a  learned  man 
Could  give  it  a  clumsy  name. 
Let  him  name  it  who  can. 
The  beauty  would  be  the  same. 

The  tiny  cell  is  forlorn. 
Void  of  the  little  living  will 
That  made  it  stir  on  the  shore. 
Did  he  stand  at  the  diamond  door 
Of  his  house  in  a  rainbow  frill  ? 
Did  he  push,  when  he  was  uncurPd, 
A  golden  foot  or  a  fairy  horn 
Thro'  his  dim  water-world  ? 

Slight,  to  be  crush'd  with  a  tap 
Of  my  finger-nail  on  the  sand, 
Small,  but  a  work  divine. 
Frail,  but  of  force  to  withstand. 
Year  upon  year,  the  shock 
Of  cataract  seas  that  snap 
The  three-decker's  oaken  spine 
Athwart  the  ledges  of  rock. 
Here  on  the  Breton  strand ! 


THE   PASSING  OF  ARTHUR 

FROM    "IDYLLS    OF    THE    KING** 

Then  saw  they  how  there  hove  a  dusky 

barge, 
Dark  as  a  funeral  scarf  from  stem  to  stem. 
Beneath  them  ;  and  descending  they  were 

ware 
That  all  the  decks  were  dense  with  stately 

forms, 
Black-stord,  black-hooded,  like  a  dream  — 

by  these 
Three   Queens  with  crowns  of  gold  :  and 

from  them  rose 
A  cry  that  shiver*d  to  the  tingling  stars. 
And,  as  it  were  one  voice,  an  agony 


Of  lamentation,  like  a  wind  that  shrills 
All  night  in  a  waste  land,  where  no  one 

cornea. 
Or  hath   come,  since  the  making  of  the 

world. 

Then  mnrmnr'd  Arthur,  *'  Place  me  in  the 

barge." 
So  to  the  barge  they  came.    There  those 

three  Queens 
Put  forth  their  hands,  and  took  the  King, 

and  wept. 
But  she,  that  rose  the  taUest  of  them  all 
And  fairest,  laid  his  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  loos'd  the  shattered  casque,  and  cbaTd 

his  hands. 
And  oall'd  him  by  his  name,  complaining 

loud. 
And  dropping  bitter  tears  against  a  brow 
Strip'd  with  dark  blood  :  f x^r  all  his  face 

was  white 
And  colorless,  and  like  the  withered  moon 
Smote  by  the  fresh  beam  of  the  springing 

east ; 
And  all  his  greaves  and  coisses  dash'd  with 

drops 
Of  onset ;  and   the    light    and    loatrons 

curls  — 
That  made  his  forehead  like  a  rising  snn 
High  from  the  dais-throne  —  were  parch'd 

with  dust ; 
Or,  clotted  into  points  and  hanging  loose, 
Mix'd  with  the  knightly  growth  that  fringed 

his  lips. 
So  like  a  shatter'd  column  lay  the  King  ; 
Not  like  that  Arthur  who,  with  lance  in 

rest. 
From  spur  to  plume  a  star  of  tournament, 
Shot  thro'  the  lists  at  Camelot,  and  charged 
Before  the  eyes  of  ladies  and  of  kings. 

Then  loudly  cried  the  bold  Sir  Bedivere  : 
"  Ah  I  my  Lord  Arthur,  whither  shall  I  go  ? 
Where  shall  I  hide  my  forehead  and  my 

eyes? 
For  now  I  see  the  true  old  times  are  dead. 
When    every   morning    brought   a  noble 

chance. 
And  every  chance   brought  out  a  noble 

knight. 
Such  times  have  been  not  since  the  light 

that  led 
The  holy  Elders  with  the  gift  of  myrrh. 
But  now  the  whole  Round  Table  is  dissolved 
Which  was  an  image  of  the  mighty  world. 


ALFRED,   LORD   TENNYSON 


And  !•  Uie  last,  eo  forth  companionless, 
And  Ihe  (iajft  (fiirkea  round  tne,  and  the 

Amocig    new    men,  itnuige    fa^ea,  other 

And  slowly  aufwer'd  Arthur   from  the 

Imrge: 
•The  old  order  change th,  yielding  place  to 

new, 
And  God  fulfUfl  liimsell  in  many  ways» 
LesI  on«  eood  oustom  BhouJd  corrupt  the 

wond. 
Comfort  thyaelf  :  what  eomfort  is  in  me  ? 
I  have  UvM  my  life,  and  that  which  I  have 

done 
May  lie  within  himBelf  make   pure  !  but 

thuu. 
If  tboa  shouldflt  never  see  my  face  again, 
Pmy    for    my     soul.     More     things    are 

wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreaina  of.     Wherefore, 

let  tljy  voice 
Rise  like  a  fountain  for  me  nigbt  and  day. 
For  what  are  men  better  than  sheep  or  goatd 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain, 
If  I  knowing  God,  they  lift  tiot  hands  of 

prayer 
Both  for  theinselvee  and   those  who  call 

them  friend  ? 
Fctr  so  the  whole  round  eartli  ia  every  way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of  God» 
But  now  farewell.     I  am  going  a  long  way 
With  these  thou  se^st  —  if  indeed  I  go 
(For   all    my    mind    is    clouded    with    a 

doubtV— 
To  the  tilana-valley  of  Avilton  ; 
Where  falls  not  hail,  or  rain,  or  any  snow, 
Kor  ever  wind  blows  loudly  ;  but  it  lies 
X)eei^meadow*d,  happy,  fair  with  orchard 

lawns 
And  bowery  hoUowi  orown*d  with  summer 

sea, 
Where  I  will    heal  me  of  my  grievous 

wound/' 

So  said  he,  and  the  barge  with  oar  and  sail 
liinr'd   from   the   brink,    like   some   full* 

breasted  swan 
That,  fluting  a  wild  earol  ere  her  death, 
Huffles  her  pure  cold  plume,  and    takes 

the  flood 
With     swarthy     webs.     Long    stood    Sir 

Bedivere 
Brrolvvng  many  memories,  till  the  hull 


Look'd  one  black  dot  agninst  the  verge  of 

dawn. 
And  on  the  mere  the  wailing  died  away, 

RIZPAH 

Waiuko,  wailing,  wailing,  the  wind  ovedT 

hind  and  sea  — 
And  Willy^s  voice  in  the  wiud, "  0  mother, 

come  out  to  me." 
Why  should  ho  call  me  to>night,  when  he 

knows  that  I  cannot  go  ? 
For  the  down^  are  as  bright  as  day,  and  the 

full  moon  stares  at  the  snow. 

We  should  be  seen,  my  dear ;  they  wotiH 

fspy  us  out  of  the  town. 
The  loud  black  nights  for  U5,  and  the  storm 

nishiug  over  the  down, 
When  I   eannot  see  ray  own  hand,  but  am 

led  by  the  creak  of  the  cliain. 
And  grovel  and  grope  for  my  son  till  I  find 

myaelf  dreucii'd  with  the  raiu. 

Anything  fallen  again?    nay  —  what  waa 

thi-re  left  to  fiill  ? 
1  have  takt?n  them  home,  I  have  numbered 

the  bones,  I  have  hidden  them  all. 
What  am   1  saying  ?   and  what  are  you  f 

do  you  come  as  a  spy  ? 
Falls  ?  what  falls  7  who  knows  ?    As  the 

tree  falls  lo  most  it  lie* 

Who  let  her  in  ?  how  long  has  she  been  ? 

you  —  what  have  you  heard  ? 
Wliy  did  you  sit  so  quiet  ?  you  never  have 

spoken  a  word. 

0  —  to  pray    with   me  —  yes  —  a  lady  ^ 

none  of  their  spies  — 
But  the  night  has  crept  into  my  heart,  and 
begun  to  darken  my  eyt^s. 

Ah  —  you,  that  have  liv'd  so  soft,  wliai 
shoidd  \fOu  know  of  the  night. 

The  blast  and  the  burning  shame  and  the 
bitter  froflt  and  the  fright  If 

1  have  done  it,  while  3*00  were  asleep  ■ — 

you  were  only  made  for  the  day, 
I  have  gathered  my  baby  together — and 
now  you  may  go  your  way. 

Nay  —  for  tt  'a  kind  of  you,  Madam,  to  alt 

by  an  old  dying  wife. 
But  flay  nothing  haz^d  of  my  boy,  I  liAvt 

only  an  hour  of  life* 
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I  kiss'd  my  hoy  m  the  prison,  before  h^ 

weut  out  to  die. 
**  Thay  dar*d  loe  to  do  it/*  lie  said,  and  he 

never  has  told  me  a  lie. 
I  whipped  him  for  robbing  au  orchard  once 

when  be  was  but  a  child  — 
^  The  farmer  dar'd  me  to  do  it,"  he  said  ; 

be  wftfii  always  so  wild  — 
And    idle — ^and    eould  n't  be  idle  —  mj 

Willy  —  be  never  eould  ree 
The  King  should  have   made  hh 

dier ;  be  would  have  been  ^ 

heat. 

But  he  Hv'd  with  a  lot  of  wild  mi 

they  never  would  let  bim  h 
The  J  swore  that  he  dare  not  rob  ' 

and  be  awoi'e  that  be  woub 
And  be  took  no  life,  but  he  took  c 

and  when  all  was  done 
He  flung  it  araoog'  hh  fellows  —  I  ^l  none 

of  it,  said  my  aoh. 

I  came  itito  onnrt  to  t\m  Judge  atid  the 

lawyers.     I  told  them  my  tale, 
God's  own  truth  —  but  they  kill'd  him, 

they  kiird  him  for  robbing  the  mail. 
They  hang'd  him  in  chains  for  a  show  — 

he  had  always  borne  a  good  name  — 
To  be  hang'd  for  a  thief  —  and  then  put 

away  —  is  n't  that  enough  shame  ? 
Dust  to  dust  —  low  down  —  let  us  hide  ! 

but  they  set  him  so  high 
That  all  the  ships  of  the  world  could  stare 

at  him,  passing  by. 
God  'ill  pardon  the  nell-black  raven  and 

horrible  fowls  of  the  air, 
But  not  the  black  heart  of  the  lawyer  who 

kiird  him  and  hang'd  him  there. 

And  the  jailer  forced  me  away.    I  had  bid 

him  my  last  goodbye  ; 
They  had  fasten'd  the  door  of  his  cell, 

"  O  mother  I "  I  heard  him  cry. 
I  Donld  n't  get  back  tho'  I  tried,  he  had 

something  further  to  say, 
And    now  I  never  shall    know  it.    The 

jailer  forced  me  away. 

Then  since  I  could  n't  but  hear  that  cry  of 

my  boy  that  was  dead, 
They  seiz'd  me  and  shut  me  up :    they 

fasten'd  me  down  on  my  bed. 
*  Mother,  O  mother ! "  —  he  call'd  in  the 

dark  to  roe  year  after  year — 


They  beat  me  for  that,  they  beat  me  — 

yon  know  that  I  could  n*t  but  hear  | 

And  then  at   the  last  they   found   I   bad 
grown  so  stupid  and  still 

They    let    rao    abroad     again  —  but   the 
ereaturefl  had  work'd  tbeir  wUL 

Flesh  of  my  fleah  was  gonei  but  bone  of  my 
bone  was  left  — 

them  all   from  the  lawyers  —  and 
fon,  will  you  call  it  a  theft  ?  — 
»y,  the  bones  that  bad  suck'd  me, 
he    bones    that    had   laugh'd  and 
lad  cried  — 

f     O  nol     the  J  are    mine  —  not 
iheira^ — tbey  bad  mov'd  in  my  aide. 

think  I  was  acar'd  by  the  bones  ? 
[  kifls'd  'em,  I  buried  'em  all  — - 
dig  deep,  I  am  old  ^^  in  the  nigbt 
}y  the  churchyard  walL 
My    UTilly    'ill   rise  up  whole   when  the 

trumpet  of  judgment  *ill  sonnd* 
But  I  charge  you  never  to  say  that  I  laid 
him  in  holy  g^und. 

They  would  scratch  him  np  — they  would 

hang  hioi  again  on  the  cursed  tree. 
Sin  ?    O  yes  —  we  are  sinners,  I  know  — 

let  all  that  be, 
And  read  me  a  Bible  verse  of  the  Lord's 

good  will  toward  men — 
''  Full  of  compassion  and  mercy,  the  Lord  " 

—  let  me  hear  it  again  ; 
**  Full  of  compassion  and  meroy  —  long- 
suffering."    Yes,  O  yes ! 
For  the  lawyer  is  born  but  to  murder  —  the 

Saviour  lives  but  to  bless. 
He  11  never  put  on  the  black  cap  except  for 

the  worst  of  the  worst. 
And  the  first  may  be  last  —  I  have  heard  it 

in  church  —  and  the  last  may  be  first. 
Suffering  —  O  long-suffering  —  yes,  as  the 

Ix>rd  must  know. 
Year  after  year  in  the  mist  and  the  wind 

and  the  shower  and  the  snow. 

Heard,  have  yon?  what?  thej^  have  told 

you  he  never  repented  his  sin. 
How  do  they  know  it  ?  are  they  his  mother  ? 

are  you  of  his  kin  ? 
Heard  1  have  you  ever  heard,  when  the 

storm  on  the  downs  began, 
The  wind  that  'ill  wail  like  a  child  and  tht 

sea  that  'ill  moan  like  a  man  ? 


ALFRED,    LORD  TENNYSON 


EkefcioDf  Election  aod  Reprobation  —  it  *a 

all  very  welL 
Bot  I  go  to-night  to  mj  boj,  and  I  shall 

not  tlnd  hitn  in  HelL 
For  1  car*d  so  much  for  my  boy  that  the 

Lonl  has  look*d  into  mj  onre. 
And  He  Kii^sins  me,  I  *m  sure,  to  be  happy 

H'ith  Willy,  I  know  not  where. 

And  if  A<r  be  Io«t  —  but  to  gave  my  soul, 

that  b  all  your  desire  : 
Do  you  think  that  I  care  for  my  soul  if  my 

boy  be  gone  to  the  fire  ? 
I  have  been  with  God  in  the  dark  —  go,  go, 

yott  may  leave  me  aloae  — 
Too   neTer  have  borne  a  child  —  you  afe 

just  as  hard  as  a  stone. 

Madam,  I  beg  your  pardon  1  I  think  that 
you  mean  to  be  kind. 

Bat  I  cannot  hear  what  you  say  for  my 
Willy's  voice  in  the  wind  — 

The  snow  and  the  sky  so  bright  —  be  us'd 
but  to  call  in  the  dark, 

And  be  calls  to  me  now  from  the  church 
and  not  from  the  gibbet  —  for  hark  f 

Kay  —  you  can  hear  it  yourself  —  it  is 
coming  —  shaking  the  walls  — 

Willy  —  the  moon  *s  iu  a  cloud  —  Good- 
night.    I  am  going.     He  calls* 

FLOWER    IN    THE    CRANNIED 
WALL 

Flowek  in  the  crannied  wall, 

I  plnek  you  out  of  the  crannies, 

I  nold  Ton  bere,  root  and  all,  in  my  hand, 

Little  flower  —  but  if  I  could  understand 

What  you  are,  root  and  all,  and  all  in  all, 

I  should  know  wimt  God  and  man  is^ 


SONG  IN  "THE  FORESTERS *»• 

TTncRK  is  no  land  like  England 

WbereVr  the  light  of  day  be  ; 
Tbere  are  uo  hearts  like  English  hearts, 

8ucb  hearts  of  oak  as  they  be. 
Tbere  is  no  land  like  England 

Whepe*cr  the  light  of  day  be  ; 
There  are  no  men  like  Englishmen, 

5o  tall  and  bold  as  they  be* 

Aod  these  will  strike  for  England 
And  man  and  maid  be  free 


To  foil  and  spoil  the  tyrant 
Beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 

There  is  no  land  like  England 

Where'er  the  light  of  day  be  ; 
There  are  no  wives  like  English  wives. 

So  fair  and  chaste  as  they  be. 
There  is  no  land  like  England 

Where'er  the  light  of  day  be  ; 
There  are  no  maitls  like  the  English  maidL 

tio  beautiful  as  they  he. 

And  these  sliall  wed  with  freemen^ 
And  all  their  sons  be  free, 

To  sing  the  songs  of  England 
Beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 


VASTNESS 

Many  a  hearth  upon  our  dark  globe  sighs 
after  many  a  vanished  face, 

Many  a  planet  by  many  a  sun  may  roll  with 
the  dust  of  a  vanished  race. 

Raving  politics,  never  at  rest  —  as  this  poor 
earth's  pale  history  runs,  — 

What  is  it  all  but  a  trouble  of  ants  iu  the 
gleam  of  a  million  million  of  snns  ? 

Lies  upon  this  side,  lies  upon  that  side, 
truthless  violence  niouru'd  by  the 
Wise, 

Thousands  of  voices  drowning  his  own  in  a 
popular  torrent  of  lies  upon  lies  ; 

Stately  purposes,  valor  in  battle,  glorious 

aimais  of  army  and  fleet. 
Death  for  the  right  cause,  death  for  the 

wrong  cause,    trumpets  of   victoiy, 

groans  of  defeat ; 

Innocence    seeth'd  in   her   mother's   milk, 

and    Charity    setting    the    martyi 

aflame  ; 
Thraldom  who  walks  with    the  banner  oi 

Freedom,  and   recks  not   to  ruin  m 

realm  iu  her  name  ; 

Faith  at  Ker  zenith,  or  all  but  lost  in  tho 

gloom   of  doubts   that  darken   tbo 

schools  ; 
Craft  with  a  bunch  of  all-heal  In  her  hand. 

foUow'd  np  by  her  vassnl  legton  ot 

fouls  ; 
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Trade  fljing  over  a  thousand  aeaa  with  her 
apiee  aud  her  vintage^  bet  silk  aud 
ber  corn  ; 

DeaoUte  offing,  iailodesa  barbotit,  f&miAl^ 
iug  populace,  wharves  forlorn  ; 

Btar  of  the  morning,  Hope  in  the  sunrise  ; 

gloom  of  the  erenmgi  Life  at  a  close ; 
SleB&uTG  who  ^unta  on  her  wide  downwaj 

with  her  flying  robe  aad  be 

rose  ; 

Cain,  that  has  cra^rd  frona  the 

Pleasiife,  a  worm  which  fi 

day,  and  at  night 
8tira  up  again  in  the  heart  of  tb 

and  iititiga  him  hack  to  th 

the  Light ; 


his  wines  and  his 
honest  FoTertjf  baii>  » 


Wealth  with 
baHots 
hone  ; 

Opulent  Avarice,  lean  as  Poverty  ;  Flattery 
gilding  the  rift  in  a  throne  ; 

Fame  blowing  out  from  her  golden  tram- 
pet  a  jubilant  challenge  to  Time  and 
to  Fate; 

Slander,  her  shadow,  sowing  the  nettle  on 
all  the  laureird  graves  of  the  Great ; 

Loye  for  the  maiden,  crown'd  with  mar- 
riage, no  regrets  for  aught  that  has 
been, 

Honsehold  happiness,  gracious  children, 
debtless  competence,  golden  mean  ; 

National  hatreds  of  whole  generations,  and 
pigmy  spites  of  the  village  spire  ; 

Vows  that  will  last  to  the  last  death-ruckle, 
and  vows  that  are  snapp'd  in  a  mo- 
ment of  fire  ; 

He  that  has  liVd  for  the  lust  of  a  minute, 
and  died  in  the  doing  it,  flesh  with- 
out mind : 

He  that  has  naird  all  flesh  to  the  Cross,  till 
Self  died  out  in  the  love  of  his  kind  ; 

Spring    and    Summer  and    Autumn  and 

Winter,  and  all  these  old  revolutions 

of  earth  ; 
▲n     new-old    revolutions    of    Empire  — 

change  of  the  tide  —  what  is  ail  of  it 

worth? 


What  the  philosopliies^  all  the  ameno©^ 
poesy,  varying  voiees  of  prayer  ? 

All  that  is  noblest,  all  that  is  basest,  ^ 
that  is  fiJthy  with  all  that  is  fair  ? 

What  is  it  all,  if  we  all  of  til  end  but  m 
being  our  t»wti  corpse-coffins  at  last^ 

SwaUow'd  in  Vastae^s^  lost  in  Silence^ 
drowned  in  the  deeps  of  a  meaning 
ksB  Past  ? 

Hit  a  murmur  of  gnats  in  the  gloomy 
E)F  a  moment's  anger  of  bees  in  their 
bive  7  — 

let  It  be  t  for  I  loved  htm,  and  lovo 
lam  for  ever  :  the  dead  are  not  dead 
but  alive. 

THE   SILENT  VOICES* 

When  the  dumb  Hour,  eloth'd  in  blaek| 
Brings  the  Dreams  about  my  bed^ 
Call  me  not  so  often  back, 
Silent  Voices  of  the  dead, 
Toward  the  lowland  ways  behind  me^ 
And  the  sunlight  that  is  gone  ! 
Call  me  rather,  silent  Voices, 
Forward  to  the  starry  track 
Glimmering  up  the  heights  beyond  me 
On,  and  always  on  ! 

CROSSING  THE  BAR 

SuKSET  and  evening  star. 

And  one  clear  caU  for  me  I 
And  may  there  be  no  moaning  of  the  bar. 

When  I  put  out  to  sea, 

But  such  a  tide  as  moving  seems  asleep, 

Too  full  for  sound  and  foam. 
When  that  which  drew  from  out  the  honndp 
less  deep 

Turns  again  home. 

Twilight  and  evening  bell. 

And  after  that  the  dark  ! 
And  may  there  be  no  sadness  of  fareweD, 

When  I  embark  ; 

For  tho'  from  out  our  bourne  of  Time  and 
Place 

The  flood  may  bear  me  far, 
I  hope  to  see  my  Pilot  face  to  faoe    . 

When  I  have  cross'd  the  bar. 


^  Copgrright,  1892,  by  MAfnnf.f.Aw  A  (kk 
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(benjamin  d*israeli) 


WELLINGTON 


Not  onlj  thftt  thy  puissant  arm  could  bind 
The  tynmt  of  n  world ;  and»  coiiqueriag  Fate, 
Efif  rtitichise  Europe,  do  I  deem  tht^e  great ; 
But  that  m  all  thy  nctioas  I  do  &nd 
Kxiu't  pr<»p piety  :  no  pists  of  mind 
Fitful  and  wtldi  but  tiiat  continuous  fltate 
Of  otder'd  impulse  mariners  await 
In  ■Dine  benignant  and  enriching  wind,  — 


Thy 
Rome,  as  much  aa  thy 


Ttie  breath  ordain'd  of  Nature, 

mien 
Recalls  old 

deed 

Duty  thine  only  idol,  and  serene 
When  all  are  troubled  ;  In  the  utmost 
Fn^acient ;  thy  country's  servant  ever 
Yet  sovereign  of    thyself,   whatever 

speed. 


calm 
higt 

need 
eecu, 
may 


Cltoniajef  IBejsittoctoti 


I 


O  WIND   OF   THE  MOUNTALN! 

0  Wiyp  of   the   ^lotintain.  Wind  of  the 

Mountain,  licar  I 

1  have  a  prayer  to  whisper  in  thine  ear : — 
Hush,  pine-tree,  bush  1      Be    silent,  syca- 
more I 

Ceofle  thy  wild  waving,  ash-tree,  old  and 

hotir  1 
Flow  softly,  stream  I      My  voice  U  faint 

with  fear — 
O  Wind   of  the    Mountain,  Wind  of  the 

Mountain,  hear  ! 

In  the  dull  city,  by  the  lowland  shore, 
Fale  grows  the  cheek,  so  rosy-fresh  of  yore. 
Wqc  for  the  child  —  the  fair  blithe-hearted 

child  — 
Onee   thv  glad  playmate   on   the   breezy 

wild  r 
Hofth,  pine-tree,  hush  I  —  my  voice  b  faint 

with  fear  — 
O  Wind   of  the   Mountain,  Wind  of  the 

Mountain,  hear ! 

Fale  grows  the  cheek,  and  dim  the  sunny 

eyes. 
And  thp  voice  falters,  and  the  laughter  dies. 
Woe  for  the  child  1     She  pines,  on  that  sad 

shore, 
For  the  free  hills  and  happy  skies  of  yore, 
llosli,  river,  hush  i  —  my  voice  is  faint  with  , 

fear  — 
0  Wind   of   the   ^founUin,  Wind  of  the 

Moantain,  hear  I 


O  Wind  of  the  Mountain,  thou  art  swift 

and  strong  — 
Follow,  for  love's  sake^  though  the  way  be 

long. 
Follow,  oh  1  follow,  over  down  and  dale, 
To  the  far  city  in  the  lowland  vale. 
Hush,  pine-tree,  hush  t  —  my  voice  is  faint 

with  fear  — 
O  Wind   of  the  H^fountain,  Wind  of  the 

Mountain,  hear  1 

Kiss  the  dear  lips,  and  bid  the  laughters 

rise  ; 
Flush  the  wan  oheek,  and  brighten  tlie  dim 

eyes ; 
Sing  songs  of  home,  and  soon,  from  grief 

and  pain, 
Win  back    thy  playmate,  blessed   Wind, 

again  I 
Win  back   my  darling  —  while  away  my 

fear  — 
O  Wind  of  the   Mountain,  Wind  of  the 

Mountain,  hear  I 


IN  THE  GOLDEN   MORNING  OF 
THE   WORLD 

In  the  golden  morning  of  the  world, 
When  creation's  freshness  was  unfurled. 
Had  earth  truer,  fonder  hearts  than  now  ? 
One,  at  least,  in  this  our  day,  1  know, 
(^\liisper  soft,  ah  !  benetiiciie  /) 
Fait hful-f and  as  any  heart  could  be 
In  the  golden  morning  of  the  world. 
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And  were  faces,  in  that  orient  time, 
Flush'd,   in  sooth,  with  more  resplendent 

prime. 
More  consummate  loveliness  than  now  ? 
Nay,  one  maiden  face,  at  least,  I  know 

J  Whisper  soft,  ah  I  henediciU  /) 
ost  as  fair  as  any  face  could  be 
In  the  golden  morning  of  the  world. 


But  dark  shadows  reign,  and  ftorms  are 

rife, 
In  the  onoe  serene  clear  heaven  of  life. 
Oh  I  sweet  angel,  at  the  shinins^  gate. 
By  Crod's  mercy,  keep  one  earthly  fate, 
One  dear  life  —  ah!  benedicitel 
Happy,  calm,  as  any  sach  could  be 
In  the  golden  mormng  of  the  world  I 


%tt^vx  l^ugli  Clougl^ 


IN  A  LECTURE-ROOM 

AwAT,  haunt  thou  not  me, 

Thou  vain  Philosophy  I 

Little  hast  thou  bestead. 

Save  to  perplex  the  head. 

And  leave  the  spirit  dead. 

Unto  thy  broken  cisterns  wherefore  cfo. 

While  from  the  secret  treasure-dep&  be- 
low, 

Fed  by  the  skyey  shower. 

And  clouds  that  sink  and  rest  on  hill-tops 
high. 

Wisdom  at  once,  and  Power, 

Are  welling,  bubbling  forth,  unseen,  in- 
cessantly ? 

Why  labor  at  the  dull  mechanic  oar. 

When  the  fresh  breeze  is  blowing, 

And  the  strong  current  flowing, 

Bight  onward  to  the  Eternal  Shore  ? 

A  PROTEST 

Light  words  they  were,  and  lightly,  falsely 
said  ; 

She  heard  them,  and  she  started,  —  and 
she  rose, 

As  in  the  act  to  speak ;  the  sudden 
thought 

And  unconsidered  impulse  led  her  on. 

In  act  to  speak  she  rose,  but  with  the  sense 

Of  all  the  eyes  of  that  mix'd  company 

Now  suddenly  tum*d  upon  her,  some  with 
age 

Hardened  and  duU'd,  some  cold  and  criti- 
cal ; 

Some  in  whom  vapors  of  their  own  conceit, 

As  moist  malarious  mists  the  heavenly 
stars, 

Btill  blotted  out  their  good,  the  best  at 


By  frivoloos  laoffh  and  prate  conTentional 

All  too  untun'd  for  all  she  thought  to 
Bay,-— 

With  such  a  thought  the  mantling  blood  to 
her  cheek 

Flush'd  up,  and  o'er-flush'd  itself  blank 
night  her  soul 

Made  df^k,  and  in  her  all  her  purpose 
swoon'd. 

She  stood  as  if  for  sinking.    Yet  anon. 

With  recollections  clear,  august,  sublime, 

Of  Grod's  great  truth,  and  right  immutar 
ble. 

Which,  as  obedient  vassals,  to  her  mind 

Came  summoned  of  her  will,  in  self-nega- 
tion 

Quelling  her  troublous  earthly  conscious- 
ness, 

She  queen'd  it  o'er  her  weakness.  At  the 
spell 

Back  rotl'd  the  ruddy  tide,  and  leaves  her 
cheek 

Paler  than  erst,  and  yet  not  ebbs  so  far 

But  that  one  pulse  of  one  indignant 
thought 

Might  hurry  it  hither  in  flood.  So  as  she 
stood 

She  spoke.  Grod  in  her  spoke,  and  made 
her  heard. 

QUA   CURSUM  VENTUS 

As  ships,  becalmed  at  eve,  that  lay 
With  canvas  drooping,  side  by  side. 
Two  towers  of  sail  at  dawn  of  day 
Are  scarce  long  leagues  apart  descried  ; 

When  fell  the  nieht,  upspmng  the  breeze. 
And  all  the  darkling  hours  they  plied. 
Nor  dreamt  but  each  the  self-same  seas 
By  each  was  cleaving,  side  by  aide  : 


ARTHUR   HUGH   CLOUGH 


i 


E*en  so  —  but  why  the  taJe  revea! 
Of  those  whom,  year  by  year  unelmnged, 
'  £fief  absence  joined  anew  to  feel. 
Astounded*  noni  trom  soal  eatiunged  ? 

At  di^ad  of  night  their  saihs  were  filFd^ 
And  onwmrd  each  rejoieiiig  ateer'd  : 
Ah«  neither  blame,  for  neither  will'd, 
Or  wiist,  what  ftrsi  with  dawu  appeared  1 

To  veer,  how  T&iii  1  On,  onward  strain ^ 
fimre  bkrka  !  In  light,  in  dfLrknesJi  too, 
Through    winds    and    tidiis   one    compasa 

guides,  — 
To  thst,  and  your  own  selves,  be  true. 

But  O  blithe  breeze,  and  O  great  seaa, 
Though  ne^er,  that  earliest  parting  past, 
On  your  wide  plain  they  jom  again, 
Together  lead  them  home  at  last  t 

One  port,  methought,  alike  they  sought. 
One  purposse  hold  where'er  they  fare,  — 
O  bounding  breeze,  O  rushing  seafl^ 
At  but,  at  last,  unite  them  there  1 


FROM'-THE  BOTHIE  OF  TOBER- 
NA-VUOLICH" 

THE  BATHERS 

Tkkrx  ia  a  stream,  I  n^me  not  its  name, 
lest  inquisitive  tourisit 

Hnnl  it,  and  make  it  a  lion,  and  get  it  at 
last  into  guide-books, 

Springing  far  off  from  a  loch  unexplored 
in  the  folds  of  great  amuiitains, 

Falling  two  miles  through  rowan  and 
stunted  alder,  enreloi>ed 

Then  for  four  more  in  a  forest  of  pinei 
where  broad  and  ample 

Spreads,  to  oonTey  it,  the  glen  with  heath- 
ery slopes  on  both  sides  : 

Broad  and  fair  the  stream,  with  occasional 
falls  and  narrows  ; 

fint,  where  the  glen  of  its  eourse  ap- 
prosiches  the  vale  of  the  river, 

Met  and  blocked  by  a  huge  interposing 
mate  of  granite, 

Sewoe  by  a  channel  deep-cut,  raging  op, 
and  raging  onward, 

foeOM  its  flood  through  a  passage  so  nar- 
row a  lady  waiud  step  it. 


There,  across  the  great  rocky  wharves,  a 

wooden  bridge  goes, 
Carrying   a   path    to   the    forest :    beloWi 

three  hundred  yards,  say, 
Lower    in    level    some    twenty-five    feet» 

through  flats  of  shingle, 
8tepping-atones  and  a  cart-track  cross  ia 

the  open  valley. 
But   in   the   interval   here   the   boiting^ 

j>ent-up  water 
Frees  itself  by  a  final  descent,  attaining  a 

basin, 
Ten   feet   wide   and    eighteen   long,  with 

whiteness  and  fury 
Occupied  jmrtly,  bat  mostly  pellucid,  purOi 

a  mirror  ; 
Beautiful  there  for  the  color  deriv'd  from 

green  rocks  under ; 
Beautiful,   most   of  all,   where    beads   of 

foam  up-rising 
Mingle  their  clouds  of  white  with  the  d^H' 

cate  hue  of  the  stillness. 
Cliff  over  cliff  for  its  sides,  with  rowan  and 

pendant  birch  boughs, 
Here  it  lie»,  unthought   of  above  at   the 

bridge  sjid  pathway, 
Still  more  enclosed  from  below  by  wood 

and  rocky  projection. 
You  are  shut  in,  left  alone  with  yoorsell 

and  perfection  of  wnter, 
Hid  on  all  aides,  left  alone  with  yourself 

and  the  goddess  of  bathing. 
Here,  the  pricle  of  the  plunger,  you  stride 

the  fall  and  clear  it ; 
Here,  tlie  delight  of  the  bather,  you  roll  in 

beaded  sparklings. 
Here  into  ptire   green  depth   drop  down 

from  lofty  ledges. 
Hither,  a  month  agone,  they  had  oome, 

and  discovered  it ;  hither 
(Long  a  design,  but  long  unaccountably  tef  I 

uuaecom  plish^d ), 
Leaving  the  well-known  bridge  and  patb» 

way  above  to  the  forest. 
Turning  below  from  the  track  of  the  cartt 

over  stone  and  shingle^ 
Pieroing  a  wood,  and  skirting  a  narrow  and 

natural  causeway 
Under  the  rocky  wall  that  hedges  the  bed 

of  the  streamlet, 
Rounded  a  craggy  point,  and  saw  on  a  sad* 

den  before  them 
SUbs  of  rock,  and  a  tiny  beach,  and  perfeo* 

tion  of  water, 
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Picture-like  beauty,  seclusion  sublime,  and 

the  goddess  of  bathing. 
Thete  they  bath'd,  of  course,  and  Arthur, 

the  glory  of  headers. 
Leaped  from  the  ledges  with  Hope,   he 

twenty  feet,  he  thirty  ; 
There,  overbold,  g^at  Hoboes  from  a  ten- 
foot  height  descended, 
Prone,  as  a  quadruped,  prone  with  hands 

and  feet  protending ; 
There  in  the  sparkling  champagne,  ecstatic, 

they  shriek'd  and  shouted. 
*'Hobbes's  gutter"  the  Piper  entitles 

the  spot,  profanely, 
Hope    "the   Glory"   would    have,    after 

Arthur,  the  glory  of  headers  : 
But,  for  before  they  departed,  in  shy  and 

fugitive  reflex 
Here  in  the  eddies  and  there  did  the  splen- 
dor of  Jupiter  glimmer  ; 
Adam  adjudged  it  the  name  of  Hesperus, 

star  of  the  evening. 
Hither,  to  Hesperus,  now,  the  star  of  the 

evening  above  them, 
Come  in  their  lonelier  walk  the   pupils 

twain  and  Tutor ; 
Tum'd  from  the  track  of   the  carts,  and 

passing  the  stone  and  shingle. 
Piercing  the  wood,  and  skirting  the  stream 

by  the  natural  causeway, 
Rounded  the  craggy  point,  and  now  at  their 

ease  looked  up  ;  and 
Lo,  on  the  rocky   ledge,  regardant,  the 

Glory  of  headers, 
Lo,  on  the  beach,  expecting  the  plunge,  not 

cigarless,  the  Piper.  — 
And  they  look'd,  ana  wondered,  incredu- 
lous, looking  yet  once  more. 
Yes,  it  was  he,  on  the  ledge,  bare-limb'd, 

an  Apollo,  down-gazing. 
Eying  one  moment  the  beauty,  the  life,  ere 

he  flung  himself  in  it, 
Eying  through  eddying  g^en  waters  the 

green-tinting  floor  underneath  them, 
Eying  the  bead  on  the  surface,  the  bead, 

like  a  cloud,  rising  to  it. 
Drinking  in,  deep  in  his  soul,  the  beautiful 

hue  and  the  clearness, ' 
Arthur,  the  shapely,  the  brave,  the  unboast- 

ing,  the  glory  of  headers  ; 
Yes,  and  with  fragrant  weed,  by  his  knap- 
sack, spectator  and  critic. 
Seated  on  slab  by  the  margin,  the  Piper, 

the  Cloud-compeller. 


PESCHIERA 

What  voice  did  on  my  spirit  fall, 
Feschiers,  when  thy  bridge  I  crost  ? 
**  'T  b  better  to  have  fought  and  lost. 
Than  never  to  have  fought  at  alL" 

The  tricolor — a  trampled  ra^ — 
Lies  dirt  and  dust ;  the  lines  I  track 
By  sentries'  boxes,  yellow,  black. 
Lead  up  to  no  Italian  flag. 

I  see  the  Croat  soldier  stand 
Upon  the  grass  of  your  redoubts ; 
The  eagle  with  his  black  wing  flouts 
The  br^idth  and  beauty  of  your  land. 

Yet  not  in  vain,  although  in  vain, 
O  men  of  Brescia !  <m  the  day 
Of  loss  past  hope,  I  heard  you  say 
Your  welcome  to  the  noble  pain. 

You  said  :  **  Since  so  it  is,  good-bye, 
Sweet  life,  high  hope  ;  but  whatsoe'er 
May  be,  or  must,  no  tongue  shall  dare 
To  teU,  *  The  Lombard  fear'd  to  die  !  *** 

You  snid  (there  shaU  be  answer  fit)  : 
"  And  if  our  children  must  obey. 
They  must ;  but,  thinking  on  this  day, 
'T  will  less  debase  them  to  submit." 

You  said  (O  not  in  vain  you  said)  : 

'<  Haste,    brothers,   haste,    while    yet    we 

may; 
The  hours  ebb  fast  of  this  one  day, 
While  blood  may  yet  be  nobly  shed."  * 

Ah  1  not  for  idle  hatred,  not 
For  honor,  fame,  nor  self-applause^ 
But  for  the  glory  of  the  cause. 
You  did  what  will  not  be  forgot. 

And  though  the  stranger  stand,  't  is  true. 
By  force  and  fortune's  right  he  stands  : 
By  fortune,  which  is  in  Grod's  hands. 
And  strength,  which  yet  shall  spring  in 
you. 

This  voice  did  on  my  spirit  fall, 
Feschiera,  when  thy  bridge  I  crost  : 
**  'T  is  better  to  have  fought  and  lost| 
Than  never  to  have  fought  at  alL" 


ARTHUR   HUGH   CLOUGH 
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FROM    "AMOURS    DE   VOYAGE" 

JUXTAPOSITION 

JcxTAPOsmox,  in  fine  ;  and  wliAt  ia  jaxta- 

position  7 
Look  joii,  we  travel  along  in  the  railway* 

carria^  or  steamer, 
lud,  pour  pas$tf  U  temps^  till  the  tediotia 

journey  be  ended, 
Lay  aside  paper  or  book,  to  talk  with  the 

girl  that  is  next  one  ; 
kndfpour  passer  U  temps,  with  the  termlnna 

all  but  in  proepect, 
Talk  of  eternal  tiea  and  marrtageB  made  in 

heaven. 
Ah|  did  we  really  accept  with  a  perfect 

heart  the  illtision  ! 
Ah,  did   we   really  believe  that  the   Pre- 
sent indeed  is  the  Duly  1 
Or  through    all   trau»nmtation,  all   shock 

and  convulsion  of  passion, 
Feel   we  could    carry  undimined^  nnextiD- 

euished,  the  light  of  our  knowledge  1 
Bat  tor  his  funeral  train  wLueh  the  bride- 
groom sees  in  the  dietance. 
Would  be  so  joyfully,  think  you,  fall  in 

wit!i  'the  marriage-procession  ? 
But  for  that  final  discharge,  would  he  dare 

to  enlist  in  that  service  ? 
Bat  for  that  certain  release,  ever  sign  to 

that  perilous  contract  ? 
But  for  that  eitit  secure,  ever  bend  to  that 

treacherous  doorway  ?  -^ 
Ah,  but  the    bride,  meantime,  —  do  yon 

think  she  sees  it  as  he  does  ? 
But  for  the  steady  fore-sensie  of  a  freer 

and  larger  existence, 
Think  you  that  man  could  consent  to  be 

circumscribed  here  into  action  ? 
But  for  assurance  within  of  a  limitless  ooean 

divine,  o*er 
Whose  great  tranqnil  depths  unoonseiouB 

the  wind-toss'd  suriace 
Breaks  into  ripples  of  trouble  that  come 

and  change  and  endure  not,  — 
But  that  in  this,  of  a  truth,  we  have  our 

lieiug,  and  know  it, 
Think  yon  we  men  could  submit  to  live  and 

move  as  we  do  here  ? 
Ah|  but  the  women,  —  God  bless  them  I  — 

they  don^t  think  at  all  aliont  it. 
Yet  we  must  eat  and  drink,  as  you  say. 

And  as  limited  beings 


Scarcely  can  hope  to  attain  upon  earth  to 

an  Actual  Abstract, 
Leaving  to  God  contemplation,  to  His  hands 

knowledge  confiding, 
S*ire  that  in  us  If  it  perish,  in  Him  it  abid- 

eth  and  dies  not. 
Let  us  in  His  sight  accomplish  our  petty 

particular  doings,  — 
Yes,  and  contented  sit  down  to  the  victual 

thiit  He  has  provided. 
Allah  is  great,  no  doubt,  and  Juxtaposition 

his  prophet* 
Ah,  but  the  women,  alas  t  they  don^t  look 

at  it  in  that  way, 
Juxta|>osition  is  great ;  —  but,  my  f rtend« 

I  fear  me,  the  maiden 
Hardly  would  thank  or  acknowledge  the 

lover  that  sought  to  obtain  her. 
Not  as  the  thing  he  would  wish,  but  the 

thing  he  must  even  put  up  with,  — > 
Hardly  would  tender  her  hand  to  the  wooer 

that  candidly  told  her 
That  she  is  but  for  a  space,  an  ad-interim 

solace  and  pleasure,  — 
That  in  the  end  she  shall  yield  to  a  perfect 

and  absolute  something', 
Which  I  then  for  myself  shall  behold,  and 

not  another,  — 
Whieli,  amid  fondest  endearmenta,  mean* 

time  I  forget  not,  forsake  not. 
Ah,  ye  feminine  souls,  so  loving  and  so  ex- 
acting. 
Since  we  cajmot  escape,  must  we  even  sub- 
mit to  deceive  you  ? 
Since,  so  cruel  is  truth,  sincerity  shocks 

and  revolts  you, 
Will  you  have  us  your  slaves  to  lie  to  you, 

flatter  and  —  leave  you  ? 

ITE  DOMUM  SATURN,  VENIT 
HESPERUS 

The  skies  have  sunk,  and  hid  the  upper 

snow, 
(Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Provence  and  La 

Palie  !) 
The  rainy  clouds  are  filling  fast  below, 
And  wet  will  be  the  ;>ath,  and  wet  shall  we. 
Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Plrovenoe  and  La 

Palie  1 

Ah  dear  !  and  where  is  he,  a  year  agone, 
Who  stepped  beside  and  cheer' d  us  on  sjid 
on? 
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M J  sweetheart  wanders  far  away  from  me 
In  foreign  land  or  on  a  foreign  sea. 
Homop  EoE^e,  aud  hotne,  FroTeooe  and  La 

Palie  [ 

The  Itgh tiling  zigzags  shoot  acroa»  the  iky, 
(Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Frovent^e  and  La 

Palie  I) 
And  through  the  vale  the  raina  go  iw@fi|H 

in^  by  5 
Ah  me  1  and  when  in  shelter  aliall  m 
(Home^  Roi^e,  and  home,  PtoTenoe  i 

Palie  I) 

Cold,  dreary  cold,  the  atonny  wM 

the^ 
0*eT  foreign  lands  and  foreign  set* 

stray. 
(Home^  Roae,  and  home,  Provenee  i 

Palie  I) 
And  doth  be  e^epj  I  wonder,  bring  to  itii 
The  pleasant  huts  and  herda  he  left  ue- 

hiud  ? 

And  doth  he  sometimes  in  his  slumbering 

see 
The  feeding  kine,  and  doth  he  think  of 

me, 
My  sweetheart  wandering  wheresoever  it 

be? 
Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Provence  and  La 

Palie  I 

The  thunder  bellows  far  from  snow  to 
snow, 

(Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Provence  and  La 
Palie  I) 

And  loud  and  louder  roars  the  flood  be- 
low. 

Heigh-ho  1  but  soon  in  shelter  shall  we  be  : 

Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Provence  and  La 
Palie  I 

Or  shall  he  find  before  his  term  be  sped 
Some  comelier  maid  that  he  shall  wish  to 

wed? 
(Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Provence  and  La 

Palie  !) 
For  weary  is  work,  and  weary  day  by  day 
To  have  your  comfort  miles  on  miles  away. 
(Home,  Rose,  and  home,  Provence  and  La 

PaUel) 

Or  may  It  be  that  I  shall  find  my  mate. 
And  he,  returning,  see  himself  too  late  ? 


For  work  we  must,  and  what  we  see,  we  see. 
And  God   he  knows,  and  what  must  be, 

must  be, 
When  sweethearts  wander  far  away  ffom 

me. 
Home,  Rose,  and  botnei  Provenoe  and  La 

FaUe ! 

The  sky  behind  Is  bnghtening  up  anew, 
'"""**!  Rose,  and  hotne,  Provence  and  I« 

Palie  0 

n  is  ending,  and  our  jouztaey  too , 

ho !   aha  1    for   here   at   hi>me    are 

pre  ;  — 

le,  and  in,  Provence  and  La  Palie  1 


YET  CONSIDER  IT  AGAIN 

ings  need  not  he  therefore  tme^ 
ler  men,  nor  yet  the  new  ; 

Afi  I  null  awhile  the  old  thought  fetaiiif 

And  yet  consider  it  again  I 

The  souls  of  now  two  thousand  yean 
Have  laid  up  here  their  toils  and  fears. 
And  all  the  earnings  of  their  pain,  — 
Ah,  yet  consider  it  again  I 

We  !  what  do  we  see  ?  each  a  space 
Of  some  few  yards  before  his  face  ; 
Does  that  the  whole  wide  plan  explain  ? 
Ah,  yet  consider  it  agsdn  I 

Alas  1  the  ^at  world  goes  its  way, 
And  takes  its  truth  from  each  new  day  ; 
They  do  not  quit,  nor  can  retain. 
Far  less  consider  it  again. 


WHERE  LIES  THE  LAND 

Where  lies  the  land  to  which  the  ship 

would  go  ? 
Far,  far  ahead,  is  all  her  seamen  know. 
And  where  the  land  she   travels   fromt 

Away, 
Far,  far  behind,  is  all  that  they  can  say. 

On  sunny  noons  upon  the  deck's  smooth 

face, 
Link'd  arm  in  arm,  how  pleasant  here  to 

pace  1 
Or  o'er  the  stem  reclining,  watch  below 
The  foaming  wake  far  widening  as  we  ga 


Od  stormy  nigbtSp  wheo  wild  northwesters 

rave. 
How  proud  a  thing  to  fight  with  wind  and 

wave  I 
The  drippiDg  sailor  oa  the  re#liug  mast 
fiaciilta  to  bear,  and  scorns  to  wish  it  paat. 


Where  lies  the  hiiid  to  which  the  ship  would 

go? 
Far,  far  ahead,  is  all  her  seamen  know. 
And  where   the  laud   she   travek  from? 

Away, 
Far,  far  behind^  U  all  that  they  can  aaj. 


%Blin  Campftril  Mm^9 


CAILLEACH   BEIN-Y-VREICH  > 

Weibd  wife  of  Bein-y-Vreitih  I  horo  I  horo  1 

Aloft  in  the  niidt  she  dwells  ; 
Vreich  horo  I  Vrt'ich  bum  !  Vrelch  horo  ! 

AU  alone  by  the  lofty  weUa* 

Weird,  weird  wife  I    with  the  long  gray 
locks. 

She  follows  her  fleet-foot  stags. 
Noisily  moving  tlirough  splintered  rocks, 

And  crashing  the  grisly  crags. 

Tall   wife,  with   the   long  gray  hose  t   in 
haste 

The  rough  stony  beach  she  walks  ; 
But  dulse  or  seaweed  sbe  will  nut  taste, 

Nor  yet  the  green  kail  stalki. 

And  I  will  not  let  my  herds  of  deer, 

My  bonny  red  deer  go  down  ; 
1  wiU  not  let  them  down  tu  tbo  shore, 

To  feed  on  the  ae»-abeUs  brown. 

Ohf  Wtter  they  love  in  the  corrie's  recess. 

Or  on  mountain  top  to  dwell, 
And  feed  by  my  side  on  tbe  green,  green 
ereas, 

That  grows  by  the  lofty  well 


Broad  Bein-y-Vreich  is  grisly  and  drear, 
But  wherever  my  feet  have  been 

The  weti>spring8  start  fur  my  darling  deefi 
And  the  graas  grows  tender  and  green. 

And  there  high  up  on  tbe  calm  nights  clear, 

Beside  the  lofty  spring, 
They  come  to  my  call,  and  I  milk  them 
there, 

And  a  weird  wild  song  I  sing. 

But  when  hunter  men  round  my  dun  deer 
prowl, 

I  will  not  let  them  nigh  ; 
Tbrougb  the  rended  cloud  I  east  one  scowl^ 

They  faint  on  the  heath  and  die. 

And  when  the  north  wind  o*er  the  deaeifr] 
bare 
Drives  loud,  to  the  corries  below 
I  drive  my  herds  down,  and    bield  them 
tbere 
From  the  drifts  of  the  blinding  snow. 

Then  I  mount  the  blast,  and  we  ride  full 
fast. 

And  laugh  as  we  stride  the  storm, 
I,  and  the  witch  of  the  Cruachan  Ben^ 

And  the  scowling-eyed  Seul-Gomu 


fll9nirna  23ute  ^nirblcp 


THE  LITTLE  FAIR  SOUL 

A  tXTTiM  fair  soul  that  knew  no  sin 
Looked  over  the  edge  of  Paradise, 

iw  one  striving  to  come  in, 
With  fear  and  tumult  in  his  eyes. 


**  Oh,  brotlivr,  is  it  yon  ?  '*  be  cried  ; 

♦*  Your    face    is    like    a    breath 
home  ; 
Why  do  you  stay  so  long  outside  ? 

I  am  atliirst  for  you  to  eome  I 


t  ▲  bittulUUi  or  fairy  mmtk  bj 
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**  Tell  ine  first  how  our  mother  farea, 
And  has  she  wept  too  mucU  for  me  ?  " 

"  White  are  her  cheeks  and  white  her  hairs, 
But  uot  from  gentle  tears  for  thee.'' 

**  Tell  me,  where  are  our  sisters  gone  ?  " 
'*  Ala*,  I  left  them  weary  and  wan," 

"  And  tell  me  is  the  baby  grown  ?  " 
'^Alaa  1  he  is  ahnoat  a  man, 

**  Cannot  yon  break  the  gather 

And  let  the  light  of  death  co 
Ere  his  feet  stimible  in  the  ma^ 

Ctoaa*d  safely  by  so  few,  so  fe 

**  For  like  a  crowd  upon  the  sea 
That  darkens  till  you  find  no  Su 

So  was  that  face  of  life  to  me, 
Until  I  sank  for  evermot^  ; 

**  And  like  an  army  in  the  snow 

My  diiya  went  by,  a  treacherous  train, 

Each  smiling  as  he  struck  his  blow, 
Until  I  lay  among  them  slain." 

**  Oh,  brother,  there  was  a  path  so  clear  1 " 
"  There  might  be,  but  I  never  sought." 

**  Oh,  brother,  there  was  a  sword  so  near  I " 
"  There  might  be,  but  I  never  fought." 

**  Yet  sweep  this  needless  gloom  aside, 
For  you  are  come  to  the  gate  at  lafit ! " 


Then  in  despair  that  ioul  replied, 
**  The  gate  is  fast,  the  gat€  m  fast  I  ** 

"  I  cannot  move  this  mighty  weighty 
I  cannot  find  this  golden" key  ; 

But  hosts  of  heaven  around  \m  wait, 
And  none  has  ever  said  *  No '  to  mo, 

**  Sweet  Saint,  put  by  thy  palm  and  scroll 
*'^*"  \  c^me  and  undo  the  door  for  me  I  ** 
i  thee  stiU,  thou  little  f nir  soul^ 
t  not  mine  to  keep  the  key." 

I  Angel,  strike  these  doors  apart  I 
I  aiF  without  is  dnrk  and  cold." 
i  thee  still  I  thou  little  pure  ht^art, 
for  my  word  will  they  unfold," 

1  the  shining  heights  be  prayM 
that  poor  Shadow  in  the  cold  I 
ttme  the  word,  **  Not  ours  to  Hid  ; 
»i  c  eaiiiiot  make  the  doors  unfold/* 

But  that  poor  Shadow,  still  outside, 
Wnmg  all  the  sacred  air  with  pain  ; 

And  all  the  souls  went  up  and  cned 
Where  never  cry  was  heard  in  vain. 

No  eye  beheld  the  pitying  Face, 
The  answer  none  might  understand. 

But  dimly  through  the  silent  space 
Was  seen  the  stretching  of  a  Hand. 


Utoliert  fleigi)ton 


THE  DRIED-UP  FOUNTAIN 

Outside  the  village,  by  the  public  road, 
I  know  a  dried-up  fountain,  overgrown 
With  herbs,  the  haunt  of  legendary  toad, 
And  grass,  by  Nature  sown. 

I  know  not  where  its  trickling  life  was  still'd; 
No  living  ears  its  babblmg  tongue  has 
caught ; 
But  often,  as  I  pass,  I  see  it  fill'd 
And  running  o'er  with  thought. 

I  see  it  as  it  was  in  davs  of  old, 

The  blue-ey'd  maiden  stooping  o'er  its 
brim, 
And  smoothing  in  its  glass  her  locks  of  gold. 
Lest  she  should  meet  with  him. 


She  knows  that  be  is  near,  yet  I  can  see 
Her  sweet  confusion  when  she  hears  him 
come. 
No  tryst  had  they,  though  every  evening  he 
Carries  her  pitchers  home. 

The  ancient  beggar  limps  along  the  road     f 
At  thirsty  noon,  and  rests  him  by  its 
brink ;  - 

The  dusty  pedlar  lays  aside  his  load,  I 

And  pauses  there  to  drink. 

And  there  the  village  children  come  to 

play, 

When  busy  parents  work  in  shop  and 
field. 
The  swallows,  too,  find  there  the  loamy  clay 
When  'neath  the  eaves  they  boilcL 
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UThen  cows  at  eve  come  crootiitig  home, 
the  bojr 
Leaves  tbeiti  to  clrinkt  while  his  mechanie 

Bkiii 

Within  the  bmok  seta  up,  with  inw&rd  joy, 
His  tiny  water-mill* 

And  when  the  night  is  husb'd  in  summer 
sleep, 
And  rest  has  oonae  to  laborer  and  team. 


I  hear  the  runnel  through  the  long 
creep, 
As  't  were  a  whispering  dream. 


Alas  !  't  is  all  a  dream.     Lover  aj)d  lass. 
Children   and    wanderers,   are  in   their 
graves  ; 
And  where  the  fountain  flowed  a  groenef 
grass- 
Its  In  Memoriam — waves. 


iO^attlttii  %tmlb 


WRITTEN   IN    EMERSON'S 
ESSAYS 

•*0  MONSTROUS,  dead,  unprofitable  world. 
That  thon  canst  hear,  and  hearing,  hold  thy 

way  1 
A  Toioe  oracular  hath  pcal'd  to-day. 
To-day  a  hero's  banner  is  unfurled  ; 
Hast  thou   no  lip  for  welcome  ? "  —  So  I 

aaid. 
Han  after  man,    the    world    smU'd   and 

pa»s*d  by  ; 
A  smile  of  wistfiil  incFedulity 
As   though   one   spake   of  life   unto  the 

dead  — 
Soomful,  and  strange,  and  sorrowful,  and 

full 
Of    hitter    knowledge.     Yet    the    will    is 

frt*e  ; 
Strong  is  the  sottl,  and  wise,  and  heauti- 

'»»:  . 

The  seeds  of  god-like  power  are  in  us  still ; 
Gods  are  we,  bards,  saints,  heroes,  if  we 

Willi  — 
Dumb  judges,  answefi  troth  or  mockery  7 

THE  WORLD  AND  THE  QUIETIST 

•*  Why,  when  the  world's  great  mind 
Math  finally  inclined, 
IThyt^you  sa3%Critiaa,  "be  debating  still  ? 
Why,  with  these  mournful  rhymes 
Leiuii*d  in  more  languid  climes, 
filllSDe  onr  activity 
Wh<),  with  such  passionate  will| 
Are  what  we  mean  to  be  ?  '* 

Critias,  long  sinoe,  I  know 
(For  Fate  decreed  it  so)» 


Long  sinee  the  world  hath  set  its  heart  to 
live  ; 
Ijong  since,  with  credulous  zeal 
It  turns  lifers  mighty  wheel. 
Still  doth  for  laborers  send 
Who  still  their  lal>or  give, 
And  stlil  expects  an  end. 

Tety  as  the  wheel  flies  round. 
With  no  ungrateful  sound 
Do  adverse  voices  fall  on  the  world's  ear. 
DeafeuM  by  his  own  stir 
The  rugged  laborer 
Catight  not  till  then  a  sense 
So  glowing  and  so  near 
Of  his  omnipotence. 

So,  when  the  feast  grew  Icrad 
In  Susa*s  palaee  proud, 
A  white-rob'd    slave   stole  to    the    Great 
King^s  side. 
He  spake  ^  the  Great  King  heard  ; 
Felt  the  slow* rolling  word 
Swell  his  attentive  soul ; 
Breathed  deeply  as  it  died, 
And  drained  his  mighty  bowL 


FROM  "SOHRAB  AND  RUSTUM" 

THE  COMBAT 

He  ceas'd,  hut  while  he  spake^  Rustam 

had  risen. 
And  stood  erect,  trembling  with  rage  ;  his 

elub 
He  left  to  lie,  but  bad  regained  his  spear, 
¥^1ii»te  fieiT  point  now  in  his  maira  right 


i3fl 


COMPOSITE  IDYLLIC   SCHOOL 


BlazM  bnght  and  balefol^  like  that  autumn- 

star, 
The  baleful  sign  of  ferera  ;  dust  hnd  soird 
Uh  stately  crest,  and  dmini'd  bis  glitter^ 

ing-  arms* 
His  breast  heav'd,  hh   lipA   foam*d,  and 

twice  hb  voice 
Was  cbokM  with  rage  ;  at  last  these  wotdA 

broke  way  :  — 
"  Girl  I  nimble  with  thy  feet,  not  wiC 

thy  hands  I 
Chirrd   mmiau,    dancer^    coiner   of 

words  I 
Fight,    let    me   hear  thy  hateful  ^ 

more  I 
Thou  art  not  iu  Af  rasiab^s  gardens 
With  Tartar  girls,  with    whom  t 

wont  to  dauce  ; 
But  on  tbc  Oxua-saiidH,  and  in  the  df 
Of  battle,  aud  with  me,  who  niak@  nc 
Of  war  ;  I  figbt  It  out,  and  hand  to  hnuu. 
Bpeak  not  to  me  of  trueei  and  plt^dge,  and 

wiue  t 
Bemember  all  thy  valor  ;  try  thy  feints 
And  cunning  t  all  the  pity  I  had  is  gone ; 
Because  thou  hast  sham'd  me  before  both 

the  hosts 
With  thy  light  skipping  tricks,  and    thy 

girl's  wiles." 
He   spoke,  and  Sohrab    kindled  at  his 

taunts, 
And  he  too  drew  his  sword  ;  at  once  they 

rush'd 
Together,  as  two  eagles  on  one  prey 
Come    rushing   down    together   from  the 

clouds, 
One  from  the  east,  one  from  the  west ; 

their  shields 
Dash'd  with  a  clang  together,  and  a  din 
Rose,  such  as  that  the  sinewy  woodcutters 
Make  often  in  the  forest's  heart  at  mom, 
Of  hewing  axes,  crashing  trees  —  such  blows 
Rustum  and  Sohrab  on  each  other  hail'd. 
And  you  would  say  that  sun  and  stars  took 

part 
In  that  unnatural  conflict ;  for  a  cloud 
Grew  suddenly  in  Heaven,  and  dark'd  the 

sun 
Over  the  fighters'  heads  ;  and  a  wind  rose 
Under  their  feet,  and  moaning  swept  the 

plain, 
And  in  a   sandy   whirlwind  wrapp'd   tho 

pair. 
In  gloom  they  twain  were  wrapp'd,  and 

they  alone  ; 


For  both  the  on-looking    hosts  on  eithj^ 

hand 
Stood  in  broad  daylight^  and  the  aky  was 

pure, 
And  the  mm  sparkled  on  the  Oxus  stTeam. 
But  in  the  gloom  they  fought,  with  blood* 

shot  eyes 
And  laboring  breath  ;  first  Rustum  struck 

the  shield 
"*' "  "    Sohrab  held  stiff  out ;  the  st«el~ 
pik'd  spear 

te  tough  plates^  hut  faird  to  reach 
be  skin, 

istum  pluck'd  it  back  with  angry 
,'roan, 

ohrab  with  his  swofd  smote  Rns- 
um*s  helm, 

ve  its  steel  quite  through ;  but  all 
he  crest 

*e  away,  and  that  proud  horsehair 
diime, 
Never  Lilt  now  defil'^d,  sank  to  the  dust  \ 
And  Eustum    bow'd  his  head  ;  but    then 

the  gloom 
Grew  blacker,  thunder  rumbled  in  the  air, 
And  lightnings  rent  the  cloud  ;  and  Ruksh, 

the  horse, 
Who  stood   at  hand,    utter'd  a  dreadful 

cry  ;  — 
No  horse's  cry  was  that,  most  like  the  roar 
Of  some  pain  d  desert-lion,  who  all  day 
Has  trail  d  the  hunter's  javelin  in  his  aide. 
And    comes  at    night  to    die  upon    the 

sand  — 
The  two  hosts  heard  that  cry,  and  qnak'd 

for  fear. 
And  Oxus  curdled  as  it  cross'd  his  stream. 
But  Sohrab  heard,   and   quail'd  not,  bat 

rush'd  on, 
And    struck    again ;    and  again  Rustom 

bow'd 
His  head  ;  but  this  time  all  the  blade,  like 

glass, 
Sprang  in  a  thousand  shivers  on  the  helm. 
And  in  the  hand  the  hilt  remain'd  alcme. 
Then  Rustum  rais'd  his  head ;  his  d>ead« 

ful  eyes 
Glar'd,  and  he  shook  on  high  his  menacing 

spear, 
And  shouted  :    Rtistum  I  —  Sohrab  heard 

that  shout, 
And  shrank  amaz'd  :  back  he  recoil'd  one 

step. 
And  Bcann'd  with   blinking  eyes  the  ad« 
vancing  form ; 
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And    then   be  stood  bewilder'd»    and  be 

droppM 
His  eovering  shield,  and  the  spear  pierced 

hb  side. 
He  reel'df  and  staggering  back,  sank  to 

the  ground  ; 
And    then  the   gluom  dispersM,    and  the 

wind  fell. 
And  the  bright  sun  broke  forth,  and  melted 

aU 
The  cloud ;  and  the  two  armies  saw  the 

pair;  — 
Saw  Htistntn  standinc,  safe  ujmn  his  feet. 
And  Sohrab|  wounded,  on  the  bloody  Band. 

OXUS 

But  the  majestic  river  floated  on, 

Out  of  the  !iitst  and  hum  of  that  low  land. 

Into  the  frosty  starlight,  and  there  mov'd, 

Rejoicing,  through  the  hushed  Chorasmiaa 

waste. 
Under  the  solitary  moon  ;  —  he  flow'd 
Ri^ht  for  the  polar  star,  past  Orgnnjh, 
Bfimimng,  and    bright,    and   large  ;  then 

aands  begin 
To  hem  his  watei7    mareh,  and  dam  his 

streamst 
And  snlit  his  currents  ;  that  for  many  a 

league 
Tbe  sborti  and  parcelFd  Oxus  strains  along 
Through  betls  of  sand  and   matted  rushy 

isles  — 
Dxii»9  forsetting  the  bright  speed  he  had 
In  his  high  mountain-cradle  in  Pamere, 
A  foird  fireuitous  wanderer  —  till  at  last 
Tbe  lottg-d-fur  duh  of  mire,  i,  heard,  and 

Wide 
Hia  luminous  home  of  waters  opens,  bright 
And  tranquil,  fi^om  whose  ttoor  the  new- 

bath'd  stars 
Emerge^  and  shine  upon  tbe  And  Setu 

FROM   "BALDER   DEAD" 

T«B   INCREMATION 

Birr  now  the  sun  had  pass*d  the  height  of 

HMiTen, 
And  90cm  had  all  that  day  been  spent  in 

wad  ; 
Bot  then  the  Father  of  the  ages  said  :  — 
**  Ye  Gods,  there  well  may  be  too  mnoh 

of  wail  1 
Bring  now  the  gathered  wood  to  B«]d«r^a 


Heap  on  the  deck  the  logs*  and  build  the 

pyre." 
But  wlien  the  Gods  and  Heroes  heard, 

tliey  brought 
Tlic  wood  to  Bsilder*s  ship,  and  built  a  pile* 
Full  the  deek^s  breadth,  and  lofty;  then 

the  cnqise 
Of  Balder  on  the  htghef^t  top  they  laid, 
With  Nauua  on  his  right,  and  on  his  left 
Hoder»  his  brother,   whom  his  own  hand 

slew. 
And  they  set  jars  of  wine  and  oil  to  lean 
Against  the  bodies,  and  stuck  torches  near, 
Splinters  of  pine-wood,  soak'd  with  turpen- 
tine ; 
And  brought  his  arms  and  gold,  and  all  hia 

stuff, 
And  slew  the  dogs  who  at  his  table  fed, 
Aikd  hifi  horse,  fialder's  horse,  whom  moat 

he  lov'd, 
And  threw  them  on  the  pyre^  and  Odin 

threw 
A  last  choice  gift  thereon,  Ms  golden  ring. 
The  mast  they  fix'd,  and  hoisted  up  the 

sails, 
Then  they  put  fire  to  the  wood  ;  and  Thor 
Set  his  fltout  shoulder   hard  against    the 

stem 
To     push    the    ship    throngh    the    thick 

sand  ;  —  sparks  tlew 
From  the  deep    trench  she    ploughM,   so 

strong  a  God 
Furrowed  it ;  and  the  water  gurgled  in^ 
And  the  ship  floated  on   the  wftTes,  aad 

rock'd. 
But  in  the  hills  a  streng  east^wtnd  Afote, 
And  came  down  moaning  to  the  sea  ;  ftrsl 

squalls 
Han  hlack  o'er  the  sea^s  faee,  then  steady 

rush'd 
The  breese,  and  flird  the  sails,  and  blew 

the  fire; 
And  wreath*d  in  smoke  the  ship  stood  out 

to  sea. 
Soon  with  a  roaring  rose  the  mighty  fire, 
And  the  pile  crackled  ;  and  between  the 

logs 
Sharp  quivering  tongues  of  flame  shot  otil^ 

and  leap  d, 
Curling   and  darting,  higher,   until    thcj 

liok\l 
The  summit  of  the  pile,    the  dead|  the 

mast, 
And  ate  tbe  shnTelUng  sails  ;  hut  still  the 

ship 
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Dfove  uii,  ablaze  above  her  hull  with  fire« 
And  the  Gods  stood  apoii  the  bea^h,  and 

gaz*d* 
And  whih  tbej  gaz'd^  the  sun  went  lorid 

down 
Into  the  smoke-wrapped  aeas,  and  night 

came  on, 
^^lien  tbe  wind  teU,  with  night,  and  them 

was  calm  ; 
Bnt  tbi-ougjh  the  dark  they  wa^'^'^  "^- 

huroing  ahip 
Still  earned  <r  er  the  dbtant  wate 
Faither  and  farther,  like  an  eye  i 
And  long,  in  the  far  dark,  blaz'd 

pile  J 
But  fainter,  as    the  atara  roee 

tliir'd  ; 
The  bodies  were  cou^nm'df  ash  cl 

pile. 
And  nSf  In  a  deca^ring  winter-fii-ei 
A  chari''d  Itig^  falling,  makes  a  nhtiwcrr 

sparks  — 
Bo  witli  a  ahuwer  of  sparka  the  pile  fell  in^ 
Keddening  the  sea  around  ;  aod   all   was 

dark. 
But  the  (rods  went  by  starlight  np  the 

shore 
To  Asgard,  and  sate  down  in  Odin's  hall 
At  table,  and  the  funeral-feast  began. 
All  night   they  ate  the  boar    Serimner's 

flesh, 
And  from  their  horns,  with  silver  rimm'd, 

'drank  mead, 
Silent,  and  waited  for  the  sacred  mom. 

THE  FORSAKEN  MERMAN 

Come,  dear  children,  let  as  away  ; 
Down  and  away  below  I 
Now  my  brothers  call  from  the  bay, 
Now  the  great  winds  shoreward  blow, 
Now  the  salt  tides  seaward  flow ; 
Now  the  wild  white  horses  play. 
Champ  and  chafe  and  toss  in  the  spray. 
Children  dear,  let  us  away  ! 
This  way,  this  way  I 

Call  he?  once  before  you  go  — 
Call  once  yet  I 

In  a  voice  that  she  will  know  : 
"  Margaret !    Margaret  I " 
Children's  voices  should  be  dear 
(Call  once  more)  to  a  mother's  ear ; 
Children's  voices,  wild  with  pain  — 
Surely  she  will  come  again  1 


Coll  her  once  and  come  away  ; 

Tbifl  way  J  this  way  I 

**  Mother  dear,  we  cannot  stay  I 

The  wild  white  horses  foam  and  ftiet." 

Margaret !  Maa^garet  I 

Come,  dear  children,  come  away  dows  ; 
Call  no  more  ! 

One  last  look  at  the  white^wnll'd  town, 
4^ J  iLg  little  gray  church  oa  the  windy 

here  ; 

ime  down  I 

I  not  come  though  you  csill  all  day  ; 

way,  coma  away  ! 

n  dear,  wrb  it  yesterday 
,rd  the  sweet  bells  over  the  hfkj  f 
saverus  where  we  lay* 
h  the  surf  and  throngh  the  swells 
Kk€  sound  of  a  silver  bell  ? 
ruwn  caverns,  cool  and  deep, 
?t  iicrv  the  ^inds  are  all  asleep  ; 
Where  the  spent  lights  quiver  and  gleam^ 
\'^^bere  the  salt  weed  sways  in  the  stream, 
Where  the  sea-beasts,  ranged  all  round, 
Feed  in  the  ooze  of  their  pasture-eround  ; 
Where  the  sea-snakes  coil  and  twine. 
Dry  their  mail  and  bask  in  the  brine ; 
Where  great  whales  come  sailing  by, 
Sail  ancf  sail,  with  unshut  eye, 
Round  the  world  for  ever  and  aye  ? 
When  did  music  come  this  way  ? 
Children  dear,  was  it  yesterday  ? 

Children  dear,  was  it  yesterday 

(Call  yet  once)  that  she  went  away  ? 

Once  she  sate  with  you  and  me, 

On  a  red  gold  throne  in  the  heart  of  the  sea, 

And  the  youngpest  sate  on  her  knee. 

She  comb'd  its  bright  hair,  and  she  tended 

it  well, 
When  down  swung  the  sound  of  a  far-off 

bell. 
She  sigh'd,  she  look'd  up  tlirough  the  clear 

^en  sea  ; 
She  said  :  "  I  must  go,  for  my  kinsfolk 

pray 
In  the  little  gmj  church  on  the  shore  to- 
day. 
Twill  be  Easter-time  in  the  world  —  ab 

me  ! 
And  I  lose  my  poor  soul,  Mennan  !  here 

with  thee." 
I  said :  **  Go  up,  dear  heart,  through  the 

waves  ; 


mm 
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Say  tlijr  prayer,  and  come  back  to  the  kind 

And  oirer  the  sand  at  the  sea  ;                       ^H 

1                   seft-caree  1 " 

And  her  eyes  are  set  in  a  etaie  ;                    ^^M 

She  smll'd,  she  went  up  through  the  surf 

And  anon  there  breaks  a  sigh,                 ^^^^M 

in  the  \mj. 

And  anon  there  drops  a  tear,                   ^^^^^| 

From  a  sorrow-KsIouded  eye,                     l^^l 

Children  dear,  was  it  yesterday  ? 
Ciiii'lnsn  dear,  were  we  long  aloue  ? 

And  a  heart  sorrow-laden,                         ^^^^1 

A  long,  long  sigh;                                              ^H 
For  tbe  cold  strange  eyes  of  a  little  Mei^   ^T| 

'*Tbe  seA  grows  stormyi   the  Httle   ones 

ttMNUI  ; 

maiden                                                           J 

Locig  prayers,'*  I  said,  "  in  the  world  they 

And  tbe  gleam  of  her  golden  hair.                ^^M 

say  ; 
Come  t  *'  I  said  ;  and  we  rose  through  the 

Come  away,  away,  clnldren  ;            ^^^^M 

surf  in  the  bay. 

Come,  children,  come  down  !          ^^^^H 

^  We  went  up  the  beaoh,  by  the  sandy  down 

The  hoarse  wind  blows  colder  ;       ^^^^H 

HMITbefe  the  sea-stocks  bloouii  to  the  white* 

Lights  shine  ui  the  town.                        ^^^B 

^P            wall'd  town  ; 

She  will  start  from  her  slumber            ^^M 

Throngh  the  narrow  pav'd  streets,  where 

When  gusts  shake  the  door  ;                  ^^M 

all  was  stiU, 

She  wiU  hear  tbe  winds  howling,     ^^^^| 

To   the   little  gray  church  on  the   windy 

Will  bear  the  waves  roar.                  ^^^^^ 

hiU. 

We  sliall  see,  while  above  us           ^^^^H 

From  the  church  came  a  mummr  of  folk 

The  waves  roar  and  whirl,              ^^^^B 

at  tlieir  prayers, 

A  ceiling  of  amber,                         ^^^^H 

But  we  stood  without  in  the  cold  blowing 

A  pavement  of  pearl.                         ^^^^B 

airs. 

Singing  :  '*  Here  came  a  mortal,           ^^H 

We  climb*d  on  the  grares,  on  the  stonai 

But  faithless  was  she  1                     ^^^^^ 

worn  with  rains. 

And  alone  dwell  for  ever                 ^^^^^M 

And  we  gaz*d  up  the  aisle  through   the 

The  kings  of  the  sea."                    ^^^^H 

small  leaded  panes. 

^^^^^H 

Slie  sate  by  the  pilUr  ;  we  saw  her  cl&ar  : 

But,  children,  at  midnight,              ^^^^^| 

When  soft  the  winds  blow,                     ^^H 

**  Mamuvt,  hist  I  come  tiuick,  wc  are  here  1 
Dear  heart,"  I  said,  '*  we  are  long  alone  ; 

When  clear  falls  tbe  moonlight^             ^^| 

The  sea  grows  stormy,  the  little  ones  moan." 

When  spring-tides  arc  low  ;                    ^^M 

But,  all,  she  gave  mo  never  a  look. 

When  sweet  airs  come  seaward              ^^M 

For  bef  eyes  were  sealed  to  tbe  holy  book  1 

From  heaths  starred  with  broom,           ^^M 

Loud  prays  the  priest :  shut  aUuids  the  door. 
Come  away,  children,  call  no  morul 

And  high  rocks  throw  mildly                 ^^M 

On  the  bliinch^d  sands  a  gloom  i            ^^U 

Come  away,  come  down,  call  nu  more  I 

Up  thif  still,  glistening  beaches,       ^^^^t 

Up  the  creeks  we  will  hie,                ^^^^H 

DorwD,  down,  down  t 

Over  banks  of  bright  seaweed          ^^^^^ 

I>own  to  the  depths  of  the  sea  ! 

The  ebb-tide  leaves  dry.                    ^^^H 

She  sits  at  ber  wheel  in  the  humming  town. 

We  will .  raze,  from  the  sand-hil]%         ^H 
At  the  white,  sleeping  to\%^  ;                  ^^M 

^^^JMMig  most  joyfully. 

^I^^B  wliat  she  sings  :  "  O  joy,  O  joy, 

At  the  church  on  the  hill-side  — •             ^^| 

^^H^Re  humming  street,  and  the  child  with 

And  then  oome  back  down.                      ^^H 

^M          iU  toy  ! 

SlnginiEr :  **  There  dwells  a  lov'd  oofi^      ^H 

^^per  the  priest,  and  the  belt,  and  the  hotv 

But  cruel  is  she  !                                          ^^M 

■      ««ii 

She  left  lonely  for  ever                           ^^M 

HBror  the  wheel  where  I  spun, 

The  kings  of  the  sea."                      ,^^^M 

Aod  the  blessed  light  of  the  stm  1  *' 

^^^^1 

And  eo  she  sings  her  fill, 

PHILOMELA                ^^H 

Singing  most  joy f ally, 

TaU  the  spindle  drops  from  hei  band^ 

Hark  f  ah,  the  nightingmle  -«                ^^^^H 

And  the  whizzing  wheel  stands  still. 

The  Uwny-throated  I                                  ^^^H 

She  steals  to  the  window,  and  boks  at  the 

^^           aaod, 

buntl                                                   ^M 
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What  triumph  I  bark  1  — what  pam  I 
O  waiiderep  from  a  Gi^cian  shorej 
Still,  after  many  years^  in  distant  landi, 
Btill  nourislisjig  in  thy  bewildered  brain 
That  wild,  uu quench *d,  deep^unkeu,  old- 
world  pain  -^ 
Say,  will  it  never  heal  7 
And  can  thiA  fragrant  laim 

With  its  cool  trees j  and  night,  

And  tho  sweet}  tranquil  Thameat 
'And  moousbine,  and  the  dew, 
^o  tby  rack VI  heart  and  himin 
Afford  no  balm  ? 

Post  thon  to-night  behold^ 
Here,  through  the  moonlight  on  tl 

The  unfriendly  palace    in    the 

wild?  ^ 
Doat  thuu  again  pemse  i 

With  hot  cheeks  and  seared  eyea 
The  too  clear  web,  and  tby  dnmb  sister's 

shame  ? 
Dost  thoQ  once  more  assay 
Thy  flight,  and  feel  come  over  thee. 
Poor  fugitive,  the  feathery  change 
Once  more,  and  once  more  seem  to  make 

resound 
With  love  and  hate,  triumph  and  agony, 
Lone  Daulis,  and  the  high  Cephissian  vale  ? 
Listen,  Eugenia^ 
How    thick    the   bursts   come   erowding 

through  the  leaves  I 
Again  —  thou  hearest  ? 
Eternal  passion  1 
Eternal  pain  I 

DOVER  BEACH 

The  sea  is  calm  to-night. 

The  tide  is  full,  the  moon  lies  fair 

Upon  the  straits ; — on  the  French  coast  the 

light 
Gleams  and  is  gone  ;  the  clififs  of  England 

stand, 
Glimmering  and  vast,  out  in  the  tranquil 

Come  to  the  window^  sweet  is  the  night- 
air  1 
Only,  from  the  long  line  of  spray 
Where  the  sea  meets  the  moon-blaiich'd 

sand. 
Listen  1  vou  hear  the  grating  roar 
Of  pebbles  which  the  waves  draw  back,  and 


At  their  return,  up  the  high  strand, 
Be^in,  and  eease,  and  then  again  begiii| 
With  tremtilous  cadence  slow,  and  hnag 
The  eternal  note  of  sadness  in- 

Sophocles  long  ago 

Heard  it  on  the  ^groan,  and  it  hronghl 

Into  his  mind  the  turhid  ebb  and  flow 

Of  human  misery  ;  we 

dso  in  the  sound  a  thought, 
ig  It  by  this  distant  northern  i 


m  of  faith 

nee,  too,  at  the  full^  and  round  earth'i 

shore 

ke  the  fold^  of  a  bright  girdle  furl'd^ 
>w  I  only  hear 

ilaneholy^  long^  withdrawing  roar, 
itin?f  to  the  breath 
e  night- wiudiiy  down  the  vast  edges 

drear 
And  tiaked  shingles  of  the  world. 

Ah,  love,  let  us  be  true 

To   one   another !  for   the  world,  which 

seems 
To  lie  before  us  like  a  land  of  dreamSy 
So  various,  so  beautiful,  so  new, 
Hath  really  neither  joy,  nor  love^  nor  lieht, 
Nor  certitude,  nor  peace,  nor  help  for  pain  ; 
And  we  are  here  as  on  a  darkling  plain 
Swept  with  conf  us'd  alarms  of  straggle  and 

flight. 
Where  ignorant  armies  clash  by  night. 

FROM  "EMPEDOCLES  ON       " 
ETNA" 

And  you,  ve  stars, 

Who  slowlv  begin  to  marshal, 

As  of  old,  m  the  fields  of  heaven. 

Your  distant,  melancholy  lines  I 

Have  you,  too,  surviv'd  yourselves  ? 

Are  you,  too,  what  I  fear  to  beoome  ? 

You,  too,  "once  liv'd  ; 

You  too  mov'd  joyfully, 

Among  august  companions. 

In  an  older  world,  peopled  by  Gcda, 

In  a  mightier  order. 

The  radiant,  rejoicing,  intelligent  Soot  cf 

Heaven. 
But  now,  ve  kindle 
Your  lonely,  cold-shining  lights^ 
Unwilling  lingerers 
In  the  heavemy  wilderness. 
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For  a  joanger,  igjioble  world  ; 
And  na&w,  bjr  ueeessity, 
Nigbt  after  night  your  coarses, 
la  achoingi  unnear'd  silence, 
Above  a  race  7011  know  not  — 
lliicaring  and  uudelighted, 
V^ithoiit  frieud  and  without  home  ; 
Weary  like  ua,  though  not 
Weavx  with  our  weariness, 

Ko,  no,  ye  stars  I  there  b  do  death  with 

you, 
No  languor,  no  decay  I  languor  and  death, 
They  are  with  me,  not  you  1  ye  are  alive  — 
Ye,  and  the  pure  dark  ether  where  ye  ride 
Brilliant  abo%'e  me  I  And  thou,  Hery  world, 
That  sapp'at  the   vitals    of   this    t«rnbk 

momit 
Upon  whose  charr*d  and  quaking  crust  I 

stand  — 
TboUf  too,  brimmest  with  life  )  —  the  sea  of 

cloud, 
That  beaver  its  white  and  billowy  vapors  up 
To  moat  this  isle  of  ashes  from  the  world, 
lives  ;  uid  that  other  fainter  sea,  far  down, 
0*er  whose  lit  floor  a  road  of  moonbeams 

leadfl 
To  Etna*s  Lipariati  sister-fires 
And  the  long  dusky  line  of  Italy  — 
Thai  mild  and   luminous   floor  of   waters 

lives. 
With  held -in  joy  swelling  its  heart ;  I  only. 
Whose  spring  of  hope  is  dned,  whose  spirit 

baa  fail*d, 
I,  who  have  not,  like  these,  in  solitude 
Haiataiti'd  courage  and  force,  aud  in  myself 
Kiin'd  an  immortal  vigor  —  I  alone 
Am  dead  to  life  and  joy,  therefore  I  rttad 
In  all  things  my  own  deadness. 

THE  BURIED   LIFE 

LiOHT  flows  our  war  of  mocking   words, 

and  yet. 
Behold,  with  tears  mine  eyes  are  wet  1 
I  feel  a  nameless  sadness  o*er  me  roii 
Tea,  yes,  we  know  that  we  can  jest, 
VTe  know,  we  know  that  we  can  smile  t 
But  there  V  a  something  in  this  breast. 
To  which  thy  light  words  bring  no  rest, 
Aad  thy  gay  smiles  no  anodyne  ; 
Give  warn  thj  band,  and  hush  awhile, 
And  torn  those  limpid  eyes  on  mine, 
And  lei  me  read  uiere.  love  I  thy  inmost 


Alas  1  is  even  love  too  weak 

To  unlock  the  heart,  and  let  it  speak  7 

Are  even  lovers  powerless  to  reveal 

To  one  another  what  indeed  they  feel  ? 

I  knew  the  mass  of  men  conceard 

Their  thoughts,  for  fear  thjit  if  reveal'd 

They  would  by  other  men  be  met 

With    blank    indifference,  or  with    blame 

reproved  ; 
I  knew  they  Uv'd  and  mov*d 
Tricked  in  disguises,  alien  to  the  rest 
Of  men,  and  alien  to  themaelves —  and  yet 
The   same    heart  beats    Ln  every    human 

breast  I 

But  we,  my  love  f  —  doth  a  like  spell  be- 
numb 

Our  hearta,  our  voices  ?  —  moat  we  too  be 
dumb? 

Ah  !  well  for  us,  if  even  we, 
Even  for  a  moment,  can  get  free 
Our  heart,  and  have  our  bps  unchain*d  ; 
For  that  which  seals  them  hath  been  deep- 
ordain'd  t 

Fate,  which  foresaw 
How  frivolous  a  liaby  man  would  lie  — 
By  what  diBtractions  he  would  be  posHess*fly 
How  he  would  pour  himself  in  every  strife^ 
And  well-nigh  change  his  own  identity  — 
That  it  might  keep  rrora  liis  capriciotis  play 
His  genuine  self,  And  force  him  to  obey 
Even  in  hia  own  despite  his  being^s  law, 
Bade  through   the    deep   recesses   of  oiix 

breast 
The  unregarded  river  of  onr  life 
Pursue  with  indiscernible  flow  its  way  ; 
And  that  we  should  not  see 
Tlie  buried  stream,  and  seem  to  be 
Eddying  at  large  in  blind  uncertaintyi 
Though  driving  on  with  it  eternally. 

But  often,  in  the    world's   most    crowded 

street*, 
But  often^  in  the  clin  of  strife^ 
There  rises  an  unspeakable  desire 
Aft^r  the  knowledge  of  our  hnried  life  ; 
A  thirst  to  spend  our  Are  and  restless  force 
In  tracking  out  our  true,  original  oouree  ; 
A  longing  to  inquire 

Into  the  mystery  of  this  heart  which  beats 
So  wild,  so  deep  in  ns —  to  know 
Whence  our  hves  come  and  where  Ihe^ 

go. 
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And  many  a  man  in  his  own  breftsl  then 

delveit 
But  dfjep  enough,  alas  1  none  ever  mines. 
And  we  bive  been  oq  maoy  thouiand  lines, 
And  we  have  shown^  on    eacb^  spiril  and 

power ; 
But  hardly  have  wg,  for  one  little  hour, 
Been  on  our  own  line^  have  we  been  our- 

aelves  — 
Hardly  had  a  kill  to  utter  one  of  all 
The  nameless  feelings  that  course 

Qut  breast, 
But  they  course  ou  for  ever  unexp 
Aod  lon(^  we  try  in  vaiu  to  speaJk 
Our  hidden  self,  and  what  we  say 
Is  eloquent,  is  well  — but  *t  is  not 
Atid  then  we  will  no  more  be  rae 
With  inward  striviug,  and  deniana 
Of  all  the  thonEaud  nuthmgs  of  the  bout 
Their  stupefying  power  ; 
Ah  yea,  and  tboy  honumb  us  at  our  call  I 
Yet  still,  from  time  to   time,    vague   and 

fui'lorii, 
From  the  soul's  subterranean  depth  upborne 
As  from  an  infinitely  distant  land. 
Come  airs,  and  floating  echoes,  and  convey 
A  melancholy  into  all  our  day. 

Only  —  but  this  is  rare  — 

When  a  beloved  hand  is  laid  in  ours, 

When,  jaded  with  the  rush  and  glare 

Of  the  mterminable  hours, 

Our  eyes  can  in  another's  eyes  read  clear, 

When  our  world-deafen'd  ear 

Is  by  the  tones  of  a  lov'd  voice  caress'd  — 

A  bolt  is  shot  back  somewhere    in   our 

breast, 
And  a  lost  pulse  of  feeling  stirs  again. 
The  eye  sinks  inward,  and  the  heart  lies 

plain, 
And  what  we  mean,  we  say,  and  what  we 

would,  we  know. 
A  man  becomes  aware  of  his  life's  flow, 
And  hears  its  winding  murmur,  and  he  sees 
The  meadows  where  it  glides,  the  sun,  the 

breeze. 

And  there  arrives  a  lull  in  the  hot  race 
Wherein  he  doth  for  ever  chase 
The  flying  and  elusive  shadow*  rest. 
An  air  of  coolness  plays  upon  his  face, 
And  an  unwonted  calm  pervades  his  breast. 
And  then  he  thinks  he  knows 
The  hills  where  his  life  rose, 
Ajid  the  sea  where  it  goea. 


MEMORIAL  VERSES 

APRIL,  iSjO 

Goethe  in  Weimar  sleeps,  aiid  Greece, 
Long  ainee,  saw  Byron's  struggle  cease. 
But  one  such  death  reuiaiu'd  to  eotue  i 
The  last  poetre  voico  is  dumb  — 
We  stand  to-day  by  Wordsworth's  tomb. 

BvroE's  eyea  were  shut  in  death, 

w  d  our  head  aud  held  our  bi^atlw 
rght  us  little  ;  hut  our  soul 
di  him  like  the  thimder's  rolL 
iliivering  heart  the  strife  we  saw 
sion  with  eternal  law  ; 
et  with  reverential  awe 
itch'd  the  fount  of  fiery  life 
.  served  for  that  Titanic  strife- 
Goethe's  death  WAS  told,  we  said  ; 
^unK,  theu»  is  Europe*s  aagest  head. 
Physician  of  the  iron  age, 
Groethe  has  done  his  pilgrimage. 
He  took  the  suffering  human  race, 
He  read  each  wound,  each  weakness  clear  i 
And  struck  his  finger  on  the  place. 
And  said  :  Thou  ailest  here,  and  here  I 
He  look'd  on  Europe's  dying  hour 
Of  fitful  dream  and  feverish  power  ; 
His  eye  plunged  down  the  weltering  strife^ 
The  turmoil  of  expiring  life  — 
He  said  :  The  end  is  everywhere. 
Art  still  has  truth,  take  refuge  there  J 
And  he  was  happy,  if  to  know 
Causes  of  things,  and  far  below 
His  feet  to  see  the  lurid  flow 
Of  terror,  and  insane  distress, 
And  headlong  fate,  be  happiness. 

And  Wordsworth  I  —  Ah,  pale  ghosts,  re- 
joice ! 
For  never  has  such  soothing  voice 
Been  to  your  shadowy  world  convey*d, 
Since  erst,  at  mom,  some  wandering  shade 
Heard  the  clear  song  of  Orpheus  come 
Through  Hades,  and  the  mournful  gloom. 
Wordsworth  has  gone  from  us  —  and  ye. 
Ah,  may  ye  feel  his  voice  as  we  1 
He  too  upon  a  wintery  clime 
Had  fallen— on  this  iron  time 
Of  doubts,  disputes,  distractions,  fears. 
He  found  us  when  the  ag^  had  bound 
Our  souls  in  its  benumbing  round ; 
He  spoke,  and  loos'd  bur  Hearts  in  tears* 


He  lAid  us  as  we  Uj  &i  birth 
Ou  the  cool  flowery  hip  of  earth, 
8m lies  broke  from  u^,  and  we  hail  etiAe  ; 
The  hills  were  round  iis,  and  the  breeze 
W^fiit  o*er  the  sun-lit  tielda  agnin  ; 
Our  forehcAdH  felt  the  wind  und  ruin. 
Our  youth  retunrd  ;  for  there  was  shed 
On  KpintM  that  had  long  been  dead, 
^irits  dried  up  and  closely  furled. 
The  f  i^shnesii  of  the  early  world. 

Ah  t  sinG«  dark  dAys  still  bring  to  li?ht 
Man's  prudence  and  man's  fiery  might. 
Time  may  restore  us  in  his  course 
Goethe's  sage  rnind  and  Byron's  force  ; 
But  where  will  £uro|)c*s  latter  hour 
Again  find  Wordsworth's  healing  power  ? 
Others  will  teach  us  how  to  dare* 
And  against  fear  our  breast  to  steel  ; 
Others  will  strengthen  us  to  bear  — 
But  who,  ah  I  whOf  will  make  us  feel  ? 
The  cloud  of  mortal  destiny, 
Otberi  will  front  it  fearlessly  — 
B«it  who,  like  him,  will  put  it  by  ? 
Keep  fresh  the  gras^j  upon  his  grave, 
O  liolha,  with  thy  living  wave  I 
Sing  him  thy  best  !  for  few  or  none 
Imib  thy  voiee  right,  now  he  is  gone. 

GEIsrs   GRAVE 

Focm  years  I  —  and  didst  thou  stay  above 
The  ground, which  hides  thee  now«  but  four? 
And  all  that  lifci  and  all  that  love, 
Were  crowded,  Geist  1  into  no  more  ? 

Only  four  years  those  winning  ways, 
Which  make  me  for  thy  presence  yearn, 
Caird  OS  to  pet  thee  or  to  praise, 
l>ear  little  friend  !  at  every  turn  ? 

Thai  loving  heart,  that  patient  souli 
Had  they  indeed  no  longer  span, 
To  run  their  course,  and  reach  their  goal, 
And  read  their  homily  to  man  ? 

That  liquid,  melancholy  eve, 
>  roiii  whose  pathetic,  soul-fed  springs 
Seem'd  urging  the  Virgilian  cry, ' 
The  senae  of  tears  in  mortal  things  — 

nsiet«adfast,  mournful  strain,  consol'd 

Bf  tptrita  gloriously  gay, 

And  tamper  of  heroic  mould  — 

What,  vas  four  years  their  whole  short  day  ? 


Yes,  only  four  I  —  and  not  the  course 
Of  all  the  centuries  yet  to  come. 
And  not  the  iiiBuite  resource 
Of  Nature,  with  her  countless  sum 

Of  figures,  with  her  fulness  vast 
Of  new  creation  evermore, 
Can  ever  quite  repeat  the  past. 
Or  just  thy  little  self  restore. 

Stern  law  of  every  mortal  kt  I 

Which    man,   proud    man,   finds    hard   fto 

liear, 
And  builds  himself  I  know  not  what 
Of  second  life  I  know  not  where. 

But  thou,  when  struck  thine  hour  to  go. 
On  us,  who  stood  despondent  by, 
A  meek  last  glance  of  love  didst  throw, 
And  humbly  lay  thee  dowu  to  die. 

Yet  would  we  keep  thee  in  our  heart  — 
Would  fix  our  favorite  on  the  scene, 
Nor  kt  thee  utterly  depart 
Aud  be  as  if  tbou  ne'er  hadst  been. 

And  so  there  rise  these  lines  of  verse 
On  lips  that  rarely  form  them  now  ; 
While  to  each  other  we  rehearse  : 
Such  way$f  such  arts,  such  looks  hadst  thou  I 

We  stroke  thy  broad  brown  paws  agaiii« 
We  bid  thee  to  thy  vacant  chair, 
We  greet  thee  by  the  window-pane, 
We  hear  thy  scuffle  on  the  stair. 

We  see  the  flaps  of  thy  large  ears 
Quick  rais'd  to  ask  which  way  we  go ; 
Crossing  the  frozen  lake,  appears 
Thy  small  black  flgure  on  the  snow  t 

Nor  to  us  only  art  thou  dear 
Who  mourn  thee  in  thine  English  home  { 
Thou  hast  thine  absent  master's  tear. 
Dropped  by  the  far  Australian  foam. 

Thy  memory  lasts  both  here  and  there, 
And  thou  shalt  live  as  long  aa  we^ 
And  after  that  —  thou  dost  not  care  I 
In  us  was  all  the  world  to  thee. 

Yet,  fondly  lealous  for  thy  fame. 
Even  to  a  date  beyond  our  own 
We  strive  to  carry  down  thy  name. 
By  mounded  turf,  and  graven  stone. 


Buat  IftcrlnuB  rknmi  I 
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We  laj  thee,  olose  witMu  our  rcRcli^ 
Her«,  where  the  grass  is  smooth  atad  warm. 
Between  the  holLj  aud  the  heech. 
Where  oft  we  watch'd  thy  eouchant  torm^ 

Asleep,  jet  lending  half  an  ear 
To  ttaveUera  on  the  Portsmoiith  road  ;  — 
There  build  we  thea^  O  guardian  dear^ 
MarkM  with  a  atonep  thj  last  ahode  I  -      , 


Then  some,  who  through  this  garden  pa^Si 
When  we  too^  like  thyself,  are  clay. 
Shall  »ee  thj  grave  upon  the  grass^ 
And  stop  before  the  stone,  and  say  : 

le  who  lived  here  long  ago 
by  IhU  ^ionCf  k  seems f  inleTid 
7h  navte  for /titure  time$  to  know 
The  dachs-hound,  GeiH^  ^mr  litik/h 


nc 


POPE  AT  TWICKEN 

Beyond  a  hundred  years  and  n 
A  garden  lattice  like  a  door 

btauds  open  in  the  sun. 
Admitting  Atful  winda  that  aet 
Afltir  the  fragmnt  mignonette 

In  waves  of  speckled  dun  : 

Sweet  waves,  ahove  whose  odoroos  flow 
Red  roses  bnd,  red  roses  blow, 

In  beds  that  gem  the  lawn  — 
Enamell'd  rings  and  stars  of  flowers, 
By  summer  beams  and  vernal  showers 

From  earth  nutritions  drawn. 

Within  the  broad  bay-window,  there, 
Lo  1  huddled  in  his  easy-chair, 

One  hand  upon  his  knee, 
A  hand  so  thin,  so  wan,  so  frail. 
It  tells  of  pains  and  griefs  a  tale, 

A  small  bent  form  I  see. 

The  day  is  fair,  the  hour  is  noon, 

From  neighboring  thicket  thrills  the  boon 

The  nuthatch  yields  in  song  : 
All  drenched  with  recent  rains,  the  leaves 
Are  dripping  —  drip  the  sheltering  eaves. 

The  aropping  notes  ainong. 

And  twinkling  diamonds  in  the  grass 
Show  where  the  flitting  zephyrs  pass, 

That  shake  the  green  blades  dry  ; 
And  golden  radiance  fills  the  air 
And  gilds  the  floating  gossamer 

That  glints  and  trembles  by. 

Tet,  blind  to  each  familiar  ^race, 
Btrange  anguish  on  his  paUid  faee. 
And  eyes  of  dreamful  hae, 


lonely  mati  sits  brooding  there^ 
inddlt*J  in  Mb  easy-chair^ 
th  memories  life  wiU  rue. 

'e  hay  might  crown  that  hoDor'd 
headt 

A  homely  crumpled  nightcap  spread 

Half  veils  the  careworn  brows  ; 
In  morning-gown  of  rare  brocade 
His  puny  shrunken  shape  array'd 
His  sorrowing  soul  avows  : 

Avows  in  every  dropping  line 
Dejection  words  not  thus  define 

So  eloquent  of  woe  ; 
Yet  never  to  those  mournful  eyes. 
The  heart's  full-brinuning  fountains,  riM 

Sweet  tears  to  overflow. 

No  token  here  of  studied  grief. 
But  plainest  signs  that  win  belief, 

A  simple  scene  and  true. 
Beside  the  mourner's  chair  displayed. 
The  matin  meal's  slight  comforts  laid 

Trimly  the  board  bestrew. 

lilid  silvery  sheen  of  bumish'd  plate, 
The  chill'd  and  tamish'd  chocolate 

On  snow-white  damask  stands  ; 
Untouch'd  the  trivial  lures  remain 
In  dainty  pink-tinged  porcelain. 

Still  ranged  by  usual  hands. 

A  drowsy  bee  above  the  cream 
Hums  loitering  in  the  sunny  gleam 

That  tips  each  rim  with  gold ; 
A  checker'd  maze  of  light  and  gloom 
Floats  in  the  quaintly-litter'd  room 

With  varying  charms  untold. 


Why  sits  Uiat  silent  watclier  there, 
Stili  brcKidiiig  witli  that  face  of  care, 

lli&t  gaze  uf  ieiurle&s  ptuti  ? 
Wlmt  botiils  of  woe  hU  spirit  biod, 
What  treasure  lost  can  leave  behind 

Such  stings  witUiii  bis  brain  ? 

He  dreams  of  one  who  lies  abore. 
He  never  more  in  life  can  love  — 
TbKt  mother  Dewly  dead  ; 


He  waitis  the  artist-friend  whose  skiU 
8ball  catch  the  angel-beaatv  still 
Upon  her  features  spreaa. 

A  reTerert  sorrow  fills  the  air, 

And  makes  a  throne  of  gri«f  the  chaif 

Where  filial  genius  moiirna  : 
Death  proving  still,  at  direst  need, 
Life*»  Bceptre^wand  —  a  broken  reed) 

Love's  wreath  —  a  crown  of  thorns* 


SDiUiatii  ^Talbtodl  I^Oi^toc 


TO   LA   SANSCCEUR 

I  KlfOW  not  how  to  call  yon  lights 

Since  I  myself  was  lighter ; 
Nor  eui  yon  blame  my  changing  plight 

Wlio  were  the  first  invite  r, 

I  know  not  which  began  to  range 
Since  we  were  never  constant ; 

And  each  when  each  began  to  change 
Was  found  a  weak  renioustraut. 

Bnt  thb  I  know,  the  God  of  Love 
Doth  shake  his  hand  agsunst  us, 

And  scorning  says  we  ne  er  did  prove 
True  passion  —  but  pretences. 

THE   MASTER-CHORD 

LiKK  a  musician  that  with  fl^-in?  finger 
Startles  the  voice  of  gome  new  lustruwent, 
And,  though  he  know  that  in  one  string  are 

blent 
All  its  extremes  of  sound,  yet  still  doth  lin- 

Among  the  lighter  threads,  fearing  to  start 
Tbe  deep  soul  of  that  one  melodious  wire. 
Lest  it,  unanswering,  dash  his  high  desire. 


And  spoil  the  hopes  of  his  expectant  heart ; 
Thus,  with  my  mistress  oft  conversing,  I 
Stir  every  lighter  theme  with  careless  voices 
Gathering  sweet  music  and  oeleatial  joys 
P>om  the  harmonious  soul  o'er  which  I  Hy  ; 
Yet  o*er  the  one  deep  maater-chord  I  hover. 
And  dare  not  stoop,  fearing  to  tell  —  I  love 
her. 

EARTH 

Sad  is  my  lot ;  among  the  shining  spheres 
Wheeling,  I  weave  incessant  dav  and  night, 
And  ever,  in  my  never-ending  flight. 
Add  woes  to  woes,  and  count  up  tears  on 

teara. 
Young  wives'  and  new-bom  infants'  hapless 

biers 
Lie  on  my  breast,  a  melancholy  sight ; 
Fresh  griefs  abhor  my  fresh  returning  light  j 
Pain  and  remorse  and  want  fit!  up  my  yeaza. 
My  happier  children's  farthei^picrcing  eyet 
Into  the  blefi^d  solvent  future  climb. 
And  knit  the  threads  of  joy  and  hope  and 

warning  ; 
But  I|  the  ancient  mother^  am  not  wise. 
And,  shut  within  the  blind  obscure  of  time» 
Roll  on  from  mom  to  night,  and  oa  irom 

night  to  morning. 


IDiiltam  %til^n0tm  Corp 


MIMNERMUS    IN   CHURCH 

Yotr  promise  heavens  free  from  strife, 
Pure  truth,  and  perfect  change  of  will ; 

But  sweet,  sweet  is  this  human  life. 
So    sweet,   I    fain   would    breathe    it 
atiU: 


Your  chilly  stars  I  can  loFego, 
This  warm  kind  world  is  all  I  know. 

You  say  there  is  no  suhstanoe  her^ 

One  great  reality  above  r 
Back  from  that  void  I  shrink  in  fear* 

And  child-like  hide  mjseU  m  love. 


*3^ 
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Sbow  me  what  aog^U  feeL     Till  th^D, 
I  cling,  a  mere  weak  umn,  to  loeii. 

You  bid  nie  lift  my  mean  desireA 
From  faltering  lips  and  fitlul  vebs 

To  sexless  soub,  ideal  quires. 

Unwearied  voices,  wortlleas  strraiim  j 

My  mind  with  fonder  welcome  owni 

One  dear  dead  friend^ £i  remembered  toue&» 

FoT&ooth  the  present  we  mtist 

To  that  which  cannot  paaa  i 
All  beauteous  things  for  whi 

By  laws  of  time  and  space 
But  oh,  the  very  reason  wh j 
I  ciasp  them,  ia  because  they  di 

HERACLEITUS 

They  told  mei  HsFacleitus,  t 

you  were  dead. 
They  broTight  rnc  bitter  news  to  bear  and 

biltex-  U:»rd  U»  dhed. 
I  wept,  as   I  remember'd   bow  often  you 

and  I 
Had  tir'd  the  sun  with  talking  and  sent  him 

down  the  sky. 

And  now  that  thou  art  lying,  my  dear  old 

Carian  guest, 
A  handful  of  gray  ashes,  long,  long  ago  at 

rest, 


Still  are  thy  pleasant  Toices,  thy  nigbtin- 

gnhH,  awake  ; 
For  Death,  he  taketb  all  away,  but  them 

be  camiot  take. 

A    POOR     FRENCH     SAILOR'S 
SCOTTISH    SWEETHEART 

I  CAKNOT  forget  my  Joe* 
I  bid  blm  be  mine  in  sleep  ; 
it  battle  and  woe  bav^e  changed  him  bq 
There  ^&  nothing  to  do  but  weep> 

J  mother  rebukes  me  yet} 
And  I  never  was  meek  before  ; 
ia  jacket  is  wet,  bifl  lip  cold  set. 
He  '11  trouble  our  home  no  more» 

h,  breaker  of  reeds  that  bcud  t 
Oht  quencher  of  tow  that  smokes  I 
d  rather  descend  to  mj  sailor  friend 
Than  prosper  with  lofty  folks. 

I  'm  lying  beside  the  gowan, 
My  Joe  in  the  EngUsh  bay  ; 

I  'm  Annie  Rowan,  his  Annie  Rowan, 
He  called  me  his  Bien-Aimde. 

I  '11  hearken  to  all  you  quote, 

Though  I  'd  rather  be  deaf  and  free  ; 

The  little  he  wrote  in  the  sinking  boat 
Is  Bible  and  charm  for  me. 


^ut{)or  anfounti 


EPITAPH  OF  DIONYSIA 

Here  doth  Dionysia  lie  : 
She  whose  little  wanton  foot, 
Tripping  (ah,  too  carelessly  ! ), 
Touched  this  tomb,  and  fell  into 't 

Trip  no  more  shall  she,  nor  fall. 
And  her  trippines  were  so  few  I 
Summers  only  eight  in  all 
Had  the  sweet  cUld  wandered  through. 

But,  already,  life's  few  suns 
Love's  strong  seeds  had  ripen'd  warm. 
All  her  ways  were  winning  ones  ; 
All  her  cunning  was  to  charm. 

1  Aft«c  OalUiAMhiM. 


And  the  fancy,  in  the  flower, 
While  the  flesh  was  in  the  bud, 
Childhood's  dawning  sex  did  dower 
With  warm  gusts  of  womanhood. 

Oh  what  loys  by  hope  beg^n. 
Oh  what  Kisses  kiss  d  by  thought, 
What  love-deeds  by  fancy  done. 
Death  to  endless  dust  hath  wrought  1 

Had  the  fates  been  kind  as  thou, 
Who,  till  now,  was  never  cold. 
Once  Love's  aptcst  scholar,  now 
Thou  hadst  been  his  teacher  bold  ; 


I^^^^^I^HC  ^^^1 
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Pb&tt  if  buried  ^eds  iiptiirow 

'    Truits  aufl  tlowers  ;  if  tlower  and  fruit 

Dionysia,  o'er  this  tomli,                                           1 

Where  thy  buried  beauties  be,                           ^^m 

Br  their  nature  fiUj  ahow 

What  the  seeds  are,  whence  tbej  shoot, 

From  tbeir  dust  ^ball  spring  and  bloom          ^^M 

'-—-'■       I 

Coknttrp  ^atmore                                  ^M 

FROM    "THE     ANGEL    IN    THE 

My  chance,  he  hop'd,  was  good  :  I  'd  won  ^H 
Some  name  already  ;  friends  and  place       ^H 

L                                HOUSE'* 

Appeared  within  my  reach,  but  none                       V 

f                          THE    dean's    consent 

,       Her  mind  and  manners  would  not  grace.           M 

Girls  loTe  to  see  the  men  in  whom                    ^H 

TSK  Ladi««  rose.    I  held  the  door, 

They  invest  their  vanities  admired  ;             ^H 

And  sighed,  as  her  departing  grace 

Besides,  where  goodness  is,  there  room            ^^| 

Aflrar'd  me  that  she  always  wore 

For  good  to  work  will  be  deair'd.                 ^^M 

A  heart  as  happy  as  her  face  ; 

*T  was  so  with  one  now  passM  away  ;               ^^M 

And,  jealous  of  the  winds  that  hlew, 

And  what  she  was  at  twenty-two,                 ^^M 

1           I  dreaded,  o'er  the  tasteless  wine, 

Honor  was  now  ;  and  he  might  say                  ^^H 

Wimt  fortuijc  luoiuentlj  might  do 
To  hurt  the  hope  that  she  *d  be  mine. 

Mine  was  a  choice  I  could  not  rue.               ^^| 

^^M 

He  ceas'd,  and  gave  his  hand.    He  had          1 

Towards  lov  inark  the  Dean's  talk  set : 

won                                                        ^J 

He  pnii<4t^d  my  "Notes  on  Abury," 

(And  all  my  heart  was  in  my  word)            ^^H 

B«ad  wlieu  the  Aasociatiou  met 

From  me  the  affcetiou  of  a  son,                        ^^M 

At  Sarum  ;  he  was  pleased  to  see 

Whichever  fortune  Heaven  coiiferr'd  !              1 

I  had  not  stopped,  as  some  men  had, 

Well,  well,  would  I  take  more  wine  ?  Then     ^1 

At  VVranpler  and  Priie  Pt»et  ;  last, 

go                                                             ^H 

He  hop'd  tbe  business  was  not  bad 

To  her ;  she  makes  tea  on  the  lawn             ^^M 

1  came  about :  then  the  wine  pass'd. 

These  fine  warm  afternoons.     And  so               ^^ 

We  went  whither  my  soul  was  drawn  ;              M 

A  fitll  ^lass  prefaced  my  reply  : 
I  htv  d  his  daughter.  Honor  ;  I  told 

And  her  light»hearted  ignorance                        ^H 

Of  interest  in  our  discourse                            ^^M 

Mr  estate  and  prospects ;  mi^bt  I  try 

Fiird  me  with  love,  and  seem'd  to  enhanoe     ^^ 

J'o  will  lu*r  ?     At  my  wortlsj  so  bold 
Mv  sick  beartsank.     Then  he  :  Me  gave 

Her  beauty  with  pathetic  force. 

As,  through  the  tiowerj  mazes  sweet. 

11  ts  gliul  consent,  if  I  could  get 

Fronting  the  wind  that  flutter'd  blithe. 

Her    h»re.      A    dear,    good   Girl  t    she  *d 

And  lov'd  her  shape,  and  kiss'd  her  feet. 

hiive 

Shown  to  their  insteps  proud  and  lithe. 

Only  three  thousand  poands  as  yet ; 
More  l>v  and  b^%     Yes,  his  good  will 
Should  go  with  me  ;  ho  would  not  stir  ; 

She  approached,  all  mildness  and  yoang 

trust, 

And  ever  her  chaste  and  noble  air 

Gave  to  love's  feaat  its  choicest  gust«              ^^M 

He  and  mj  father  in  old  time  still 

A  vague,  faint  augury  of  d^pair.                ^^M 

Wtsh'd  I  sboubl  one  day  marry  her  ; 

^^1 

But  Gc)d  Ao  seldom  lets  its  take 

HONORlA*S   StTRRENDER                         ^H 

1           Uur  ehoseu  ^»athway,  when  it  Itea 

In  stcfi^  tbat  either  mar  or  make 

From  tittle  signa,  like  little  stars,                       ^H 

'     '                          '    ■  '        .    -'    -'         "     ■      :'S, 

Whose  faint  impreMion  on  the  sense            ^^^ 

T                                           n\d  his  pray'r 

The  very  looking  straight  at  mars,  ^^M 
Or  only  seen  by  confluence  ;                          ^^M 

iii»o  ii.-ij*  u,  ^flM,lMl  !!►  ip,  my  suit,  yet  he 

Left  all  t^  me»  his  pfissive  share 

From  inatioot  of  a  mutual  thouj^ht,                  ^^M 

I         CoDieat  and  opportunity.                            i 

Whence  aanotitj  of  manners  llow'd  i           ^^M 
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From  cLance  imconacious,  and  from  wlmt 
ConceailmeDt,  overconscioiM,  showed  i 

Her  htLud*a  less  weight  upon  my  arm, 
Her  lovalier  mien ;   tnut  matched  witii 
this  ; 

I  found,  and  felt  with  8trao|e  alarm, 
1 8tCK>d  (committed  to  mj  oliss. 

X  ^w  assured,  before  I  aak'd, 

That  she  'd  be  mine  without  rftr 
And  in  her  nucklm'd  graces  husik 

At  leUure,  till  the  time  shouk 
With  just  enough  of  dread  to  th 

The  hope,  aod  make  it  trehly 
Thus  loth  to  speak  the  word  to  ' 

Either  the  hope  or  happy  feakr. 

Till  oncep  through  knes  returning  , 

Her  laughing  sisters  lagged  beha, 
Andt  ere  we  re^eh'd  her  father^s  ^ 

We  paus'd  with  one  presentieut  ^tuu  ; 
And,  in  the  dun  and  perfum'd  miat, 

Their  coming  stayed ,  who,  frieuda  to  me, 
And  very  women,  lov^d  to  assist 

Love's  timid  opportunity. 

Twice  rose,  twice  died  my  trembling  word  ; 

The  faint  and  frail  Cathedral  chimes 
Spake  time  in  music,  and  we  heard 

The  chafers  rustling  in  the  limes. 
Her  dress,  that  touch'd  me  where  I  stood, 

The  warmth  of  her  confided  arm, 
Her  bosom's  gentle  neighborhood. 

Her  pleasure  in  her  power  to  charm  ; 
Her  look,  her  love,  her  form,  her  touch. 

The  least  seem'd  most  by  blissfid  turn, 
Blissfid  but  that  it  pleas'd  too  much. 

And  taught  the  wayward  soul  to  yearn. 
It  was  as  if  a  harp  with  wires 

Was  travers'd  by  the  breath  I  drew ; 
And,  oh,  sweet  meeting  of  desires. 

She,  answering,  own^  that  she  lov'd  too. 

Honoria  was  to  be  my  bride  ! 

The  hopeless  heights  of  hope  were  scal'd  ; 
The  summit  won,  I  paus'd  and  sigh'd, 

As  if  success  itself  had  fail'd. 
It  seem'd  as  if  my  lips  approach'd 

To  touch  at  Tantalus'  reward, 
And  rashly  on  Eden  life  encroach'd. 

Half-blinded  by  the  flaming  sword. 
The  whole  world  s  wealthiest  and  its  best. 

So  fiercely  sought,  appear'd,  when  found, 
Poor  in  its  need  to  be  possess'd. 

Poor  from  its  very  want  of  bomid. 


My  queen  was  crouching  at  my  side. 

By  love  uuaceptred  and  brought  low, 
Her  awful  garb  of  maideu  pride 

AH  melted  into  tears  like  snow  i 
The  mistress  of  my  revercut  thought, 

Whose  praise  was  all  I  ask'd  of  famni 
In  my  cltme-wEtch^d  approval  sought 

Proteetiou  as  from  aanjpr  and  blame  | 
Her  Boul^  which  late  I  lov  d  to  invest 

"^-"h  pilnr  for  my  poor  desert, 
I  its  face  within  mj  breast, 
i  ft  pet  fawn  by  hunters  hurt» 

THE  MARRIED   LOVER 

having  won  her,  do  I  woo  ? 
ause  her  spirit's  vestal  gracMS 
kes  me  always  to  pursue, 
^  apirit^like,  eludes  embrace  i 
le  her  womanhood  is  such 
It  BB  on  eourt^ays  atibjeots  Idss 
*ueeu*s  hand,  yet  so  near  a  touch 
Ji.u4rm3  no  mean  fam  ilia  mess, 
Kay,  rather  marks  more  fair  the  height 

Which  can  with  safety  so  neglect 
To  dread,  as  lower  ladies  might, 

That  grace  could  meet  with  disrespect. 
Thus  she  with  happy  favor  feeds 
Allegiance  from  a  love  so  high 
That  thence  no  false  conceit  proceeds 

Of  difference  bridged,  or  state  put  by  ; 
Because,  although  in  act  and  wora 

As  lowly  as  a  wife  can  be. 
Her  manners,  when  they  call  me  lord. 

Remind  me  't  is  by  courtesy  ; 
Not  with  her  least  consent  of  will, 

Which  would  my  proud  affection  hurt. 
But  by  the  noble  style  that  still 
Imputes  an  unattain'd  desert ; 
Because  her  gay  and  lofty  brows, 

When  all  is  won  which  hope  can  ask, 
Reflect  a  light  of  hopeless  snows 

That  bright  in  virgin  ether  bask ; 
Because,  though  free  of  the  outer  court 

I  am,  this  Temple  keeps  its  shrine 

Sacred  to  Heaven  ;  because,  in  short, 

She 's  not  and  never  can  be  mine. 

Feasts  satiate  ;  stars  distress  with  height ; 

Friendship  means  well,  but  misses  read^ 
And  wearies  in  its  best  deli&^ht 

Vex'd  with  the  vanities  of  speech  ; 
Too  long  regarded,  roses  even 

Afflict  the  mind  with  fond  unrest ; 
And  to  converse  direct  with  Heaven 

Is  oft  a  labor  in  the  breast; 
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Whatever  the  up-lookiuff  soul  adinireii, 

Whatever  the  seDses*  Douquet  he, 
Fftligues  at  ladt  mtb  vain  deaires, 

Or  Hie  kens  by  satiety  ; 
But  truly  luy  delight  was  mare 

la  h^r  to  whom  I  ^m  bound  for  aye 
Yesterday  tban  the  day  before^ 

And  more  t<Miay  than  yesterday. 

THE   GIRL  OF  ALL   PERIODS 

•^A3n>  even  our  women/*  lostJy  grumbles 
Beo, 

**  Leanng  their  nature,  dreas  and  talk  like 
toen  I  '* 

A  damael,  as  our  train  stopi  at  Five  Ashes, 

Down  to  the  station  in  a  dog-cart  djislies. 

A  footman  buys  her  ticket^  **  Third  class, 
parly  ;»^ 

And*  iu  bu^'button'd  ooat  and  <*  Cham- 
pagne Charley  " 

And  ffnch  scant  manhood  else  as  use  allows 
her. 

Her  two  shy  knees  bound  in  a  single  trouser, 

With,  'twixt  her  shapely  lipA,  a  violet 

PerchM  as  a  proxy  for  a  cigarette, 

She  takes  her  window  in  our  smoking  caiv 
riage, 

And  scans  us,  calmly  scorning  men  and 
marriage. 

Ben  frowns  in  silence  ;  older,  I  know  bet* 
ter 

Uma  to  read  ladies  'havior  in  the  letter. 

This  aping  man  is  crafty  fx^veS  devtHtng 

To  malce  the  woman's  difference  more  sur- 
prising ; 

And,  as  for  feeling  wroth  at  such  rebelling, 

WhoM  scold  the  child  for  now  and  then 
repelling 

Lures  with  **  I  won*t  I  '*  or  for  a  moment's 
straying 

In  its  sure  growth  towards  more  fuU  obey- 
ing ? 

•Te*,  she  had  read  the  'Legend  of  the 
Ages,' 

And  George  Sand  too,  skipping  the  wicked 

Andy  wnikt  we  talk'd,  her  protest  firm  and 
perky 

Against  mankind,  I  thought,  grew  lax  and 
jerky  ; 

Andj  at  a  compliment,  her  month's  com- 
pressnt« 

Kipp'd  in  ttti  birth  a  little  laugh  of  pleas- 
are  : 


And  smiles,  forbidden  her  lips,  as  weakness 

horrid, 
Broke,  in  grove  lights,  from  eyes  and  chin 

and  forehead  ; 
Andy  as  I  push'd  kind  'vantage  'gainst  the 

scomer, 
The  two  shy  knees  presaM  shyer  tc  the  cox^ 

ner ; 
And  Ben  began  to  talk  with  her,  the  rather 
Because  he  found  out  that  he  knew  her 

father, 
Sir  Francis  Applegarth,  of  Fenny  Conintont 
And  danced  once  with  her  sister  Mauae  at 

Brompton  ; 
And  then  he  star'd  until  he  quite  coafus'd 

her, 
More  pleas M  with  her  than  I,  who  but  ex- 

cus*d  her  ; 
Andy  when  she  got  out,  he,  with  sheepish 

glances, 
Said  he  'd  stop  too,  and  call  on  old  Sir 

Francis. 

FROM   ^THE  UNKNOWN   EROS" 

THE  TOYS 

My  little  son,  who  looked  from  thought- 
ful eyes 

And  mov'd  and  spoke  in  quiet  grown-up 
vrise, 

Having  my  law  the  seventh  time  disobej'd, 

I  struck  htm,  and  dismiBs*d 

With  hard  words  and  unkissM, 

His  Mother,  who  was  patient,  being  dend. 

Then,  fearing  lest  his  grief  should  hindef 
steep, 

I  visited  his  bed, 

But  found  him  slumbering  deep, 

With  darkened  eyelids,  and  their  lashes  jet 

From  his  late  sobbing  wet* 

And  I,  with  moan. 

Kissing  away  his  tears,  left  others  of  my 
own  ; 

For,  on  a  table  drawn  beside  his  headi 

He  had  nut,  within  his  reach, 

A  box  oi  counters  and  a  red-vein*d  stonOi 

A  piece  of  glass  abraded  by  the  beach, 

And  six  or  seven  shells, 

A  bottle  with  bluebells 

And  two  French  copper  coins,  ranged  there 
with  careful  art. 

To  comfort  hia  said  heart. 

So  whpn  that  night  I  pray'd 

To  Gad,  I  wept,  and  said : 
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Alif  when  at  last  we  lie  with  tranced  breathf 

Not  vtiJdtig  Tbce  in  death. 

And  Thou  remembepeat  of  what  toya 

We  made  our  jovs^ 

How  weaHy  understood 

Thy  great  commanded  good. 

Then,  fatherly  not  less 

Than  I  whom  Thou  hast  moulded  ftota.  tha 

clay, 
TOoult  leave  Thy  wratK,  and  eay, 
'^  I  will  be  sorry  for  their  childkhn 

THE  TWO   DESERTS 

Not  greiitly  moy'd  with  awe  am  X 
To  learn  that  we  may  spy 
Five  thousand  firmamenta  beyond  ott        et 
The  best  that  '&  known 
Of  the  heavenly  bodiea  does  them  oiw 

email. 
View'd  close,  the  Moon^i  fair  ball 
Is  of  ill  objects  worstt 
A  corpse  iu  Night's  highway,  naked,  fire- 

scarr'd,  accurst ; 
And  now  they  tell 
That  the  Sun  is  plainly  seen  to  boil  and 

burst 
Too  horribly  for  hell. 
So,  judging  from  these  two, 
As  we  must  do, 

The  Universe,  outside  our  living  Earth, 
Was  all  conceiv'd  in  the  Creator's  mirth, 
Forecasting  at  the  time  Man's  spirit  deep, 
To  make  £rt  cheap. 
Put  by  the  Telescope  I 
Better  without  it  man  may  see, 
Stretch'd  awful  in  the  hush'd  midnight, 
The  ghost  of  his  eternity. 


Give  me  the  nobler  glais  that  eweUa  to  the 

©ye 
The  things  which  near  ns  lie, 
Till  Stiient'e  rapturously  halls^ 
In  the  minutest  water-drop, 
A  torment  of  innumerahk  taili. 
These  at  the  least  do  live* 
But  rather  give 
A  mind  not  much  to  pry 

1  our  royal-fair  estate 

:t  these  deserts  blank  of  amall  and 

great 

tr  and  beauty  our  own  courtiers  arei, 

ig  to  tmteh  our  gaze^ 

it  of  obvious  ways 

iranderiogfar. 
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lid  bis  sistera  wonder  what  could 

Joseph  see 
In  a  mild^  silent  little  Maid  like  thee  ? 
And  was  it  awful,  in  that  narrow  house. 
With  God  for  Babe  and  Spouse  ? 
Nay,  like  thy  simple,  female  sort,  each  one 
Apt  to  find  Him  in  Husband  and  in  Son, 
Nothing  to  thee  came  strange  in  this. 
Thy  wonder  was  but  wondrous  bliss  : 
Wondrous,  for,  though 
True  Virgin  lives  not  but  does  know, 
(Howbeit  none  ever  yet  confess'd,) 
That  Grod  lies  really  in  her  breast, 
Of  thine  He  made  His  special  nest ! 
And  so 

All  mothers  worship  little  feet, 
And  kiss  the  very  CTound  they  Ve  trod ; 
But,  ah,  thy  little  Baby  sweet 
Who  was  indeed  thy  God ! 


il^alter  C  ^mttl^ 


DAUGHTERS   OF   PHILISTIA 

FROM  "OLRIG  GRANGE" 

Lady  Anne  Dewhurst  on  a  crimson  couch 
Lay,  with  a  rug  of  sable  o'er  her  knees. 
In  a  bright  boudoir  in  Belgravia  ; 
Most  perfectly  array'd  in  shapely  robe 
Of  sumptuous  satin,  lit  up  here  and  there 
With  scarlet  touches,  and  with  costly  lace, 
Nice-finger'd  maidens  knotted  in  Brabant ; 


And  all  around  her  spread  magnificenoe 
Of  bronzes,  Sevres  vases,  marquetrie. 
Rare  buhl,  and  bric-2i/-brac  of  every  kind, 
From  Rome  and  Paris  and  the  centuries 
Of  far-off  beauty.    All  of  goodly  color. 
Or  graceful  form  that  could  delight  the 

eye, 
In  orderly  disorder  lay  around, 
And   flowers  with  perfume   scented  the 

warm  air. 


Sutelj  nod  Urge  and  beautiful  was  she 
Spite  of  lit?r  sixty  nummers,  with  an  ejo 
Traiu*d  to  soft  languors,  that  could  also 

fiaah. 
Keen  as  a    sword  and  sharp — a    black 

bright  eje, 
Deep  jutik  beneath  an  arch  of  jet.     She  bad 
A  weary  look,  and  yet  the  weariness 
Seetn'd  not  m>  native  as  the  worldliness 
WMeh    blended     with    it.      ^W*iLry    and 

wxrrldly,  she 
Had  quite  resijjn^d  herself  to  misery 
In  this  sad  Tale  of  tears,  but  fully  meant 
Tonorse  her  sorrow  in  a  sumptuuu!*  fashion, 
And  make  it  an  expensive  luxury  ; 
For  nothing  she  esteem*d  that  Doihiug  cost* 

Bc'^ide  ber,  on  a  table  round,  inlaid 

With  preeioiis  stones   by  Roman   art  de* 

siffn*d, 
Lnr  phials,  scent,  a  noTel  and  a  Bible, 
A  pill  Ixix,  and  a  wine  glass,  and  a  book 
On  the  Aj)ocalypse  ;  foj?  she  was  much 
Addicted  unto  physic  and  reli^on, 
And  her  physician  had  prescrio'd  for  her 
JpJlies  and  wines  aud  cheerful  Literature. 
The  Book  on  the  Apocalypse  was  writ 
By  her  chosen  pastor,  and  she   took  the 

novel 
With   the   dry  sherry,  and   the   pills   pre- 

scribM. 
A  gorgeous,  pious,  comfortable  life 
Of  mbery  she  lived  ;  aud  all  the  Kins 
Of  all  bcr  htjuse,  and  all  the  nation's  sins. 
And  all  shortcomings  of  the  Church  and 

8ute, 
And  all  the  sins  of  all  the  world  beside, 
Bore  aa  her  special  cross,  confessing  them 
VicArioasly  day  by  day,  and  then 
She  eomforted  hex  heart,  which  needed  it. 
With  brio-j^brao  and  jelly  and  old  wine. 

Beside  the  fire,  her  elbow  on  the  mantel. 
And  forehead  resting  on  her  finger- tip», 
Shading  a  ^e  where  sometimes  loom'd  a 

frown, 
And  sometimes  flashed  a  gleam  of  bitter 

scorn, 
Her  daughter  stood;  no  more  a  graceful 

girl, 
But  m  the  gloiy  of  her  womanhood, 
8Ulely  anclhanghty.     One  who  might  bare 

been 
A  noble  woman  in  a  nobler  world, 
Bat  now  was  only  woman  of  her  world  ; 


With  just  enough    of   better  thought   to 

know 
It  was  not  noble,  and  despise  it  all,  I 

And  most  heriiclf  for  making  it  her  all* 
A  woman,  complex,  intricate,  involv'd  ; 
Wrestling  with  self,  yet  still  by  self  sub- 
dued ; 
Scorning  herself  for  being  what  she  waa. 
And  yet  unable  to  be  that  she  would  ; 
Uneasy  with  the  sense  of  possible  good 
Never  attainM,  nor  sought,  except  in  iita 
Ending  in  failures  ;  conscious,  too,  of  power 
Which  found  no  purpose  to  direct  its  force, 
And  so  came  back  npou  herself,  and  grew 
An  inward    fret.     The   caged  bird  some* 

times  daah'd 
Against  the  wires,  aud  sometimes  sat  and 

pin'd. 
But  mainly  pecked  her  sugar,  and  ejed  her 

glass, 
And  trilled  her  graver  thoughts  away  in 
song. 

Mother  and   daughter — yet    a    childless 

mother, 
And   motherless    her   daughter ;    for   the 

world 
Had  ga»h*d  a  chasm  between,  impassable, 
And  they  had  nought  in  common,  neither 

love, 
Nor  hate,  nor  anything  except  a  name. 
Yet  both  were  of  the  world;  and  she  not 

least 
Wbose  world  was  the  reli^ons  one,  and 

8tretch*d 
A  kind  of  isthmus  'tween  the  Devil  and 

God, 
A  slimy,  oory  mud,  wher«  mandrakes  grew. 
Ghastly,  with  intertwisted  roots,  and  things 
Amphibious  haunted,  and  the  leathern  bat 
Flickered  about  its  twilight  ereraore* 

THE  SELF-EXILED 

The^rk  came  a  soul  to  the  gate  of  HeaTeQ 

Gliding  slow  — 
A  soul  that  was  ransom'd  and  forgiven* 

And  white  as  snow  : 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

A  mystic  li^ht  beam*d  from  the  Imo 

Of  the  radiant  maid. 
But  there  also  lay  on  its  tender  gm6% 

A  mvstic  shade  : 
And  the  angeU  aU  were  silent* 
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As  sunlit  oloads  bj  a  Eej^hyr  borne 

Seem  not  to  ttir^ 
60  to  the  golden  gates  of  mam 

Iney  cRrried  her  : 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

*  Now  open  the  gate,  and  let  her  in^ 

And  fling  it  wide, 
For  she  has  beeu  cleansed  from  ataln  ol 
siny 

St.  Peter  cried  : 
And  the  angels  all  were  siient. 

^  Though  I  am  clean  a  *d  from  staj 

She  an^wer'd  low, 
**  I  came  not  hither  t^  enter  in, 

Nor  may  I  go  :  *' 
And  the  angels  all  were  Bilent. 

«*  I  come,'*  she  aaid,  "  to  the  pearly 

To  see  the  Thront) 
Where  sits  the  Irfimb  on  the  Sapphire  Floors 

With  God  alone  :  " 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

**  I  come  to  hear  the  new  song  they  sing 

To  Him  that  died, 
And  note  where  the  healing  waters  spring 

From  His  pierced  side  :  " 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

'<  But  I  may  not  enter  there/'  she  said, 

"  For  I  must  go 
Across  the  gulf  where  the  guilty  dead 

Lie  in  their  woe  :  *' 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

<<  If  I  enter  heaven  I  may  not  pass 

To  where  they  be, 
Though  the  wail  of  their  bitter  pain,  alas  I 

Tormenteth  me  : " 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

^  If  I  enter  heaven  I  may  not  speak 

My  soul's  desire 
For  them  that  are  lying  distraught  and 
weak 

In  flaming  fire  :  " 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

"  I  had  a  brother,  and  also  another 

Whom  I  lov'd  well ; 
What  i^  in  anguish,  they  curse  each  other 

In  the  depths  of  hell  ?  " 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 


**  How  could  I  touch  the  golden  bmrpa, 

When  aU  my  praise 
Would  be  30  wrought  with  grief-f  uU  warpfl 

Of  their  aad  days  7  *' 
And  the  angek  all  were  silent. 

"  How  love  the  lov'd  who  are  sorrowing 

And  yet  be  glad  ? 
How  sing  the  son^  ye  are  fain  to  sing| 
"^         While  I  am  aad  7  " 
la  angeli  all  were  silent. 

slear  as  glass  is  the  golden  street 

Of  the  city  fair, 
iie  tree  of  life  it  maketh  sweet 

The  liglitsome  air  :  " 

^e  angeU  all  were  silent. 

the  white-robM    saints  with   their 
crowns  and  palms 
Are  good  to  see, 
And  oK  B^  grand  are  the  sounding  psalms ! 

But  not  for  me  1  " 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

**  I  come  where  there  is  no  night,"  she  said, 

"  To  go  away, 
And  help,  if  I  yet  may  help,  the  dead 

That  have  no  day." 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

St.  Peter  he  turned  the  keys  abont, 

And  answer'd  gnm : 
**  Can  you  love  the  Lord,  and  abide  with* 
oat, 

Afar  from  Him?" 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent. 

**  Can  you  love  the  Lord  who  died  for  yon. 

And  leave  the  place 
Where  His  glory  is  all  disclos'd  to  vieWy 

And  tender  grace  ?  " 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent 

**  They  go  not  out  who  come  in  here  | 

It  were  not  meet : 
Nothing  they  lack,  for  He  is  here, 

And  bliss  complete." 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent 

"  Should  I  be  nearer  Christ,"  she  said, 

"  By  pitying  less 
The  sinful  living  or  woeful  dead 

In  their  helplessness  ?  ** 
And  the  angels  all  were  silent* 
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"  Should  I  be  Uker  Christ  were  I 

Those  tender  words  corapasaionate,                 J 

To  love  no  more 

Gentle  and  meek  :                        ^^H 

The  Io¥*d,  who  in  their  nn^ulsh  lie 

And  the  angels  all  were  silent                  ^H 

Oittside  the  door  ?  '* 

H 

And  the  augeb  all  were  silent. 

Now,  pity  is  the  touch  of  God                  ^H 

In  human  hearts,                          ^^M 

'*  Did  He  not  hang  on  the  cursM  tree, 

And  from  tliat  way  He  ever  trod             ^^M 

And  bear  it»  shanie. 

He  ne'er  departs  ;                        ^^M 

And  clasp  to  His  hearty  fur  love  of  me^ 

My  guilt  and  bkme  ?  *' 
And  the  angeb  all  were  silentt 

And  the  angels  all  were  silent,                 ^^M 

^ 

And  He  said,  **  Now  will  I  go  with  y<m,        1 

Dear  child  of  love,                        ^J 

**  Should  I  be  liker,  nearer  Him, 

I  am  weary  of  all  this  glory,  too>              ^^M 

Forgetting  this, 
Singing  all  day  with  the  Seraphim, 

In  heaven  above  : "                     ^^M 

And  the  angels  all  were  silent.                  ^^| 

In  selfish  bliss?" 

■ 

And  the  angels  all  were  Bilent. 

'<  We  will  go  seek  and  save  the  lost,         ^B 
If  they  will  hear,                           ^M 

The  Lord  Himself  stood  by  the  gatOj 

They  who  ure  worst  but  need  me  most,     ^1 

And  heard  her  speak 

And  all  are  dear  :  *'                           J 

And  the  angels  were  not  silent.                ^^1 

f rdtiftjtf  Curner  ^Igrabe                          H 

THE   ANCIENT  AND   MODERN 

Upon  the  world-wide  ouivas.     So                   1 

MUSES 

With  larger  scope  our  art  we  pUy  ;       ^J 
And  if  the  crown  be  harder  won,               ^H 

Thk  mononient  outlastine^  bmnxe 
Was  proinis*d  well  by  bards  of  old  ; 

Diviner  rays  aroimd  it  run,                        ^^M 

With  strains  of  fuller  harmony.            ^^| 

The  lucid  outline  of  their  lay 

■ 

111  sweet  precision  keeps  for  aye, 

■ 

fix'd  in  the  ductile  langttage-gold. 

PRO  MORTUIS                    ^M 

Bat  we  who  work  with  smaller  skill, 

What  should  a  man  desire  to  leave  ? 

And  leu  refined  material  mould,  — 

A  flawless  work  ;  a  noble  life  ; 

This  dose  conglomerate  English  speech, 

Some  music  harmonized  from  strife, 

Beaneat  of  many  tribes,  that  eai.*h 

Brought   here  and  wroui^ht  at  from  of 

Some  finUh'd  thing,  ere  the  slack  hands  at 

eve 

old, 

Drop,  should  be  his  to  leave*                 ^ 

Be^duum  rough,  eked  out  by  rhyme, 

One  gem  of  song,  defying  age  ;                  ^H 

Barbanan  ornament  uneouth,  — 

A  hard-won  fight ;  a  well-work'd  farm        1 

Oar  hope  bf  less  to  lost  tlirough  Art 

A  law  no  guile  can  twist  to  harm  ;                1 

Tban  deeper  searching  of  the  heart, 

Some  tale,  as  our  lost  Thackeray *fl  bright»        1 

Than  broader  range  of  uttered  truth. 

or  sage                                                            M 
As  the  just  Hallam*s  page.                     ^^1 

One  keen-cut  group,  one  deed  or  aim 
Athenian  Sophocles  could  show, 

^^H 

Or,  in  life's  homeliest,  meanest  siiot,          ^^ 

And    rest    content  ;     but    Shakespeare's 

With  temperate  step  from  year  to  year         1 

stage 

To  move  within  his  little  splu^re,                  | 

If  att  hold  the  glasi  to  every  age,  — 
A  tbomoiid  Kirms  tind  passions  glow 

Leaving  a  pure  name  to  be  known,  or  not,  -»        1 

This  is  a  true  man's  lot.                         ^^t 

wrought, 
The  schemes  that  came  to  nought, 

16   sketch  half-way  'twixt   verse   and 

prose 
That  mocks  the  finish'd  picture  tmCi 
The  auarry  whence  the  statue  grew, 
scaffolding  'neath  which  the  paliuse  rose, 
The  vague  abortive  throes 

nd  fever^fits  of  jov  or  gloom  :  — 
In  kind  oblivion  let  them  be  ! 
Nor  has  the  dead  worse  foe  than  he 
>  rakes  these  sweepings  of  the  artist's 

room, 
And  piles  them  on  his  tomb. 

b,  't  is  but  little  that  the  best, 
Frail  children  of  a  fleeting  hour, 
Can  leave  of  perfect  fruit  or  flower ! 
let  all  else  be  graciously  supprest 
When  man  lies  down  to  rest  I 

WILLIAM   WORDSWORTH 
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ENTLB  and  grave,  in  simple  dress, 
nd  features  Dy  keen  mountain  air 
loulded  to  volemn  ruggedness, 
he  m&n  we  came  to  see  sat  there  : 
ot  apt  for  speech,  nor  quickly  stirr'd 
uless  when  heart  to  heart  replied; 
bearing  equally  remov'd 
rom  vain  display  or  sullen  pride. 


I'o  INature  as  devt 
Or  toil'd  to  serve 
But  none  with  the 
That  stiir-like  swe 
The  insight  into  w 
The  lucid  sanity  o 

The  fever  of  our  i 
The  autumn  poiso 
The  soul  with  its  • 
He  saw  and  felt,  1 
With  eye  made  cl 
The  life  of  Man  a 
And  read  the  heai 
Till  new  seem'd  o 

To  his  own  self  n< 
Bound  in  the  bon< 
Confess  the  failin; 
The  lion's  mark  ii 
Nor  any  song  so  ] 
Since  his,  who  ck 
Our  Homer  of  th* 
To  wake  in  his  01 

O  blaring  trumpe 
O  glories,  in  theii 
O  flaunting  roll  o 
Here  was  the  kin. 
It  was  a  strength 
In  that  g^at  prei 
That  on  the  boy  J 
That  those  white 

A     T  TTTT  F     ( 
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Be  beside  me  in  the  light, 

The  lotus  flaunts  his  ruddy  sheen,                   ^J 

Clo^e  by  me  through  all  the  night  ; 

And,  —  vain  memento  of  the  spot,—         ^^| 

intake  tnc  gentle,  kind,  aud  true, 

The  turquoise-eyed  forge t-me^uot.             ^^M 

Du  what  motlier  bida  me  do  ; 

^^1 

Help  and  uheer  me  when  I  fret, 

Lie  still  1     Thy  mother-land  herself             ^^^| 

And  fgrgive  when  I  forget. 

Would  know  thee  not  again  :  no  mora       ^^B 

The  Rnven  from  the  northern  shore                   1 

Oooe  wast  thou  in  cradle  laid^ 

Hails  the  bold  crew  to  pubh  fur  pelf,                    1 

Bubv  bright  in  niAiiger-shade, 
With  the  oxen  and  the  cows. 

Tbrou|fh  fire  and  blood  and  silaughterM        J 

kings                                                      ^J 

And  the  lambs  outaido  the  house  : 

'Neath  the  black  terror  of  his  wings.         ^^| 

Now  thou  art  above  the  sky  : 

^H 

Canst  thoa  hear  a  baby  cfy  7 

And  thou,  —  thy  very  name  is  lost  1              ^^H 

The  peasant  only  knows  that  here             ^^U 

Thoti  art  nearer  when  we  pray. 

Bold  Alfred  sooop'd  thy  flinty  bier,                 1 

Since  thou  art  so  far  away  ; 

And  pray*d  a  foenian*fl  prayer,  and  toat               1 

Thou  my  little  hymn  ¥rilt  bear, 

His  auburn  head,  and  said,  **One  more           1 

Jesns  Christ,  our  Saviour  dear. 

Of    England's    foes    guards    England's  J 

Thou  that  once,  on  mother**  knufif 

shore/'                                                   ^m 

Wa«t  a  little  one  like  me. 

^^H 

• 

And  turned  and  passed  to  other  feats,            ^^M 

And  left  "thee  in  thine  iron  robe,                 ^^H 

A  DANISH    BARROW 

To  eirele  with  the  circling  globe,                ^^H 

OK  THE  EAST  DEVON  COAST 

While  Time's  corrosive  dewdrop  eats           ^^M 

The  giant  wan*ior  to  a  crust                      ^^M 

LxK  atill,  old  Dane,  below  thy  heap  1 
A  itordy-baek  and  sturdy-limb, 

Of  earth  in  earth,  and  mat  in  rust.            ^^M 

^^H 

Whoever  h»  waa,  I  warrant  him 

So  lie  ;  and  let  the  children  play                    ^^H 

Upon  wbo66  moand  the  single  sheep 
firowies  and  tinkles  in  the  sun, 

And  sit  like  flowers  upon  thy  grave           ^^B 

And  crown  with  flowers,  —  that  hardly       J 

Within  the  narrow  vale  alone. 

have                                                        ^^J 

A  briefer  blooming-tide  than  they  ; —         ^^M 

Lie  still,  old  Dane  I    This  restful  scene 

By  hurrying  years  urged  on  to  rest*          ^^| 
As  thou,  witiun  the  Mother's  breast.         ^^M 

Suits  well  thy  centuries  of  sleep  : 

The  soft  brown  roots  above  thee  creep^ 

■ 

Cfiomajst  1^1 

rnrp  ^iixltjf                          H 
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With  men  that  may  not  He  :                         ^^| 

M   &>  *■  »  *  ^    a  ^#  x^  *  ^ 

With  thoughts  that  cannot  die.                     ^^M 

HB  DIESES  TODTEN  MIR   HERAUS  P 

Bring  me  my  dead  1                                        ^^M 

Into  the  storied  halK                                       ^^^| 

(Tke  Minster  speah} 

Where  I  have  garner'd  all                               ^^| 

Brinq  me  my  dead  t 

My  harvest  without  v^eed  ;                              ^^M 

To  me  that  luive  grown, 

My  chosen  fruits  of  goodly  seed  «                  ^^| 
And  lay  him  gently  down  among                    ^^M 

Stone  laid  upon  stone, 

As  the  stormy  brood 

The  men  of  state,  the  men  of  song  !               ^^M 

Of  EngUsh  blood 

The  men  that  would  not  suffer  wrong  :          ^H 
The  thought-worn  chieftains  of  the  mxiid  I          V 

Has  wax*d  and  spread 

And  flird  the  world. 

Head*servants  of  the  human  kindi                        J 

With  sails  uuf  urrd  ; 

^H 

*Doa 

CtellM.                                                                                                    ^H 
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Bring  ni©  my  dead  ! 

The  autuniu  sun  shall  sh^ 

Its  Iwams  athwart  the  hier'a 

HeapM  blooms  :  a  many  t«aiB 

Shall  f  ow  ;  his  words,  ia  cadeiice  sweet  nnd 

fitJ1>Dg, 

jShall  voice  the  full  heafts  of  th&  sOent 

thfOBg, 

Bniig  me  mj  dead  I 


%r 


DORIS:  A  PASTORA 

I  BAT  with  DoriSf  the  shepherd-m^ 
Her    erocik    was    laden   with  \,, 
tlowers  : 
I    Bat  and    woo^d    her»  thfoagli   eujilight 
wheeling 
And  shadows  steidingi  for   hours   and 
hours. 

And  she,  my  Doris,  whose  lap  encloses 

Wild  suminer-roses  of  sweet  perfume, 
The  while  I  sued  her,  kept  hush'd  and 
hearken'd, 
TUl  shades  had  darkened  from  gloss  to 
gloom. 

She  tonoh'd  my  shoulder  with  fearful  finger; 
She  said,  "  We  linger,  we  must  not  stay  : 
My  flock 's  in  danger,  my  sheep  wUl  wan- 
der ; 
Behold    them    yonder,    how    far    they 
stray ! " 

I  answer'd  bolder,  **  Nay,  let  me  hear  you, 
And  still  be  near  you,  and  still  adore  ! 

No  wolf  nor  stranger  will  touch  one  year- 
ling : 
Ah !  stay,  my  darling,  a  moment  more  ! " 

3he    whisper'd,   sighing,  **  There  will   be 
sorrow 

Beyond  to-morrow,  if  I  lose  to-day  ; 
My  fold  unguarded,  my  flock  unfolded, 

I  shall  be  scolded  and  sent  away." 

Said  I,  denying,  **  If  they  do  miss  you. 
They  ought  to  kiss  you  when  you  get 
home ; 


And  oh  t  mA  wedded  moumer,  seeking  still 
For  vaiiish'd  hand  clasp  :  di-iiikiug  m  thy 

mi 

Of  holy  grief  ;  forgive,  tlmt  pious  theft 
Bobs  thee  of  all,  save  memories,  left : 
Not  thine  to  kneel  beside  the  grassy  moand 
White  dies  the  western  glow  ;  mtd  all  around 
Is  silence  ;  and  the  sbaaows  closer  creep 
And  whupef  iofily  :  AU  most  fall  asleep. 


f 


11  rewarded  by  friend  and  neighbor 
4I  be  the  labor  from  which  you 
Kime." 

might   remember,"  she    answered 
uieekly, 
**■  That  lambs  are  weakly,  and  sheep  are 
wild ; 
But  if  they  love  me,  it  *s  none  so  fervent : 
I  am  a  servant,  and  not  a  child." 

Then  each  hot  ember  gloVd  within  me, 
And  love  did  win  me  to  swift  reply  : 

*<  Ah !  do  but  prove  me  ;  and  none  shall 
bind  you. 
Nor  fray  nor  find  y6u,  until  I  die." 

She  blttsh'd  and  started,  and  stood  await- 
ing, 

As  if  debating  in  dreams  divine  ; 
But  I  did  brave  them  ;  I  told  her  plainly 

She  doubted  vainly,  she  must  be  mine. 

So  we,  twin-hearted,  from  all  the  valley 
Did  rouse  and  rally  her  nibbling  ewes  ; 

And  homeward  drave  them,  we  two  together, 
Through  blooming  heather  and  gleaming 
dews. 

That  simple  dutv  fresh  grace  did  lend  hei^ 
My  Doris  tenaer,  my  Doris  true  ; 

That  I,  her  warder,  did  always  bless  her, 
And  often  press  her  to  take  her  due. 

And  now  in  beauty  she  fills  my  dwelling, 
With  love  excelling,  and  nndefil'd  ; 

And  love  doth  guard  her,  both  fast  and 
fervent. 
No  more  a  servant,  nor  yet  a  child. 
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FROM    "DOROTHY:   A  COUNTRY 
STORY  ^ 

OOROTHV 

Doftomr  roes  with  her  pails  to  the  ancient 
well  in  the  courtyard 
Dmly  at  gray  of  niorii^  daily  ere  twilight 
At  eve  ; 
Often  uiid  often  again  she  winds  at  the 
mighty  old  wiudlass, 
8tiU  with  her  strong  red  arms  landing 
the  bucket  aright  i 
Then,  her  beeclien  yoke  press'd  down  on 
her  broad  square  shoulders, 
Stately,  erect,  like  a  queen,  she  with  her 
burden  returns  : 
She  with  her  burden  retiirr)^  to  the  fields 
that  she  loveSf  to  the  cattle 
Lowing   bedide  the  troughs,  welcoming 
her  and  her  pails. 
Dorothy  —  who  is  she  ?    She  is  only  a  ser^ 
vant^f*alUwork ; 
Servant  at  White  Rose  Farm,  under  the 
oliif  in  the  vale  : 
Coder  the  sandstone  olilTt  where  martins 
build  in  the  springtime, 
Hard  by  the  green  level  meads,  hard  by 
the  streams  of  the  Tore. 
Ohf  what  a  notable  lass  is  our  DoUyi  the 
pride  of  the  dairy  I 
Stalwart  and  tall  as  a  man,  strong  as  a 
heifer  to  work  i 
Built  for  beauty,  indeed,  but  certainly  built 
for  labor  — 
Witness  her  muscular  ann^  witness  the 
grip  of  her  hand  I 


Weakly  her  mistress  was,  and  weakly  the 
two  little  daughters  ; 
But  h^  her  master^s  side  Dorothy  wrought 
hke  a  son  : 
Wrought  out  of  doors  on  the  farm,  and 
InborM  in  dairy  and  kitchen^ 
Doing  the  work  of  two  ;  help  and  snp- 
|M>rt  of  them  all. 
Hough  were  her  broad  brown  hands,  and 
within,  ah  me  I  they  were  homy  ; 
'iUiugh    were    her    thick    ruddy    arms, 
shapely  and  round  as  they  were  ; 
Bongh  too  her  glowing  cheeks  ;  and  her 
sunburnt  face  and  forehead 
Browner  than  cairngorm  seemed,  set  in 
her  amber-bright  hair. 


Yet 't  was  a  handsome  face  ;  the  beautiful 
regular  features 
Labor  could  never  spoil,  ignorance  could 
not  degrade  : 
And  in  her  clear  blue  eyes  bright  gleams 
of  intelligence  lingered  ; 
And  on  her  warm  red  mouth.  Love  might 
have  'lighted  and  lain. 
Never  an  unkind  word  nor  a  rude  unseemly 
expression 
Came  from  that  soft  red  mouth  ;  nor  In 
those  sunny  blue  eyes 
Lived  there  a  look  that  belied  the  franknesa 
of  innocent  girlhood  — 
Fearless,  because  it  is   pure  ;  gradouiy 
and  gentle,  and  cahn. 
Have  you  not  seen  such  a  face,  among  rural 
hardworking  maidens 
Born  but  of  peasant  stock,  free  from  our 
Dorothy  s  shame  ? 
Just  such   faces  as  hers  —  a  countenance 
open  and  artless. 
Where  no  knowledge  appears,  culture, 
nor  vision  of  grace  ; 
Yet  which  an  op«n-air  life  and  simple  and 
strenuous  labur 
Fills  with  a  charm  of  its  own  —  precious, 
I  and  warm  from  the  heart  ? 

Hers  was  full  of  that  charm  ;  and  besii 
was  something  ennobled. 
Something  adoni'd,  by  thoughts  due 
gentle  descent : 
So  that  a  man  should  say,  if  he  saw 
afield  at  the  milking, 
Or  with  her  sickle  at  work  reaping  the 
barley  or  beans, 
*■  There  Is  a  strapping  wench  —  a  lusty  lass 
of  a  thousand, 
**  Able  to  fend  for  herself,  fit  for  the 
work  of  a  man  I  " 
But  if  he  came  more  near,  and  she  lifted 
her  face  to  behold  him, 
••  Ah,"  be  would  cry,  **  what  a  change  I 
Surely  a  Utdjf  is  here  1  ** 
Tes  —  if  a  lady  be  one  who  is  gracious  and 
quiet  in  all  things, 
Thinking  no  evil  at  all,  helpful  whereTer 
she  can  ; 
Then   too  at  ^Miite  Rose  Farm,  by  the 
martins'  cliff  in  the  valley. 
There  was  a  Imly  ;  and  she  was  but  the 
servant  of  sUL 
True,  when  she  spoke,  her  speech  was  the 
homely  speeeh  of  the  country  ; 


ide%H 
toB^l 
her       I 
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Rough  with  qtuunt  antsqae  wofda,  pio- 
tiireisque  siijiugs  of  old  t 
Aud,  fur  the  tbin^  that  she  ^d,  tbey  wer^ 
nothing  but  household  phraaes  — 
News  of  the  pouhrj  and  kiiie,  tidings  of 
Yillage  and  home  ; 
But  ihet^   was  sometliing   withal  in   her 
musical  voice  and  her  manner 
Gare  to  sueh  workaday  talk  touches  of 
higher  degree. 
So  too,  abroad  and  alone,  when  ihe  i 
sun  rise  o*er  the  tneadowa, 
Or  amid  goldeu  clouds  saw  him 
ing  at  eve  ; 
Though  no   poetic  thonght,  no  1 
rapturous  insight. 
Troubled  her  childlike  ioul,  yet 
wonder  and  ga^e  ; 
Yet  fiho  could  welcome  the  mor 
beauty  aa  well  as  its  bright 

And,  in  the  evening  glow,  think  — 

iupper  alouc» 

COUNTRY  KISSES 

Curious,  the  ways  of  these  folk  of  humble 
and  hardy  condition : 
Kisses,  amongst  ourselves,  bless  me,  how 
much  they  imply  1 
Ere  you  can  come  to  a  kiss,  you  must 
scale    the  whole  gamut  of    court- 
ship— 
Introduction  first ;  pretty  attentions  and 
words  ; 
Tentative  looks  ;  and  at  length,  perhaps  the 
touch  of  a  finger  ; 
Then  the  confession  ;  and  then  (if  she  al- 
low it)  the  kiss. 
8o  that  a  kiss  comes  last  —  't  is  the  crown 
and  seal  of  the  whole  thing  ; 
Passion  avow'd  by  you,  fpndly  accepted 
by  her. 
But  in   our  Dorothy's   class,  a   kiss   only 
marks  the  beginning  : 
Comes  me  a  light-hearted  swain,  think- 
ing of  nothing  at  all ; 
Flings  his  fustian  sleeve  round  the  ample 
waist  of  the  maiden  ; 
Kisses  her  cheek,  and  she  —  laughingly 
thrusts  him  away. 
Why,  *t  is  a  matter  of  course  ;  every  good- 
looking  damsel  expects  it ; 
T  is  but  the  homage,  she  feels,  paid  to  her 
beauty  by  men : 


So  that,  at  Kifla-in-the-Ring — ^an  innoeeni 
game  and  a  good  one  — 
Strangers  in  plenty  may  kiss  :  nay^  she 
pursues,  in  her  turn* 

DOROTHY *S  ROOM 

'T  was  but  a  poor  little  room  ;   a  farr^ 
servant's  loft  in  n.  garret  ; 
'^'     small  window  and  door  ;   never  a 
©himnt^y  at  all  j 

tie  stool  by  the  bed,  and  a  Femnant 
of  castaway  carpet ; 
on  the  floor^  by  the  wall,  carefully 
dusted  and  bright, 
lie  green-painted  !k>3£,  our  Dorothy's 
closet  and  wardrobe, 
hug  her  treasures,  her  all — ^all  that 
the  own* d  in  the  world  ! 
and  hoaen  wore  there,  coarse  lin^n 
and  home-knitt«d  hosen  ; 
liaiiLlkerehiefs  bought  at  the  fair,  aprons 
and  smocks  not  a  few  ; 
Kirtles  for  warmth  when  afield,  and  frocks 
for  winter  and  summer, 
Blue  -  spotted,  lilac,  gray  ;    cotton  and 
woolen  and  serge  ; 
All  her  simple  attire,  save  the  clothes  she 
felt  most  like  herself  in  — 
Rough,  coarse  workaday  clothes,  fit  for 
a  laborer's  wear. 
There  was  her  Sunday  array  —  the  boots, 
and  the  shawl,  and  the  bonnet, 
Solemnly  folded  apart,  not  to  be  lightly 
assumed  ; 
There  was  her  jewelry,  too  :  't  was  a  brooch 
(she  had  worn  it  this  evening^ 
Made  of  cairngorm   stone  —  really  too 
splendid  for  her ! 
Which  on  a  Martlemas  Day  Mr.  Robert 
had  bought  for  a  fairing  : 
Little  she  thought,  just  then,  how  she 
would  value  it  now  I 
As  for  her  sewing  gear,  her  housewife,  her 
big  brass  thimble, 
Knitting  and  sucldike  work,  such  as  her 
fingers  could  do. 
That  was  away  downstairs,  in  a  dresser- 
drawer  in  the  kitchen, 
Ready  for  use  of  a  night,  when  she  was 
tidied  and  clean. 
Itenif  up  there  in  the  chest  were  her  books; 
*'  The  Dairyman's  Daughter  ; " 
Ballads;  "The  Olney  Hymns;"  BiUe 
and  Prayer-book,  of  course  : 
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That  waa  Her  library  ;  these  were  the  litnits 
of  I>orothj-*a  ivadlng  ; 
Wholesonie,  but  scanty  indeed  :    was  it 
then  all  that  she  knew  ? 
Naj,  for  like  other  gt>od   girla,  she   had 
profited  iiuieh  by  her  sehooliug 
Under  the  mighty  three  —  Naturef  and 
Labor,  and  Life  : 
Mightier  they  than  books  ;  if  books  could 
have  only  come  after, 
Xltoughts  of   instruotcKl  minds  Altering 
down  into  Hera. 
'That  uras  impossible  now  ;   what  she  had 
l>eeu,  she  was,  and  she  would  be  ; 
Onlj  a  fa nn -serving  laas — ^only  a  peasr- 
ant,  I  fear  I 

Well  —  on  that  green-lidded  box,  her  name 
was  painted  in  yeUow  ; 
Doroihv  Crump  were  the  words.    Crump  ? 
^^  nat  a  horrible  name  1 
Yea,  btit  they  gave  it  to  her,  l»ecauB«  (like 
the  boTc)  *t  wftjj  her  intitherS  ; 
Ready  to  hand  —  though  af  course  $he 
had  no  joy  iu  the  name  : 
She  bad  no  kin  —  and   indeed,  she  never 
had  needed  a  surnaine  ; 
Ncrer  had  used  one  at  all,  never  had 
made  one  her  own  : 
•■  Dolly  **  she  waa  to  herself,  and  to  every 
one  else  she  was  •*  Dolly  "  j 
Nothing  hilt  **  Dolly  "  ;  and  so,  that  was 
enough  for  a  name. 
Thiu  then,  her  great,  green  box,  her  one 
undoubted  possesaion. 
Stood   where   it   was  ;   like   her,  **  never 
went  nowhere  "  at  all  ; 
Waited*  perhaps,  as  of  old,  some  beautiful 
Florentine  bride-chest, 
Till,  in  the  fuhiess  of  time.  He,  the  Be- 
loved, appears. — 
Was  there  naught  ebe  in  her  room  ?  nothing 
handy  for  watthiiig  or  dreasing  ? 
Yes  ;   on  a  plaiti  deid  stand,  basin,  and 
ewer,  and  dish  t 
All  of  them  empty,  unused  ;  for  the  sink 
was  the  place  of  her  toilet ; 
Satd  on  a  Sunday  —  and   then,  she  too 
could  dress  at  her  eas4'  ; 
Then,  by  the  little  sidewall  of  the  diamonded 
Conner- window 
She  at  a  sixpenny  glass  brush' d  out  her 
Ixmny  bright  hair. 
A.h»  what  a  poor  little  room  !     Would  yow 
like  to  sleep  in  it,  ladies  ? 


Itmoceoce  steeps  there  unharm'd  ;  Honor, 
and  Beauty,  and  Peace  — 
Love»  toO)  has  come  ;  and  with  these,  even 
dungeons  were  easily  cheerful  ; 
But,   for  our   Dorothy's  room,  it   is  no 
dungeon  at  all. 
No  t    through   the   latticed  panes   of  the 
diamonded  dormer-window 
Dorothy  looks  on  a  world  free  and  fft* 
miliar  and  fair  : 
Looks   on  the   fttir   furni'Vard,  where  the 
poultry  and  cattle  she  lives  with 
Bellow  and  cackle  and  low  —  muaiu  de- 
lightful to  her ; 
Looks  on  the  fragrant  fields,  with  clouds 
shadows  flymg  above  them, 
Singing  of  binis  m  the  air,  woodlaads., 
and  waterii  around. 
She  in  those  fragrant  meads  has  wrought, 
every  year  of  her  girlhood  ; 
Over   those   puqile   hiiiils  she,  too,  has 
follow 'd  the  plough  ; 
And,  like  a  heifer  aiietd,  or  a  lamb  that  is 
yeaned  in  the  meadows, 
She,  to  herself  and  to  us,  seeuus  like 
part  of  it  all. 

BEAUTY  AT  THE  PLOUGH 

Thus  then,  one  beautiful  day,  ill  the  swe^t, 
cool  air  of  October, 
High  up  on  Breakheart  Fields  under  the 
skirts  of  the  wood, 
Dolly  was  ploughing  :    she  wore  (why  did 
I  not  sooner  describe  it  ?) 
Just  such  a  dress  as  they  all  —  all  the 
farm-eetTaots  around  ; 
Only,  it  seem'd  to  be  hers  by  a  right  divine 
and  a  fitness  — 
Color  and  pattern  and  shape  suited  so 
aptly  to  her. 
First,  on  her  well-set  head  a  lilae  hood» , 
bonnet  of  cotton, 
Framing  her  araljerbright  hair,  sfa 
her  neck  from  the  stm  ; 
Then,  on  her  shoulders  a  sliawl ;  a  coars#l 
red  kerchief  of  woolen, 
Matching  the  glow  of  her  cheeks,  lighting 
her  berry-brown  skin  ; 
Then  came  a  blue  cotton  frock  —  dark  blue 
and  spotted  with  yellow  — 
SleevM  to  the  elbows  alone,  leaving 
iKJuny  arms  bare  ; 
So  that  th<:H<e  mddy  brown  arms,  with  tbd 
dim«  dull  blue  for  a  background 
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SeemM  not  ho  rou^b  &s  they  were  — 
softer  m  colur  and  grain. 
All  round  her  ample  waiat  her  frock  waa 
gathered  and  kilted, 
Shomng  her  ktrtle,  that  hung  down  to 
the  calf  of  the  leg : 
Lant^aahire  linser  it  was,  with  bands  of 
various  color 
Striped  on  n  blue-gray  ground  :  sober, 
and  modest,  and  warm  ; 
Showing  her  stout  firm  legs,  uiade 
by  home-knitted  stockings  ; 
Ending'  iu  strong  laced  boots,  s 
plonghmau  should  wear : 
Big  Aoiid   ironshod  boot^  that  oa 
inch  to  her  stature  ; 
Studded  with  nails   nndemeatli 
like  a  horse,  at  the  beeU. 
After  a   day  at   plough,  all   elottec 

earth  from  the  furrows,  

Oh,  how  unlike  were   her  boots,  Roea 
Matildai  to  yours  I 

FLOS    FLORUM 

One  only  rose  our  village  maiden  wore  ; 
Upon  her  breast  she  wore  it,  in  that  part 
Where  many  a  throbbing  pulse  doth  heave 

and  start 
At  the  mere  thought  of  Love  and  his  sweet 

lore. 
No  polish'd  gems  hath  she,  no  moulded  ore, 
Nor  any  other  masterpiece  of  art : 
She  hath  but  Nature's  masterpiece,  her 

heart; 
And  that  show'd  ruddy  as  the  rose  she  bore 
Because  that  he,  who  sought  for  steadfast- 
ness 
Vainly  in  other  maids,  had  found  it  bare 
Under  the  eyelids  of  this  maiden  fair. 
Under  the  folds  of  her  most  simple  dress. 
She  let  him  find  it ;  for  she  lov'a  him,  too. 
As  he  lov'd  her :  and  all  this  tale  is  true. 

SWEET   NATURE'S  VOICE 

FROM   "SUSAN:    A    POEM    OF    DEGREES" 

Her  Master  gave  the  signal,  with  a  look  : 

Then,  timidly  as  if  afraid,  she  took 

In  her  roagh  hands  the  Laureate's  dainty 

book, 
And  straight  began.     But  when  she  did 

begm, 
Her  own  mute  sense  of  poesy  within 


Broke  forth  to  bail  the  poet,  and  to  greet 
His  graceful  fancies  and  the  accents  aweel 
In  which  they  are  eicpresH^d.     Oh,  lately 

lost, 
Long  loved,  long  honor 'd,  and  whose  Cap*- 

tailing  poM 
No  living  bard  is  competent  to  fiD  — 
How  strange,  to  the  deep  heart  that  now  ia 
still, 

the  vauisb'd  hand,  and  to  the  ear 

soft  melodiouA  measures  are  so  dear 

ho  cannot  rival  them  —  how  strange, 
the  lord  of  anch  a  various  range, 

leard  this  new  voice  telliug  Arden'a 

ale ! 

fl  was  no  prim  nmiden,  scant  and 

>ale, 

weak  sentiment,  and  thin  delight 

ty  rliymes,  who  mars  the  resonant 

night 

. e  verse  with  arts  rhetorical 

And  vunulated  frenz^r  i  not  at  all  I 

This   was   a   peasant   woman ;   largo   and 

strong, 
Redhanded,  ignorant,  unused  to  song  — 
Accustom'd  rather  to  the  rudest  prose. 
And  yet,  there  lived  within  her  rustic  clothes 
A  heart  as  true  as  Arden's  ;  and  a  brain, 
Keener  than  his,  that  counts  it  false  and  vain 
To  seem  aught  else  than  simply  what  she  is. 
How  singular,  her  faculty  of  bliss  ! 
Bliss  in  her  servile  work ;  bliss  deep  and 

f  uU 
Li  things  beyond  the  vision  of  the  dull, 
Whate'er  their  rank :   things  beautiful  as 

these 
Sonorous  lines  and  solenm  harmonies 
Suiting  the  tale  they  tell  of  ;  bliss  in  love  — 
Ah,  chiefly  that  I  which  lifts  her  soul  above 
Its  common  life,  and  gives  to  labors  coarse 
Such  fervor  of  imaginative  force 
As  makes  a  passion  of  her  basest  toil. 

Surely  this  servant-dress  was  but  a  foil 
To  her  more  lofty  being  1     As  she  read, 
Her  accent  was  as  pure,  and  all  she  said 
As  full  of  interest  and  of  varied  grace 
As  were  the  changeful  moods,  that  o'er  her 

face 
Pass'd,  like  swift  clouds  across  a  windy  sky, 
At  each  sad  stage  of  Enoch's  history. 
Such  ease,  such  pathos,  such  abandonment 
To  what  she  utter'd,  moulded  as  she  went 
Her  soft  sweet  voice,  and  with  such  self* 

control 
Did  she,  interpreting  the  poet's  soul* 
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Bridle  her  owo^  that  whea  the  tale  was  done 
I  looked  at  her,  amaz*d  :  she  seein'd  uke  one 
Who  from  i^ome  sphere  of  mu^ic  had  come 

dowtt, 
Aitd  doim*d  the  white  cap  and  the  cotton 

gown 


As  if  to  show  bow  much  of  skill  and  art 
May  dwell  uuthought  of,  in  the  humblest 

he^rt. 
Yet  there  was  no  great  mystery  to  tell : 
She  felt  it  deeply^  so  she  read  it  welL 


3[js(a  Craig  Sinojc 


THE  WOODRUFFE 

TfiOtT  art  the  flower  of  |^ef  to  toe, 

*T  is  in  thy  flavor  I 
Thou  keepest  the  scent  of  memory, 

A  sickly  savor. 
In  the  moonlight f  under  the  orchard  tree, 
Tbou  wert  plucked  and  giTen  to  me^ 

For  a  lo?e  favor. 

In  the  moonlighti  tmder  the  orchard  tree, 

Ah,  cruel  flower  t 
Tbou  wcrt  pluck'd  and  given  to  me, 

While  a  fruitless  shower 
Of  blouoms  raiii*d  on  the  ground  where  grew 
The  woodruffe  bed  all  wet  with  dew, 

In  the  witching  hour. 

Under  the  orchard  tree  that  night 

Thy  scent  was  sweetness, 
And  thou,  with  thy  smaU  star  clusters  bright 

Of  pure  completeness, 
fibeddmg  a  pearly  lustre  bright, 
B6>m\L  as  I  gaz'd  in  the  meek  moonlight, 

A  gift  of  meetaeM, 


*^  It  keeps  the  seent  for  yean,"  said  he^ 

(And  thou  hast  kept  it)  ; 
"  And  when  you  scent  it,  think  of  me," 
(He  could  not  mean  thus  bitterly,) 

Ah  1  I  had  swept  it 
Into  the  dust  where  dead  things  rot. 
Had  I  then  belie vM  hia  love  waa  not 

What  I  have  wept  it. 

Between  the  leaves  of  this  holy  book, 

0  flower  undying  ! 

A  worthless  and  withe r'd  weed  in  look^ 

1  keep  tliee  lying. 

The  bloom  of  my  life  with  thee  was  pluck*d 
And  a  elooe-pretw'd  grief  its  sap  hath  suek*d« 
Its  strength  updrying. 

Thy  cirelea  of  leaves,  like  pointed  spean, 

Sly  heart  pierce  oftta  ; 
They  enter,  it  inly  bleed%  no  tean 

The  hid  wound  s  soften  ; 
Yet  one  will  I  ask  to  bury  the© 
In  the  soft  white  folds  of  my  shroud  with 
me, 

Ere  they  dose  my  coffin. 


^ir  €bMn  %tmllx 


FROM  «  THE    LIGHT    OF    ASIA" 

HtRvANA 

Tbz  Bookfl  say  well,  my  Brothers  I  each 


I  say 
slife 


The  outooroe  of  his  former  living  is  ; 
The  bygone  wrotigs  bring  forth  sorrows  and 
woea, 
The  bygone  right  breeds  blisa. 

Hiat  which  ye  sow  ye  reap.     See  yonder 
fields  I 
The  seaamiun  waa  aesamuoii  the  com 


Was  corn.     The  Silence  and  the 
knew  1 
So  it  a  man*s  fate  bom. 

He  eometh,  reaper  of  the  thinga  be  K»w'd_  ^ 
Sesamum,  com,  so   much  caat  in  paat 
birth  ; 
And  no  much  weed  and  poiaon-stnfr,  wh 
mar 
Him  and  the  aioliiiig  ewili* 


If  he  shall  labor  rightly,  rooting  these, 
'.  oUnting  wboleeome  seedli 
toey  grew* 


And  oUnting  wboleeome  seedlings  where 


t^ 
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Fruitful  and  fair  and  aleaa  tba  ground 
»ba.ll  be. 
And  rich  the  barvett  Awe. 

If  h^   wbo  liveth,   leat^nf  whence   woe 

Endure* tb  uationtlj,  itrmng  to  pay 
His  utmoBt  debt  for  aticienl  evils  done 
111  Love  aud  Truth  alwaj  ; 

Xf  making  none  to  hiek,  he  thoroug 
The  lie  and  lust  of  Aelf  forth 
blocul  ; 

Sufferii]|r  all  meekly,  renderine  ti 
Notbiug  but  grace  and  good  ; 

If  he  shall  day  by  day  dwell  niereil 
Holy  aud  juM  and   kind  and  tru. 
rtind 
Desire  from  where  it  elittgi  with  bleemni^ 
roots, 
Till  love  of  life  haYe  end  : 

He  —  dying  —  leaveth  as  the  sum  of  him 
A  life-count  clos'd,  whose  ills  are  dead 
and  quit. 
Whose  good  is  quick  and  mighty,  far  and 
near, 
So  that  fruits  follow  it 

No  need  hath  such  to  live  as  ye  name  life  ; 

That  which  began  in  him  when  he  began 
Is  finished :  he  hath  wrought  the  purpose 
through 

Of  what  did  make  him  Man. 

Never  shall  yearnings  torture  him,  nor  sins 
Stain  him,  nor  ache  of  earthly  joys  and 
woes 

Invade  his  safe  eternal  peace  ;  nor  deaths 
And  lives  recur.     He  g^s 

Unto  NirvAna.    He  is  one  with  Life 
Yet  lives  not.    He  is  blest,  ceasing  to  be. 

Dm,  Mani  Padme,  om  !  the  Dewdrop  slips 
Into  the  shining  sea  I 

THE   CALIPH'S    DRAUGHT 

Upon  a  day  in  Ramadan  — 

When  sunset  brought  an  end  of  fast, 
And  in  his  station  every  man 

Prepared  to  share  the  glad  repast  — 
Sate  Mohtasim  in  royal  state, 

The  pillaw  smok'd  upon  the  gold  ; 


The  fairest  slave  of  those  that  wait 
Mohtasim's  jewelled  oup  did  hold. 

Of  crystal  carve  n  was  the  cup, 

With  turquoL^e  flet  along  the  brinif 
A  lid  of  aiuber  closed  it  up  ; 

'T  was  a  great  king  that  gave  it  hlnu 
The  slave  poor'd  sherbet  to  the  brink, 

Stirr'd  in  wild  honey  and  pomegraiiatSi 
V(T'*^'    snow   and    rose -leaves   eool^d    the 
driuk^ 
bore  it  where  the  Caliph  sate. 

llipb^s  mouth  was  diy  as  bone» 
iwept  bifi  beajd  aside  to  quaff  : 
tws-reador  beneath  the  thf  one 
it  dronltig  on  with  ghain  and  ibqf. 
llipb  drew  a  mighty  breath, 
then  the  reader  read  a  word  — 
[obtaflim,  as  grim  aa  death, 
iown  the  eup  and  simtch'd  his  swofd. 

"  Ann^  amratan  ^hureejatee  *  *^ 

"  Speak  clear  ! "  cries  angry  Mohtasim ; 
"  Fe  lasr  ind^  ilj  min  ti(;"i," — 

Trembling  the  newsman  read  to  him 
How  in  Ammoria,  far  from  home, 

An  Arab  girl  of  noble  race 
Was  captive  to  a  lord  of  Roum  ; 

And  bow  he  smote  her  on  the  face, 

And  how  she  cried,  for  life  afraid, 

"  Ta,  Mohtasim  I  help,  O  my  kin?  I '' 
And  how  the  Kafir  mock'd  the  maid. 

And  laugh'd,  and  spake  a  bitter  thing, 
"  Call  louder,  fool !  Mohtasim's  ears 

Are  long  as  Barak's  —  if  he  heed  — 
Your  prophet's  ass  ;  and  when  he  hears, 

He'll  come  upon  a  spotted  steed  1 " 

The  Caliph's  face  was  stem  and  red, 

He  snapp'd  the  lid  upon  the  cup  ; 
''  Keep  this  same  sherbet,  slave,"  he  said* 

**  Till  such  time  as  I  drink  it  up. 
Wallah  !  the  stream  my  drink  shall  be. 

My  hallow'd  palm  my  only  bowl. 
Till  1  have  set  that  lady  free. 

And  seen  that  Roumi  dog's  head  roll" 

At  dawn  the  drums  of  war  were  beat, 
Proclaiming,  **  Thus  saith  Mohtasim, 

*  Let  all  my  valiant  horsemen  meet. 
And  every  soldier  bring  with  him 

A  spotted  steed.' "     So  roide  they  forth, 
A  sight  of  marvel  and  of  fear ; 
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Pied  horses  praficing  fiercely  norths 

Of  the  falcon,  not  the  bars                                    1 

Which  kept  him  from  these  splendid  stai&          1 

When  to  Aminoria  he  did  win, 

Loving  friends  I  Be  wise,  and  dry  ^^^1 
Straigntway  every  weeping  eye,  —  ^^M 
What  ye  lift  upon  the  bier                              ^^M 

He  siuote  and  drovc'  the  du^  of  Roum, 

Aod  rode  hia  spotted  stallion  in. 

Cr>  ing,  *♦  Lnbbayki !  I  am  come  !  " 

U  not  worth  a  wistful  tear.                              ^^M 

Then  duimward  from  her  prison-plncc 

'T  is  au  empty  sea-she  11,  —  one                       ^^M 

Joyful  the  Arjib  lady  crept  ; 

Out  of  whicii  the  pearl  is  gone  ;                      ^^H 

She  held  ht*r  hair  before  her  face, 

The  shell  is  broken,  it  lies  there  ;                    ^^M 

She  k]fl8*d  his  feet,  she  laugh'd  and  wept. 

Tlie  pearl,  the  all,  the  sotil,  is  here,                 ^H 

T is  an  earthen  jar,  whose  lid                          ^^M 

She  pointed  where  that  lortl  was  laid  : 

Alliih  KeiiPd,  the  while  it  hid                              ^H 

They  drew  him  fortb^  he  whiu'd  for  grace: 

Tliat  treasure  of  his  treasury,                           ^^M 

Then  with  fteree  eyes  Mobtasim  said  — 

A  mind  that  lov'd  him  ;  let  it  lie  t                  ^^M 

**  She  whom  thou  smotest  on  the  face 

Let  the  shard  he  earth's  onee  moro«                ^^M 

Had  acorn,  because  she  caU*d  her  king  : 

Since  the  gold  shines  in  his  store  1                   ^H 

Lo  I  he  is  come  I  and  do«t  thou  thiidc 

^^M 

To  live^  who  didst  this  bitter  thing 

M  hile  Mohtasim  at  peace  did  £ink  ?  '* 

Allah  glorious  f  Allah  good  1  ^^M 
Now  thy  world  is  understood  ;                         ^^M 

Now  the  long,  long  wonder  ends  ;                  ^^H 

Flashed  the  fierce  sword  — rolFd  the  Iord*s 

Tct  ve  weep,  my  erring  friends,                      ^^M 

head  ; 

While  the  man  whom  ye  call  dead,                 ^H 

The  wicked  blood  srook'd  in  the  fland< 

In  unspoken  bliss,  instead,                                ^^M 

•'  Now  bring  my  cup  I  '*  the  Cnliph  said. 

Lives  and  loves  you  ;  lost,  His  tniei              ^^M 

Lightly  he  took  it  in  his  hand,  — 

By  such  light  as  shiues  for  you  ;                      ^^H 

As  down  his  throat  tho  sweet  drink  ran 

But  iu  light  ye  cannot  see                                 ^^| 

Mohtasim  in  bis  saddle  lau^h'd, 

Of  iiiifulBird  felicity,  '                                    ^M 

And  eriedp  •*  Taiha  asshrah  alan  ! 

In  enlarging  paradise,  ^^| 
Lives  a  life  that  never  dies.                              ^^| 

By  God  I  delicious  is  this  dtuught  1  " 

AFTER   DEATH    IN   ARABIA 

Farewell,  friends  !     Yet  not  farewell  |          ^^| 

Where  I  am,  ye,  too,  shall  dwell.                    ^^M 

He  who  died  at  Azan  ^nds 

I  am  gone  before  your  face,                              ^^| 

This  to  comfort  alJ  his  friends  : 

A  moment's  time,  a  little  space.                     ^^M 

When  ye  oome  where  I  have  steppM  ^^M 
Te  will  wonder  why  ye  wept ;                         ^^M 

Faithful  friends  !     It  lies,  I  know, 

Pale  and  white  and  cold  as  snow  ; 

Te  will  know,  by  wise  love  taught,                 ^^M 

And  ye  say,  "  Abdalkh  's  dead  ! " 

That  here  is  all,  and  there  is  naught.              ^^M 

Weeping  at  the  feet  and  head. 

Weep  awhile,  if  ye  are  fain,  —  ^H 
Sons  bine  still  must  follow  rain  ;                       ^^M 

I  can  see  your  falling  tears, 

1  can  hear  your  sighs  and  prayers  ; 
Yet  I  smile  and  whisper  this,  — 

Only  not  at  death,  —  for  death ^                       ^^| 

Now  I  know,  is  that  first  breath                      ^H 

**I  am  not  the  thing  yon  kiss  ; 

Which  our  souls  draw  when  we  enter             ^^M 

Ceue  yotir  tears,  and  let  it  lie  ; 

Life,  which  is  of  all  life  centre.                        ^H 

II  not  mine,  it  is  not  L" 

^^1 

Be  ye  certain  all  seems  love,                             ^H 

Sweet  friends  !     What  tho  women  lave 

\  iew*d  from  Allah's  throne  abore  ;                 ^^M 

^or  its  last  bed  of  the  grave. 

Be  ye  stout  of  heart,  and  come                        ^^M 

Is  a  tent  which  I  am  quitting. 

Bravely  onward  to  your  home  T                      ^^| 

Is  a  garment  no  more  fitting. 

La  Allah  iUa  AUaK ?  yea  !                               ^M 

Is  a  cage  from  which,  at  last. 

Thou  love  divine  t    Thou  love  alway  1           ^^M 

Like  a  hawk  ray  soul  hath  pass'd. 

^^1 

Love  the  inmate,  not  the  room,  — 

He  that  died  at  Azan  gmre  ^H 
This  to  those  wba  mM&  hii  gi»T«*                 ^H 

The  weareTi  not  the  garb,  —  the  pl^me 
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not  because  our  Soldier  died  befcifQ 

bU  field  was  won  ; 
All  I   itot  because  Life  would   not  last  till 

lifers  long  task  were  done. 
Wreathe  one   leas   leaf>  grieve   with  leA& 

grief,  —  of  all  our  Hosta  tbat  led 
Not  last  in  work  and  worth  approv'd, — 

Lord  Raglan  Heth  dead* 

Hia  noble ne&s  he  bad  of  none,  Wof 

tanght  him  war, 
And  provider  praise  that  Master  f 

rneauer  lips  can  mar  ; 
Gone  to  bis  graven  bis  duty  done  ;  i 

any  aeek^ 
He  left  biB  life  to  answer  tbeui,^ —  ai 

—  let  it  ipeak  I 

*T  was  his  to  sway  a  blanted  sword,  —  tu 
ftght  a  fated  field, 

While  idle  toiig-ues  talked  victory,  to  strug- 
gle not  to  yiold  ; 

Light  task  for  plausemau's  ready  pen  to  plan 
a  field  for  fight, 

Hard  work  and  hot  with  steel  and  shot  to 
win  that  field  aright. 

Tears  have  been  shed  for  the  braye  dead  ; 

mourn  him  who  moum'd  for  all  I 
Praise  hath  been  given  for  strife  well  striven ; 

praise  him  who  strove  o'er  all, 
Nor  count  that  conquest  little,  though  no 

banner  flaunt  it  far, 
That  under  him  our  English  hearts  beat 

Pain  and  Plague  and  War. 

And  if  he  held  those  English  hearts  too 

good  to  pave  the  path 
To  idle  victories,  shall  we  grudge  what 

noble  palm  he  hath  ? 
Like  ancient  Chief  he  fought  a-front,  and 

mid  his  soldiers  seen. 
His  work  was  aye  as  stem  as  theirs  ;  oh ! 

make  his  grave  as  green. 

They  know  him  well,  —  the  Dead  who  died 

that  Russian  wrong  should  cease. 
Where  Fortune  doth  not  measure  men,  — 

their  souls  and  his  have  peace  ; 
Ay  I  as  well  spent  in  sad  sick  tent  as  they 

in  blooay  strife. 
For  English  Homes  our  English  Chief  gave 

what  he  had,  — his  life. 


FROM   **WITH   SA^DI    IN   THE 
GARDEN " 

MAIIMU0     AND    AVAZ:     A    PARAPHRASE 
ON  SA'DI 

They  tnock'd  the  Sovereign  of  Gbaxmii: 

one  saitb, 
"  Ayaz  bath  no  great  beauty,  by  my  faith  f 
A  Ra«e  that 's  neither  rosy'red  nor  fta 

erant, 

ubul^a  love  for  Buch  astoniaheth  1 " 

mt  to  Mahmud't  ears ;  iU^pleaa'd  be 

Bate, 

on  himself,  reflecting ;  then  to  that 

ied  t   "  My   love  is  for  his  kindly 

nature, 

r  his  stature,  nor  his  face,  nor  state  I " 

cUd  hear  how,  in  a  rocky  dell, 
j^^.       \g  a  chest  of  gems  a  camel  fell  i 
Kmg  Mahmud  wav'd  lus  sleeve,  permit- 
ting plunder, 
But  spurred  his  own  steed  onward,  aa  thej 
telL 

His  horsemen  parted  from  their  Lord  amain, 
Eaeer  for  pearls,  and  corals,  and  such  gain : 

Of  all  those  neck-exalting  courtiers 
None  except  Ayaz  near  him  did  remain. 

The  King  look'd  back  —  **  How  many  hast 

thou  won, 
Curl'd  comfort  of  my  heart?"     He  an- 

swer'd  "  None  I 
I  gallop'd  up  the  pass  in  rear  of  thee ; 
I  quit  thee  for  no  pearls  beneath  the  son  I " 

Oh,  if  to  God  thou  hast  propinqait^, 
For  no  wealth  heedless  of  His  service  be  I 
If  Lovers  true  of  God  shall  ask  from  God 
Aught  except  €k)d,  that 's  infidelity. 

If  thine  eyes  fix  on  any  gift  of  Friend, 
Thv  gain,  not  his,  is  th^  desire's  end  : 
If  thy  mouth  gape  m  avarice,  Heaven's 
message 
Unto  Heart's  ear  by  that  road  shall  not  wend. 

SONG  WITHOUT  A  SOUND 

The  Bulbul  waH'd,  **  Oh,  Rose  !  all  night  I 

sing. 
And    Thou,   Beloved !    utterest    not    one 

thing." 
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•*  Dear  Bird  1  '*  she  axi8wer*d»  **  acent  aad 
bloftsonitng 
Are  music  of  my  Song  without  a  souud.'* 

The  Cypress  to  the  Tulip  sp^e :  *•  What 

bliss 
Seeal  thoQ  in  sunshiney  dancing  still  like 

Uiis?'* 

^  My  cup,"  the  Tulip  said,  **  the  wind's  lips 
kiss  ; 
Duicing   I   hear  tb«   Song  without   a 
sound/* 

The  gray  Owl  hooted  to  the  Dove  at  morn, 
••Why    art   thou    happy   on   thy   jimgle- 

thom  ?  " 
**Heare8t    thou    not,"    she    cooed,    **o*er 

Earth's  face  borne 
This  music  of  the  Song  without  a  sound  ?  " 

••  Ah,     Dnpweesh  I  *'       moan*d    a     King, 

"  Vainly  I  pray 
For  Allah's  comfort,  kneeling  day  by  day.'* 
**  Sukau  I  **  quotb  he,  "  be  meek,  and  hear 

alway 
The  music  of  His  Mercy  without  sound.^ 

••  Fcwt  t  •*   a  Queen  sigh'd,  <*  why  alone  to 

thee 
Come  visions  of  Uiat  world  we  cannot  see  — 
Kot   great  nor  rich  ?  **     "I   borrt/w  min* 

streby/' 
Smiling  he  said,  "  from  Songs  without  a 

sound/' 

Skirin-i^man  1  dear  Lover  !  tme  and  sweet, 
Aak  DO  more  if  I  lore,  nor  kiss  my  feet  * 
Bui  hear,  with  cheek  against  my  bosom*s 


tbm  mtisiG  of  the  Song  without  a  somid  \ 


THE  MUSMEE 

Iks  Mtismee  has  brown  velvet  eyea 
CurtainM  with  satin*  sleepily  ; 

Ton  wonder  if  those  lids  would  rise 
The  newest,  strangest  sight  to  see  ; 

But  when  she  cliatters,  laughs,  or  plays 
Kato,  biwm,  or  samiseti, 


Nojewel  gleams  with  brighter  rays 
TWi  tlf^h  from  those  £urk  lashes  theiL 

The  Musmee  has  a  small  brown  face, 

'^Musk>meIoD  seed  *'  ita  perfect  shape ; 
Jetty  arched  eyebrows  ;  nose  to  grace 

The  rosy  mouth  beneath  ;  a  ntipe, 
And  neck,  and  chin,  and  smooth,  soft  cheeks 

Carv'd  out  of  sun-bum*d  ivory. 
With  teeth,  which,    when  she  smiles  or 
speaks. 

Pearl  merchants  might  come  leagues  to 
fteel 

The  Musmee*s  hair  could  teach  the  nlghi 

How  to  grow  dark,  the  raven^s  wing 
How  to  seem  ebon  t    Grand  the  sight 

When,  in  rich  masses,  towering, 
She  builds  each  high  black-marble  coil. 

And  binds  the  gold  and  scarlet  in  ; 
And  thrusts,  tnuniphautt  through  the  toil 

The  Kanmslii,  her  jewell'd  pin. 

The  Musmee  has  wee,  faultless  feet. 

With  snow-white  iabi  trimly  deck'd. 
Which  patter  down  the  city  street 

In  short  steps,  slow  and  circumspect ; 
A  velvet  string  between  her  toes 

Holds  to  its  place  th'  unwilling  shoe  ; 
Pretty  and  pigeou4ike  she  goes, 

And  on  her  head  a  hood  of  blue. 

The  Musmee  wears  a  wondrous  dresa  — 

Kimeno,  M,  imoji  — 
A  roae>bush  in  Spring  loveliness 

Is  not  more  color-glad  to  see  I 
Her  girdle  holds  her  silver  pipe, 

And  heavy  swing  her  long  silk  sleeves 
With  cakes,  love-letten,  mStan  ripe. 

Small   change,  musk-bag,  and  writing 
leaves. 

The  Musmee*s  heart  is  slow  to  grief, 

And  quick  to  pleasure,  dance,  and  song  | 
The  Musmee ^s  pocket-handkercliicf 

A  square  of  paper  I     All  day  long 
Gentle,  and  sweet,  and  debonair 

Is,  rich  or  poor,  this  Asian  lasa ; 
Heaven  have  her  in  its  tender  care^ 

O  medetS  gozarimas  I  * 


for ''  11^  It  b«  »eU  with  Xhm  V 
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VERSAILLES 

{1784) 
In  CamiTa]  we  were,  and  supped  tlmt  nigbt 
In  a  long  room  that  overlook  d  the  Squai^i 
Whi;a  that  Blraugti  matter  Jiapp^d  of  which 

you  ask. 
We  rang  aH  p)eaflUTe*a  c&riUoD  th"* 
Feftsta  and  rich  shows,  and  hunti 

woocU, 
Light  love  that  liv'd  on  cliange,  da 

iiig,  inirtb 
Aa  mad  as  Ncro*s  on  the  Palatine 
The  women  were  aa  wild  as  we,  b. 
The    King's,    ottr   money   flew    , 

showers . 
They  said,  **  The  people  starv'd  "  \ 

not  be  ; 
We  spent  a  million  on  the  CamiTsl. 
And  now  for  fifty  years  gooe  by  I  Eave 

beard 
"The  people  starve"  —  Why  then  do  the 

useless  beasts 
Grender  so  fast  ?    Less  mouths,  more  bread  I 

For  me, 
I  do  not  care  whether  they  live  or  die,  — 
Canaille  the  dunghill  breeds,  —  but  Drum- 

mond  car*d. 
The  young  Scotch  musketeer  whose  waking 

dream 
You  wish  to  hear  from  me,  who  only  live 
Of  all  our  joyous  company.     I  am  old, 
My  life  burns  like  the  thinnest  flame,  but 

then 
It  was  a  glorious  fire,  and  on  that  night 
I  led  the  feast,  and  roof  and  table  rang 
With  revelry  :  till  at  the  height  of  noise 
A  sudden  silence  fell,  and  while  we  smil'd, 
Waiting  for  whom  should  break  it,  the 

great  clock 
Struck  three  in  the  still  air  —  and  a  hush'd 

sound 
Like  coming  wind  pass'd  by,   and  in  its 

breath 
I  thought  I  heard,  far  off,  a  wail  and  roar 
As  if  a  city  perish'd  at  one  stroke  ; 
The  rest  heard  not,  but  Drummond  starting 

up 
And  muttering  —  '*  Death,  Death  and  his 

troops  are  nigh,"  — 
Strode  to  the  window.     Half  asleep  he 

seem'd, 


Pale  as  that  madman  Damlens  on  the  day 
He  met  the  torture  —  and  H€ross  the  bar 
He  lctan*d,  and  saw  the  white  square  in  tbo 

<    moon. 
Men  mock'd,  and  let  him  be  —  thej  knew 

hla  mood  ; 
^        *  his  Highland  trances,  so  they  said  % 

kept  watch  — ^  the  grim  gray  North 

in  him, 

of  our  Gallic  lightness,  pleaa'd  me 

welL 

h*d  and  marked  above  hm  head  the 

moon, 

thone  like  peaH  amid  the  western 

heavetit  * 

ily  Bwailow'd  up  by  a  Tftst  cloud, 

Klges  like  red  Itgbtniug,  hut  the  rent 

I  iky  and  stars  was  clear,  and  the 

rushing  noi^e 
Now  louder  swell'd,  like  cataracts  of  rain. 
And  then  I  saw  how  Drummond  toss'd  his 

arms 
High  o'er  his  head,  and,  crying  "Horror, 

horror," 
Fell  like  a  stabb'd  man  prone  upon  the 

floor. 
We  laid  him  on  a  couch  and  cried,  **  Speak 

—  speak. 
What  is  it,  what  have  you  seen  ?  " 

"  I  have  seen  Death,"  he  said, 
"  And  Doom,"  —  and  truly  with  his  matted 

hair. 
And  eyes  which  as'he  rose  upon  his  hands 
Seem'd  'neath  their  cavem'd  arches  coals  of 

fire. 
He  look'd  like  a  gaunt,  shaggy  mountain 

wolf 
Caught  in  a  pit,  and  mad  with  rage  and 

fear. 
<*  You  heard,"  he  said,  **  that  sighing  rush 

of  wind 
And  then  the  awful  cry,  far  off,  as  if 
The  world  had  groan'd  and  died  —  I  heard, 

and  trance 
Fell  on  my  brain,  and  in  the  trance  I  saw 
The  square  below  me  in  the  moonlight  fill 
With  nobles,  dames,  and  maidens,  pages,  aQ 
The  mighty  names  of  France,  and  midst 

them  walk'd 
The  King  and  Queen,  not  ours,  but  those 

that  come 
Hereafter,  and  I  heard  soft  speech  of  lore 
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Aod    Utigbter    please    the    night  —  when 

^w  moon  wriit  atii,  ami  from  the  dHrkiie&s 

stream  \1 
A  hiasins  flood  of  rain  thai,  where  it  fell 
Changed  into  blood,  and  ^ttrixt  the  court* 

yard  stoiiet 
Blood  weird   as  water  from   a  mountain 

moss  ; 
fVnd  the  gay  crowd,  unwitting,  walk'd  In 

it  I 
Babbling  it  ro»e  past  ankle,  knee,  and  waists 
F^om  wiust  to  throat ;  and  still  they  walk'd 

as  if 
They  knew  it  not,  until  a  fieree  wind  lashed 
The  crimson  sea,  and  beat  it  into  waves. 
And  when  its  wares  smote  on  their  fnoesi 

then 
They  knew  and  sbnek'd,  bat  all  in  Tain ; 

the  blood, 
Storming  upon  them,  whelm'd  and  drowned 

them  &1I  ; 
At  which  a  blinding  lightning  like  a  knife 
Gash*d   the   clood^s   breast,  and   dooming 

thunder  peal'd. 
I    woke,   and    crying   'Horror'    knew   no 

more. 
I  Ve  seen  the  fates  of  France  ;  the  dar  of 

God 
And  Tengeanee  is  at  hand ;  take  heed  — 

rep>ent  — 
LeRTe  me  to  rest.** 

We  laugh 'd  to  hear  him  preach, 
And  left  him  on  the  eouoh,  where  like  a 

man 
Dronken  be  slept,  but  when  he  rose»  his 

hue 
Was  changed,  a  cloud  was  on  his  eyes,  his 

mouth 
WuM  Stem*     He  sang,  he  ruffled,  lov*d  no 

more, 
ftoToVd  no  man,  and  went  about  like  one 
Wbo  —  can  you  think  it  ?  —  thought  tliero 

was  a  God 
Wbo,  midst  his  court,  car*d  how  his  people 

Xir\L 
W^e  all  were  doom*d,  he  said,  and  France 

was  doomed. 
He  would  not  stay  I     And  so  gave  up  his 

swortl. 
And  went  to  Scotland,  where  in  some  grim 

tower 
E«  IotM  and  married  —  fool !  —  a  name- 
less girl, 
Amd  made  the  peasants  happy,  I  am  told  ; 


But  we  liv^d  out  our  life,  and  met  no 

doom  ; 
And  now  I  am  old,  and  Louis,  my  good 

friend 
The  Well-beloy'd,  is  dead  long  since,  and 

soon 
My  time  will  come  I  —  The  people  starve 

they  say, 
And  curse,    I  know  they  curse  and  bate  us  I 

Well, 
We  will  ride  down  and  slay  the  mutinooi 

dogs  ; 
Why,  yesterday  my  horses  in  the  crowd 
Threw  down  a  mother  and  a  child, 

splashed 
A  hideous  dwarf,  who  shook  his  fist  an^^ 

cursed  ; 
I  laugb'd,  but  as  ho  curs*d  with  skill,  I 

askM 
The  ruffian's  name — ^"  Marat,'*  tbey  said 

**  a  leech, 

Who  physics  horses  and  the  common  berd« ' 
Brute  healing  brute  —  the  people^s  friend, 

and  yet 
He  takes  our  wages — writes  qs  down,  but 

keeps 
A  place  in  d*Artois'  stable  ! "     These  are 

the  scum 
That  Drummoud  f ear*d  —  Artois  shall  flog 

the  man. 

THE  JUNGFRAU'S  CRY 

I,  ViRoix  of  the  Snows,  have  Hr'd 

Uncounted  years  apart ; 
Mated  with  Sunlight,  Stars  and  Heii?«i^| 

But  I  am  cold  at  heart* 

High  mates  I    Te  teach  me  pnrity, 
And  lonely  thought  and  truth  ; 

But  I  have  never  livM,  and  yet 
I  have  eternal  youth. 

Blow,  tropic  winds,  and  warm  rains,  fall. 

And  melt  my  snowy  crest  ; 
Let  soft  woods  clothe  my  shoulders  faii^ 

Deep  grass  lie  on  my  breast* 

And  let  me  feed  a  thousand  herdiy 

And  hear  the  tinkling  bells, 
Till  the  brown  chalets  cluster  close 

In  all  my  stream-fed  dells. 

So  mar  I  hear  the  sweep  of  seythei^ 
Ana  beating  of  the  flails, 
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Mj  mmdena  singing  as  thej  ipiOi 
And  thfj  voice  of  uightmgaJea. 

And  little  cktldren  in  their  joj^ 
And,  where  my  violets  hide. 

Soft  interchange  of  lovers*  vowit 
Sweet  hjmna  at  eventide. 

Alan  J  cold  Sunlightp  Stars  und  Heaveiii 
My  high  companioDs,  eaU.        ^     -     ■> 

The  ice-clad  life  is  pure  and 
I  am  weary  of  it  all 

SONGS  FROM  "RIQUEl 
TUFT** 

QU££N*S  SONG 

YoTTKG  Sir  Gujon  proud  Ij  ii 
**  Love  shall  never  be  my  fat 
"  None  can  iay  bo  but  the  de 
Shrieked  the  witch  wife  at  hin  gate. 

•*  Go  and  dare  my  shadow'd  dell, 
Love  will  quell  your  happy  mood." 
Guyon,  laughing  his  farewell, 
Bode  into  the  faery  wood. 

There  he  met  a  maiden  wild, 
By  a  tree  she  stood  alone  ; 
When  she  look'd  at  him  and  smiPd, 
At  a  breath  his  heart  ivas  gone. 


In  her  arms  she  twin*d  him  fast. 
And /like  wax  within  the  flame. 
Melted  memory  of  the  past* 
Soul  and  body,  name  and  fame. 


Late  at  night  the  steed  came  back, 

*'  Where  's  our  good  knight  ?  '*  cried  Ma 

men ; 
Far  and  near  they  sought  his  trackf 
Rut  Guy  on  no  one  saw  again. 


PRIKCE  RIQUET'S  song 

jON G  ago,  when  Faen^-land 
am  new  born,  King  uberon 
dk^d  pennive  on  the  yellow  stmnd^ 
d  wearied,  for  he  liv*d  alone. 

\rhy  have  I  Qone,  he  said,  to  love  f  " 
tkcn  soft  a  wind  began  to  fleet 
roas  the  moonlit  sea,  and  diove 
jy.  lonely  shallop  to  his  feet. 

Of  pearl,  and  rubies  red,  and  gold. 
That  shell  was  made,  and  in  it  lay 
Titania  fast  asleep,  and  roll'd 
In  roses,  and  in  flowers  of  May. 

He  wak'd  her  with  a  loving  kiss, 
Her  arms  around  him  softly  clung  ; 
And  none  can  ever  tell  the  bliss 
These  had  when  Faery-land  was  young. 


1 
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MARE   MEDITERRANEUM 

A  LIKE  of  light  I  it  is  the  inland  sea, 
The  least  in  compass  and  the  first  in 
fame  ; 
The  gleaming  of  its  waves  recalls  to  me 
Full  many  an  ancient  name. 

As  through  my  dreamland  float  the  days  of 
old, 
The  forms  and  features  of  (heir  heroes 
shine  : 
I  see  Phoenician  sailors  bearing  gold 
From  the  Tartessian  mine. 

Seeking  new  worlds,  storm-toss'd  Ulysses 
ploughs 
Bemoter  surges  of  the  winding  main  i 


And  Grecian  captains  come  to  pay  their 
vows, 
Or  gather  up  the  slain. 

I  see  the  temples  of  the  Violet  Crown 
Bum   upward  in  the  hour  of  glorioni 
flight ; 
And  manners  of  uneclips'd  renown. 
Who  won  the  great  sea  fight. 

I  hear  the  dashing  of  a  thousand  oars. 

The  angry  waters  take  a  deeper  dye ; 
A  thousand  echoes  vibrate  from  the  shores 
With  Athens'  battle-cry. 

Affain  the  Carthaginian  rovers  sweep. 
With  sword  and  conmtierce,  on  from  shore 
to  shore ; 
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In  Titionary  stonns  the  breakeis  leap 
Round  Syrtesi  u  ol  yore. 

Victory,  sitting  on  the  Seven  Hills, 

lind  g&in'd  the  world  when  she  had  mas- 
ter'd  thee  ; 
Thy   boisom    with   the    Roman   war -note 
thrills, 
Wave  of  the  inland  mtu 

'  Fhen,  singing  as  they  aail  in  shining  ships, 
I  aee  the  monarch  tninstrels  of  Romance, 
Asd  hear  their  praiaes  murmured  through 
the  lips 
Of  the  fair  dames  of  France* 

Aerou  the  de«p  another  music  swells. 

On  Adrian  bays  a  lat«r  splendor  ttmiles  ; 
Power  hails  the  marble  city  where   she 
dwells 
Queen  of  a  hundred  ialei. 

Westward  the  galleys  of  the  Crescent  roam, 
And  meet  the  Fisan  ;  challenge  on  the 
hreew. 
Till  the  lung  Dorian  palace  lords  the  foam 
With  stalwart  Genoese. 

But   the   light   fades ;    the   vision    wears 
away ; 
I  see  the  mist  above  the  dreary  wave. 
Blow,  winds  of  Freedom,  give  another  day 
Of  glory  to  the  brave  ! 

H.  W.  L, 

Tek  roar  of  Niagara  dies  away, 

The  fever  heats  of  war  and  traffic  fade, 

While  the  soft  twilight  melts  the  glare  of 
day 
la  this  new  Helicon,  the  Muses*  glade. 

The    roof    that    shelter'd    Washington's 
retreat, 
Thv  homo  of  homes,  America,  I  find 
In  this  memorial  mansion,  where  we  greet 
The  full-ton'd  lyrist,  with   the    gentle 
mind. 

Here   have   thy  ehosen   splrita   met  and 

flower'd. 

Season  on  season,  'neath  magnetic  spells 

Of  him  who,  in  his  refage,  rose-embower'd. 

Remote  ht>m  touch  of  envious  passion 

dwetU, 


Here   Concord's   sago  and  HarvardV  wit 
contend  : 
The  wise,  the  true,  the  learned  of  the  land, 
Grave    thoughts,    gay   fanta^es    together 
blend 
In  subtle  converse,  'neath  his  fostering 
hand. 

With  other  forms   than  those  of  mortal 

guest 

The  house  b  haunted ;   visions  of  the 

morn. 

Voices  of  night  that  soothe  the  soul  to  rsflti 

Attend  the  shapesj  by  aery  wand  reborn  j 

Serene  companions  of  a  vanish'd  age, 
Noiseless  they  tread  the  once  familiar 
floors  ; 
Or,  later  offspring  of  the  poet's  page, 
They  throng  Um   threshold,  crowd   the 
corridors. 

"  Sweet  Precioaa  *'  beside  the  listening  stair 
Flutters  eipectant  while  Victorian  sings  ; 

Evanpjeline,  with  eloiatral  eyes  of  prayer, 
Folds  her  white  hands,  in  shade  of  angels' 
wings. 

Conquistadors  of  Castile  pace  the  hall ; 
Or  red-ski  nu*d  warriors  pass  the  challenge 
round  ; 
Or  Minnehaha's  laughter,  as  the  hH 
Of    woodland   wateis^   makes   a  sUver 
aoimd^ 

Thor  rolls  the  thunders  of  his  fiery  vaunt, 
The  answering   battle   burns   in   Olaf's 
eyes; 
Or  love-crown*d  Elsie  lures  us  vrith  the 
chaunt 
That  InlFd  the  waves,  'neath  star-hung 
Genoan  skies* 

Here  grim-faced  captains  of  colonial  days 
Salute  the  builders  of  old  (lorman  rhyme  ; 

<i\jid  choral  troops  of  children  hymn  the 
praise 
Of  their  own  master  minstrel  of  all  time. 

Fair  shrine  of  pure  creations  !  linger  long 
His    bright    example,    smy    his    fame 
increase  : 
Discord  nor  distance  ever  dim  his  song. 
Whose    ways    are    pleasantness,   whott 
are  peooe. 


aS6 


COMPOSITE  IDYLLIC  SCHOOL 


Nor  Hawthorne's  maufte,  witb  ancient  moia 
Nor  Irvmg'fl  hollo Wj  b  witb  rest  so  life 


All  tltia  calm  Kaven,  wbere  the  leaT&a  an 
shed 
Bound  IndioEi  sonuDera  of  a  golden  Ute* 


BEDTIME 

Tn  bedtime  ;  aay  your  hymn,  a 

" Goodnight ; 
God  ble»s   Mamma.  Papa,  and  d 

all;* 
Yonr  half-shut  ejes  beneath  yon, 

fall. 
Another  minute,  yon  will  abut  tbi 
Tes,  I  will  earrj  jou,  put  out  the 
And  tuck  you   up^  although  yo 

tftlU 
What  will  you  give  me,  ileepy  o«^,  «__ 

call 
My  WRgpji,  if  I  settle  you  all  right  ? 
I  laid  her  golden  curls  upon  my  arm, 
I  drew  her  little  feet  within  my  hand, 
Her  rosy  palms  were  joined  in  trustful  bliss, 
Her  heart  next  mine  beat  gently,  soft  and 

warm 
She  nestled  to  me,  and,  by  Love's  command. 
Paid  me    my   precious  wages — "Baby's 

Kiss." 


ftmti0f  4EatI  of  Hojliflirn 

I  MEMORY 


d 


.  keep  open  Memorr'a  chamber ;  ttill 
from  the  fount  of  Youth's  peremii^ 
stream. 

be  in  old  age  an  idle  dream 
le  dear  children  ;  but  beyond  mj  wHl 
ome  agaiD,  and  dead  affections  thnU 
l^eless  heart,  for  now  once  more  they 
seem 

ftlive,  and  wayward  fancies  teem 
fond  brain,  and  all  my  senses  ML 
Alice,  leave  your  books  ^  't  is  I  who 
call; 

Bind  up  your  hair,  and  teasing  —  did  you 
Bay 

Kissing — that  kitten?    Evey,  come  with 
me  ; 

Mary,  grave  darling,  take  my  hand :  yes, 
all  I 

I  have  three  hands  to-day  I    A  Holiday. 

A  Holiday,  Papa  ?  Woe 's  me  !  't  is  Mem- 
ory I 


^tt  Xetoijet  Ut^orrijtf 


AT  LAST 


Let  me  at  last  be  laid 
On  that  hillside  I  know  which  scans  the  vale, 
Beneath  the  thick  yews'  shade, 
For  shelter  when  the  rains  and  winds  pre- 
vail. 
It  cannot  be  the  eye 
Is  blinded  when  we  die. 
So  that  we  know  no  more  at  all 
The  dawns  increase,  the  evenings  fall  ; 
Shut  up  within  a  mouldering  chest  of  wood 
Asleep,  and  careless  of  our  children's  g^ood. 

Shall  I  not  feel  the  spring. 
The  yearly  resurrection  of  the  earth, 
Stir  thro'  each  sleeping  thing 
With  the   fair  throbbings  and  alarms  of 
birth, 


Calling  at  its  own  honr 
On  folded  leaf  and  flower, 
Calling  the  lamb,  the  lark,  the  bee. 
Calling  the  crocus  and  anemone. 
Calling  new  lustre  to  the  maiden's  eye, 
And  to  the  youth  love  and  ambition  high  ? 

Shall  I  no  more  admire 

The  winding  river  kiss  the  daisied  plain  ? 

Nor  see  the  dawn's  cold  fire 

Steal  downward  from  the  rosy  hills  again  ? 

Nor  watch  the  frowning  cloud, 

Sublime  with  mutterings  loud, 

Burst  on  the  vale,  nor  eves  of  gold. 

Nor  crescent  moons,  nor  starlights  cold. 

Nor  the  red  casements  glimmer  on   the 

hill 
At  Yule-tides,  when  the  frozen  leas  are 

still  ? 


^^^H 
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Or  AanM  mt  ehildren's  tread 

Through  Sabbath  twilights,  when  the  hjmns 

And  ifi  a  marble  urn                                         ^J 

My  ashes  rest  by  my  beloved  dead,                ^^B 
Or  iu  the  sweet  cold  earth                               ^^f 

are  clone, 

Ccrmc  softly  overheiwi. 

I  pass  from  death  to  birth,                                ^^M 

1       fehiiU   oo    sweet    <|uiukeaiiig  through  mj 

And  pay  kind  Nature's  life-long  debt            ^^M 

boflom  rnfit 

Iu  heiirtW*ase  aud  iu  violet —                         ^^| 

Till  all  my  noul  exalo 

In  charneJ-ynrd  or  hidden  ocean  wave,           ^H 

Into  the  pri  111  rose  pale. 

Where'er  I  lie,  I  shall  not  scorn  my  gravOi    ^^ 

And  every  flower  which  spniigs  above 

1 

Brcnthes  a  new  perfume  from  my  love ; 

^^M 

Aud  I  shall  throb,  and  stir,  and  thrill  be- 

SONG                              ^M 

aeatU 

With  a    pure    passion  stronger  far  than 

Love  took  my  life  and  thriird  it               ^H 

death  ? 

Through  all  its  atriugs,                             ^^M 

Flny'd  round  my  uiiiid  and  flll*d  it             ^^M 

Sweet  thought  1  fair,  gracious  dream, 

With  souud  of  wiugs,                                ^^H 

Too  fair  and  fleeting  for  oiir  clearer  view  I 

But  to  my  heart  he  never  name                   ^^M 

How  ahouUl  oar  reason  deem 

To  touch  it  with  his  golden  flame.             ^^M 

That  those  dear  souls,  who  sleep  beneath 

^^M 

the  blue 

Therefore  it  is  tliat  singing                         ^^M 

III  ray  less  caverns  dim, 

I  do  rejoice,                                                ^^H 

'Mid  ocean  monsters  grim, 

Kor  heed  the  slow  years  bringing               ^^M 

Or  whitening  on  the  trackless  sand^ 

A  harsher  voice,                                         ^^M 

Or  with  strange  corpses  on  eaeh  hand 

Because  the  songs  which  he  has  simg         ^^t 

In  battle-trent*h  or  city  gmveyard  lie, 

Still  leave  the  uutouch'd  singer  young.      ^H 

Break  not  their  prisou<buuds  till  time  shall 

^^M 

die? 

But  whom  iu  fuller  fashion                         ^^| 

The  Master  sways,                                     ^^| 

Nflj.  *t  is  not  so  indeed  : 

For  liim,  swift  wingM  with  passion*           ^^M 

With  the  lost  fluttennj^  of  the  falling  breath 

Fleet  the  brief  days.                                   ^^^H 

The  clay-cold  form  doth  brtted 

Betimes  the  eufoi'ced  accents  come,           ^^| 

A  viewless  essence,  far  ttxi  fine  far  death  ; 

And  leave  him  ever  after  dumb.                ^^M 

Aod^  ere  uue  voice  can  niouni, 

^^H 

On  upward  pinions  Imrne, 

1 

They  are  hiddeu,  they  arc  hidden^  in  some 

ON   A   THRUSH    SINGING    IN       _J 

thiu  air, 

AUTUMN                           ^m 

Far  from  comtption,  far  from  care, 

^^H 

Where    through   a    veil   they  view   their 

SwEKT  singer  of  the  Spring,  when  the  nevr 
world 

former  scene, 

Only  a  little  touched  by  what  has  been* 

Was  flU'd  with  song  and  bloom,  and  the 

fresh  year 

1        T*>uch'd  but  a  little  ;  and  yet. 

Tripp'd,  like  a  lamb  playful  and  void  of 

Const'ious  of  every  cliaiige  that  doth  befall, 

fear, 

Uv  <...,.. ».,„t  ehiiiige  beset. 

Through  daisied    grass  and  young  leaves 

ires  of  this  tiny  whirling  ball, 

scarce  uufurfd, 

U  H  higher  being, 

Where  is  thy  liquid  voice 

r'd  with  a  clearer  seeing, 

That  all  day  would  rejoice  ?                             ^M 

1  to  a  vaster  scheme  of  life, 

Where  now  thy  sweet  and  homely  call,          ^H 

uler  joys  and  nobler  strife, 

Which  from  gray  dawn  to  evening^s  chill- 

.aig our  little  human  hopea  and  fears 

ing  fall 

As   we   our  children's  fleeting  smiles  and 

Would  echo  from  thin  copae  and  taaoeird 

tears. 

brake. 

For   homely  duty   tmi'd  and  lovers  sweel 

Then,  whether  with  fire  they  burn 

take? 

This  dwelling-house  of  mine  when  I  am  fled. 

^^^J 
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Tbe  spring-tide  passed,  high  siimmer  noon 

should  come. 
The  wtHids  grew  thick,  the  meads  a  deeper 

hue  ; 
The  pipv  If  uniiner  growths  8weU'd|  lush  and 

til]  ; 
The   Bharp    scythes    awept    at    daybteak 

throtigli  tlic  dew. 
Thou  didst  U0t  heed  at  all, 
Thy  prodignl  %*oi«e  grew  dumb  ; 
Ko  more  with  song  mightst  thou 
She  aitting  on  her  flpeckled  egg? 
Thy  mate^  long  vtgil  as  the  slon 
Soiaemg  her  with  h,y&  of  mt^aau 

tent 

Kay,  nay,  thy  Toioe  was  Duty*i 

dftt@ 
Siiif  were  Lo¥e  fled,  though  atiL 

were  f rtir  ; 
The  aummer  wait'd  and  wati*d, 

grew  ct)M» 
The  she ep  were  thick  withiu  the  wattled  fold^ 
The  w^ods  tiegau  to  monn. 
Dumb  wert  thou  and  alone  ; 
Yet  now,  when  leaves  are  sere,  thy  ancient 

note 
Comes  low  and  halting  from  thy  doubtful 

throat. 


Oh,  lonely  lorelees  voice,  what  dost  thou 

here 
In  the  deep  silence  of  the  fading  year  ? 

Thus  do  I  rend  answer  of  thy  ioug ; 

**  I  sang  when  winds  blew  chilly  all  day 
long  ; 

I  sang  becanse  hope  caxne  and  joy  was  near^ 

I  Bang  a  little  while,  I  made  good  cheer ; 

^■^  ""   inicp's  ctUrtidless  day 
iisie  died  away  ; 

fw  the  hope  and  glory  of  the  year 
lad  and  g<me,  a  little  while  I  sing 
of  regret  for  day  a  no  longer  here, 
ouch*d  with  presage   of   the    far-off 
Spring.** 

the  meaning  of  thy  note^  fair  bird  ? 

we  read  into  thy  simple  brain 

I  of  thotizhts  which  human  hearts 

have  stirr^, 
nign-doaring  joy  and  melancholy  pain  ? 
Nay,  nay,  that  lingering  nut«  — 

Belated  frt>iTi  thy  tbront  — 
"  Regret,"  is  what  it  sings, "  regret,  regret ! 
The  dear  days  pass,  but  are  not  wholly 

gone. 
In  praise  of  those  I  let  my  song  go  on  ; 
'T  IS  sweeter  to  remember  than  forget." 


f^l^ilip  (Bilbett  I^amcrton 


THE  SANYASSI 

**  1  HAVE  subdued  at  last  the  will  to  live, 
Expelling  nature  from  my  weary  heart ; 

And  now  my  life,  so  calm,  contemplative, 
No  longer  selfish,  freely  may  depart. 

The  vital  flame  is  burning  less  and  less  ; 

And  memory  fuses  to  forgetfulness. 

^  Sometimes  I  g^aze  on  vacancy  so  long 
That  all  my  brain  grows  vacant,  and  I 
feel 
That  wondrous  influence  which  doth  make 
me  strong 
In  resolution  and  unworldly  zeal. 
Until,  abstracted  from  all  time  and  sense, 
I  sink  into  eternal  indolence. 

*  And  now  I  feel  my  inward  life  grow  still, 

A  beivig  by  it&elf,  which  fondly  clings 
To  consciousness  which  I  can  never  kiU, 


Yet  is    abstracted    from    all    outwaxi 
things. 
And  slumbers  often,  and  is  overgrown  ; 
The  sense  of  self  increases  when  alone. 

<*I  have  subdued  the  will,  but  gain'd  tbe 
power 
To  dwell  among  the  denizens  of  earth  ; 
I  spread  my  spirit  over  tree  and  flower. 
And  human  hearts,  and  things  of  meaner 
birth  ; 
And  thinking  thus  to  give  my  soul  away, 
I  found  it  gprew  more  conscious  every  day. 

**  The  simple  crowds  who  hourly  pass  me  by, 
I  think  have  lately  grown  afraid  of  me ; 

There  is  some  virtue  in  this  sunken  eye. 
For  sometimes  in  my  dreams  I  raintly 
see 

The  workings  of  the  spirit  in  the  brain, 

And  living  floods  that  gush  in  every  vein. 


••  Now,  &i  I  am  weary  of  this  vain  endeayor 

To  lift  my  gpirit  to  etenml  sleep  j 
I  <ieek  the  ttiarbit*  8taira»  the  Mcred  rircr, 
The  liquid  g^ravea  below,  where,  ciUm  and 
devp, 
Beoenth  where    that  bright,  ailent   water 

6owi<, 
6tfTtch  wide  the  regions  of  divine  repose." 

With  thoughts  like  ihe^e  the  Indian  suicide 
Dragj^'d  forth  his  stiffened  liinba  from 
his  old  lair  ; 
He  had  no  garment  on  his  ihriveird  hide,^ 
Ue  s)iimn*d  the  grove,  and  sought  the 
sotiir  glare, 
He  never  look'd  aside,  and  his  dead  march 
Had  for  its  goal  a  gate  of  one  proud  arch. 

It  rose  in  senlptur'd  snlendor  on  the  view 
iVom   the   surrounding  folinge  of  dark 
green. 
Whose  masses  of  broad  shadow  did  subdne 
Its  prominent  light.    The  blue  sky  shone 
bt?tweeu. 
A  erowd  wiis  on  the  river's  sacred  marge, 
AikI  on  the  Gauges  many  a  gaudy  barge. 

Down  to  that  river  be  descender!  now  ; 

And  as  he  pressed  the  last  steps  of  the  stair, 
A  glance  of  pleasure  from  beueoth  lus  brow 

Fell  on  two  jars  of  porous  earthenware* 
He  sels'd  them  with  his  feeble  hands,  and 

tied 
One  of  them  to  his  girdle  on  each  side, 

And  floated  slowly  from  the  crowded  Ghaut ; 
And  since  no  friendly  hand  was  stretched 
to  save, 
Fmt&d    in    those    qm'et  waters  what    he 
•ought  — 
A  lo^g  i«st  and  an  honorable  gmre. 


ills  faith  was  righteous,  and  his  ending 

blest  ; 
And  now  his  soul  enjoys  eternal  rest. 


THE  WILD  HUNTSMEN 

«♦  Wild  huntsmen  ?  "  —  *T  was  a  flight  of 
swanst 

But  so  invisibly  they  flew* 
That  in  his  mind  the  yiaUid  hinct 

Could  hear  a  bugle  hom» 
Faintly  sounds  the  airv  note^ 
And  the  deepest  bay  from  the  staghound*s 

throat 
Like  the  yelp  of  a  eur  on  the  air  doth  tloat ; 

And  hardly  heard  is  the  wild  halloo 

On  the  straggling  night-breeze  borne  I 

Tbey  fly  on  the  blast  of  the  forest 

That  whistles  round  the  withered  tree^ 
Bat  where  they  go  we  may  not  know, 

Nor  see  them  as  they  fly* 
With  hound  and  horn  they  ride  awaj 
In  the  dreary  twilight  cold  and  gray, 
Tlmt  hovers  near  the  dying  day; 

And  the  peasant  hears  but  cannot  tee 

Those  huntsmen  pass  him  by. 

Hark  f  't  is  the  goblin  of  the  wood. 

Rushing  down  the  dark  hill-side  ; 
With  steeds  that  neigh  and   hounds  that 
bay, 

All  viewless  sweeps  the  throng. 
And  heavily  where  the  fallow-deer  feeda 
Clatter  the  hi>of«  of  their  hunting  steeds, 
Like  the  mountain  gale  on  the    valley V 
meads  ; 

Till  far  away  the  sped^cs  ride. 

In  distant  Uuids  along. 


HoDrn  /)ori 


THE    SECRET    OF   THE    NIGHT- 
INGALE 

Tbk  ground  I  walked  on  felt  like  air. 
Air  buoyant  with  the  year's  young  mirth  ; 
Far.  flimy,  iiodnlating  fair, 
The  down  lay,  a  long  wave  of  eaHh  ; 
And  a  still  green  foam  of  woods  rose  high 
Drer  the  hil  Inline  into  the  sky. 


In  meadowy  pasture  browse  the  Idoet 
Thin  wheai-bladee  color  a  brown  plcogh* 

line  ; 
Fresh  rapture  of  the  year's  yonng  joy 
Was  in  tlip  unfolded  luminous  leaf. 
And  birds  that  shower  as  they  toy 
Melodious  rain  th*t  known  not  grief, 
A  song-maze  where  my  heart  in  blisi 
Lay  folded,  like  a  chrysalis. 
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They  aJlux'd  my  feet  far  iiato  the  wood, 
Down  a  wi tiding  glade  frith  leaflets  wall*d| 
With  an  odoroua  dewy  dark  imbued ; 
Eose^  atjd  maple  t  and  h^ml  cali'd 
Me  into  the  shadowy  solitude  ; 
Wild  blue  gemmndeF  eyes  enthmlFd 
Made  me  free  of  the  balmy  bowers, 
Where  a  wonderful  garden-party  of  flow- 

era. 
Laughing  sisterhood  under  the  -^-^-^ 
Dancing  merrily,  play*d  with  t1 
Anenionef  starwurti  baudi  In  w 
Like  girls  for  a  first  communioi 
And  pale  yellow  primrose  ere  1 
Uahet'd  in«  onward  wonderitjg 
To  fL  scene  more  fair  than  thi 

king. 
Ah  1  they  were  very  fair  them 
Sweet  maids  of  honor,  woodla 
Frail  flowers  that  arrive  with  I*.. 
Fslii  lilact  hyaeitith  purple  of  hu?^ 
And  the  little  pink  geranium^ 
AIL  smiled  and  nodded  to  see  me  come  ; 
All  gave  me  welcome  ;  **  No  noise,"  they 

said, 
•*  For  we  will  show  you  the  bridal  bed, 
Where  Philomel,  our  queen,  was  wed  ; 
Hush  !  move  with  a  tender,  reverent  foot. 
Like  a  shy  light  over  bole  and  root ; " 
And  they  blew  in  the  delicate  air  for  flute. 

Into  the  heart  of  the  verdure  stole 
My  feet,  and  a  music  en  wound  my  soul ; 
Zephyr  flew  over  a  cool  bare  brow  — 
I  am  near,  very  near  to  the  secret  now  I 
For  the  rose-covers,  all  alive  with  song, 
Flash  with  it,  plain  now  low  and  long  ; 
Sprinkle  a  holy  water  of  notes  ; 
On  clear  air  melody  leans  and  floats  ; 
The  blithe-wing*d  minstrel  merrily  moves, 
Dim  bushes  burn  with  mystical  loves  I 

Lo  I  I  arrive  I  immers'd  in  green, 
Where   the    wood   divides,  though  barely 

seen, 
A  nest  in  one  of  the  blue  leaf-rifts  I 
There  over  the  border  a  bird  uplifts 
Her  downy  head,  bilFd,  luminous-ey'd  ; 
Behold  the  chosen  one,  the  bride  I 
And  the  singer,  he  singeth  by  her  side. 
Leap,  heart !  be  aflame  with  them  I  loud, 

not  dumb. 
Give  a  voice  to  their  epithalamium  ! 
Whose  raptures  wax  not  pale  nor  dim 
Beside  the  fires  of  seraphim. 


These  are  glorious,  glowing  stairs,    ■ 
In  gradual  ascent  to  theirs  ; 
With  human  loves  acclaim  atid  hail 
The  holy  loro  of  the  nightingale  t 


SEA   SLUMBER^SONG 

Sea-dihds  are  asleep, 

Th^  world  forgets  to  weep, 

^a  murmurs  her  soft  slumber^40iig 

Dn  the  ghadowy  aand 

Df  this  elfin  land  ; 

« I,  the  Mother  mild. 

Rush  thee,  0  my  ehild. 

Forget  the  voiees  wild  I 

Ules  in  elfin  light 

Drcamf  the  n^cka  and  cavea, 

Luird  Uy  whispering  waves^ 

Veil  their  marbles  bright. 

Foam  glimmet^  faintly  white 

Cpon  the  ehelly  sand 

Of  this  elfin  laud; 

Sea-sound,  like  violins, 

To  slumber  woos  and  wins, 

I  murmur  my  soft  slumber-song, 

Leave  woes,  and  wails,  and  sins, 

Ocean*8  shadowy  might 


Breathes  good-night, 
Good-night  T' 


DYING 

Thet  are  waiting  on  the  shore 
For  the  bark  to  take  them  home  ; 
They  will  toil  and  grieve  no  more ; 
The  hour  for  release  hath  come. 

All  their  long  life  lies  behind, 
Like  a  dimly  blending  dream  ; 
There  is  nothing  left  to  bind 
To  the  realms  that  only  seem. 

They  are  waiting  for  the  boat, 
There  is  nothing  left  to  do  ; 
What  was  near  them  grows  remotei 
Happy  silence  falls  like  dew  ; 
Now  the  shadowy  bark  is  come, 
And  the  weary  may  go  home. 

By  still  water  they  would  resty 
In  the  shadow  of  the  tree  ; 
After  battle  sleep  is  best, 
After  noise  tranquillity. 


RODEN   NOEL 
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THE    MERRY-GO-ROUND 

The  merry 'go-round^  the  merry-go-roimd, 

the  merrv-gu-round  at  Fuwey  I 
They  whirl  Around,  they  gallop  around,  mas»t 

wuntaiti  and  girl,  aud  boy  ; 
Tbey  circle  on  wixMlen  horsea,  white,  black, 

brown,  and  bay, 
To  a  loud  tnouotonous  tune  that  hath  a 

tnim^wt  bray. 
All  IB  dark  where  the  circus  stands  on  the 

narrow  quay, 
Save  for  itJi  own  yellow  lamps,  that  illumme 

it  brilliantly  : 
Fainted  purple  and  rctl^  it  poim  a  broad 

itrong  glow 
IT  an  old-world  house,  with  a  piUarM 

place  below  ; 
For  the  floor  of  the  building  rests  on  bandy 

csolnninjj  smalt, 
And  the  bidmng  pile  may,  toUeriug,  sud- 
denly bury  all. 
it  there  upon  wooden  benches,  hunchM 

in  the  summer  night. 
Sit  wrinkled  sires  of  the  village  arow,  whose 

hair  is  white  ; 
They  sit  like  the^  mummies  of  men,  with  a 

glare  ujion  them  cast 
From  a  rushing  tlame  of  the  living,  like 

their  own  mad  past ; 
ley  are  watching  the  merry-miike,   and 

their  face  is  very  grave  ; 
ver  alt  are  the  silent  stars  !  beyond,  the 

cold  gray  wave, 
nd  while  I  gaze  on  the  galloping  horses 

eireling  round. 
The  men  caracoling  up  and  down  to  a  weird, 

nioiiot43nous  sound, 
I  pass  into  a  bewilderment,  and  marvel  why 

they  go  ; 
It  seemit  the  earth  revolving,  with  our  vain 

to  aitd  fro  I 
For  the  youitg  may  lie  glad  and  eager,  but 

luime  ride  liittleHHlVp 
And  the  old  look  on  with  a  weary,  dull, 

and  lifeless  eye  ; 
I  IcDOW  that  in  an  hour  the  fair  will  all  be 

g«me, 
BiMn  shilling  over  a  dreary  void,  the  Deep 

have  sound  alone. 
I  gaxe  with  orb  8uffus*d  at  human  things 

that  fly. 
And  I  am  lost  in  the  wonder  of  our  dim 

deatiiij.  «  •  . 


rrc 
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The  merry-go-round p  the  mcrry-go-ronnd, 
the  merry*go-pouud  at  Fowey  1 

They  whirl  around,  they  gallop  around,  i 
woman,  and  girl,  and  boy. 


LAMENT 

I  AM  lying  in  the  tomb,  love, 

Lying  in  the  tomb, 

Tho*  I  move  within  the  gloom,  lov% 

Breathe  within  the  gloom  I 

Men  deem  life  not  tied,  dear, 

Deem  my  life  not  fled, 

Tho^  I  with  thee  am  deiid,  dear, 

I  with  thee  am  dead^ 

0  my  Uttle  child  ! 

What  is  the  gray  world,  darling, 

What  is  the  gray  world, 

Where  the  worm  lies  curl'd,  darlings 

The  death  worm  lies  curled  ? 

The?  tell  me  of  the  spring,  dear  1 

Do  I  want  the  spriug  ? 

Will  she  waft  u|k>u  her  wing,  dear^ 

The  joy-pulse  of  her  wing, 

Thy  songs,  thy  blossoming, 

0  my  little  chdd  t 

For  the  hallowing  of  thv  smile,  love, 
The  raiubow  of  thy  smile, 
Gleaming  for  a  while*  love, 
Gleaming  to  beguile, 
Replunged  me  m  the  cold,  dear^ 
Leaves  me  in  the  cold. 
And  I  feel  so  very  old,  dear. 
Very,  very  old  I 

Would  they  put  me  out  of  paiot  deafi 
Out  of  all  ray  pain. 
Since  I  may  not  live  again,  dettTy 
Never  live  again  1 

1  am  lying  in  the  gravet  love. 
In  thy  little  gmve, 

Yet  I  hear  the  wind  rave,  lovey 

And  the  wild  wave  i 

I  would  lie  asleep,  darling, 

With  thee  lie  asleep, 

L*ti hearing  the  world  weep,  daxling^ 

Little  t'hihiren  weep  1 

O  mj  Uttle  child  1 
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THE  TOY   CROSS 

BIy  little  boy  at  Christitm»-tid© 

Mtude  me  a  toy  eroas  ; 
Two  sticks  he  did,  m  boyish  p^de. 

With  bra^eu  Jtail  embosa* 

Ak  me  I  how  hood,  ou  either  j»id0 
His  dying  bed's  true  ovom^ 

She  atid  I  were  crucified, 
Bejuoaiiing  our  Iife4ciss  I 

£ul  He,  whose  firms  m  death 

Uptm  the  holj  tnse, 
Were  clasp  *d  about  him  whei 

Clasped  for  etertuty ! 


"THAT 


THEY  ALL 
ONE" 


MA^ 


Whene'er  there  eomea  a  little  child, 
Mv  darling  comes  witti  him  i 
Whene'er  I  hear  a  birdie  wild 
Who  sings  his  merry  whim, 


Mloe  singa  with  him  t 
If  a  low  strain  of  music  aaib 
Among  melodious  hiUs  and  dales, 
When  a  white  laiiib  or  kitten  leaps. 
Or  staTj  or  vernal  (lower  peeiis, 
When  rtunbow  dews  are  pulsttig  Itsj^ 
Or  sunn  J  waves,  or  leafleta  toy, 
Then  he  who  sleeps 
Softly  wakes  within  my  heart  ; 
h  a  kiss  from  him  I  start ; 
lavs  his  head  upon  my  hreasit 
*  I  may  not  me  my  guest, 
F  bosom-guest  I 

11  that 's  pure  and  fair  and  good, 
el  the  sprjng-tinje  of  thy  blood, 
iT  thy  w^hisj)e^'d  accents  fiow 
lighten  woe, 
I  them  blend, 

lough  I  fail  to  comprehend. 
I  if  one  woundetb  with  harsh  word« 
ieed,  a  child,  or  beast,  or  bLrd, 
At  iseems  to  strike  weak  Innocence 
Til  rough  him,  who  hath  for  his  defence 
Thunder  of  the  All-loving  Sire, 
And  mine,  to  whom  He  gave  the  fire. 


Jbit  ^IfrtH  XpaU 


MEDITATIONS  OF  A   HINDU 
PRINCE 

All  the  world  over,  I  wonder,  in  lauds 
that  I  never  have  trod, 

Are  the  people  eternally  seeking  for  the 
signs  and  steps  of  a  God  ? 

Westwa^  across  tne  ocean,  and  North- 
ward across  the  snow, 

Do  they  all  stand  gazing,  as  ever,  and  what 
do  the  wisest  know  ? 

Here,  in  this   mystical  India,   the   deities 

hover  and  swarm 
Like  the  wild  bees  heard  in  the  tree-tops, 

or  the  gusts  of  a  gathering  storm  ; 
In  the  air  men  hear  their  voices,  their  feet 

on  the  rocks  are  seen, 
Yet  we  all  say,  "  Whence  is  the  message, 

and  what  may  the  wonders  mean  ?  " 

A  million  shrines  stand  open,  and  ever  the 

censer  swings, 
As  they  bow  to  a  mystic  symbol,  or  the 

figures  of  ancient  kings  ; 


And  the  incense  rises  ever,  and  rises  the 
endless  cry 

Of  those  who  are  heavy  laden,  and  of  cow- 
ards loth  to  die. 

For  the  Destiny  drives  us   together,  like 

deer  in  a  pass  of  the  hills ; 
Above  is  the  sky,  and  around  us  the  sound 

of  the  shot  that  kills  ; 
Push'd  by  a  power  we  see  not,  and  struck 

by  a  hand  unknown. 
We  pray  to  the  trees  for  shelter,  and  press 

our  lips  to  a  stone. 

The  trees  wave  a  shadowy  answer,  and  the 

rock  frowns  hollow  and  grim, 
And  the  form  and  the  nod  of  the  demon 

are  caught  in  the  twilight  dim  ; 
And  we  look  to  the  sunlight  falling  afar  oa 

the  mountain  crest,  — 
Is  there  never  a  path   runs  upward  to  a 

refuge  there  and  a  rest  ? 


E^^^^^^^3 

^^H 
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Tbe  putb,  ah  f  who  has  shown  it»  mxd  which 

It  is  nought  but  the  wide-world  story  how           1 

ia  the  fiutbful  guide  7 

the  earth  and  the  heavens  begun,                1 

The  hareu,  ah  !    who   has  known  it  ?   for 

How  the  gods  are  gUd  and  angry,  and  a          J 
Deity  once  waa  man«                             ^^| 

steep  is  the  iiiuuntaiu  side, 

Fowver  the  shot  strikes  surely,  and  ever 

^^M 

the  wiLsted  breath 

I  had    thought,  "  Perchance  in  the   eitiea     ^^ 

Of  the  praying  mtillitude  rise8»  whose  an- 

wliere the  rulers  of  India  dwell,                   1 

swer  is  only  death. 

Whose  orders  tlusb  from  the  far  land,  who          1 

ginlle  the  earth  with  a  spell,                         1 

Here  are  the  tomba  of  nay  kiusfcJk,  the 

Tliey  have  fathomed  the  depths  we  float  on.    ^^1 

fruit  of  an  ancient  uame, 

or  measured  the  uukuowu  main  —  ^*    ^^M 

Chiefs  who  were  slain  on  the  war-field,  and 

Sadly  they  turn  from  the  venture,  aud  say    ^H 

women  who  died  in  tiame  ; 

that  the  quest  is  vain.                              ^H 

They  are  gu<ls,  these  kings  of  the  foretime, 

^H 

they  nre  spints  who  guard  our  race  : 
1       Ev^r  X  watch  and  woi-ship  ;  they  sit  with  a 

Is  life,  then,  a  dream  and  dehmion,  and         1 

where  shall  the  dreamer  aivake  ?                1 

marble  face. 

Ib  the  world  seen  like  shadows  on  water,  and          1 

what  if  the  mirror  break  ?                            1 

And  the  mvriad  idols  around  me,  and  the 

Shall  it  pass  as  a  camp  that  is  struck,  as  a          1 
tunt  that  is  gathered  and  gone                   J 

legion  of  muttering  priests, 
The  revels  tind  rites  unholy,  the  dark  un- 

From the  satids  that  were  lamp-lit  at  eve,    ^^1 

speakable  feasts } 

aud  at  muruiug  are  level  aud  loue  ?     ^H 

'What  li!4%'e  tbey  wruug  from  the  Silence  ? 

Hath  evi-u  a  whisjier  vouie 

Is  there  nought  in  the  heaven  above,  whence 

Of    the    secret,    Wheooo    and    Whither? 

the  hail  and  the  levin  ore  hurl'd, 

Alus  !  for  the  gods  are  dumb. 

But  the  wind  that  is  swept  around  ns  by  the 

rush  of  the  rolling  world  ? 

Shall  I  list  tu  tlie  word  of  the  English,  who 

The  wind  that  shall  scatter  my  ashes,  and 
b«ar  me  to  liilenoe  and  sleep 

come  from  the  uttermost  sea? 

^'Tho  Secret,  hath  it  been  told  you,  and 

With  the  dirge,  aud  the  sounds  of  lamenting^ 

what  ia  your  message  to  me  ?  " 

and  voices  of 

women  who  weep.           ^^M 

aiifttti 

3CiiSftin 

1 

AT  HIS  GRAVE 

In  the  fam'd  eity  that  he  say'd,                   ^M 

H17GHENDEN,   MAV,    iSSl 

By  minaret  erown*d,  by  billow  lav'd*          ^^| 
I  heard  that  he  was  dead.                      ^^M 

Lfave  me  a  little  while  alone, 

^^H 

Here  at  his  grare  tliat  still  is  strowQ 

Kow  o*er  hii  tomb  at  last  I  bend,               ^H 

With  crumbling  flower  and  wreath  ; 

No  greeting  get,  no  greeting  tend,              ^^M 

The  langhing  rivulet  leapa  and  faUa, 

Who  never  came  before                         ^^H 

The  thrush  exults,  the  cuckoo  calls, 

Unto  his  presence,  but  I  took,                      ^^H 

And  he  liea  hush*d  beneath. 

From  word  or  gesture,  tone  or  look«           ^^M 

Some  wisdom  from  his  door.                ^^M 

With  myrUe  cross  and  crowo  of  rose. 

^^H 

And  every  lowlier  flower  that  blows, 

And  must  I  now  unanswered  wait»              ^^M 

Hi*  uew-niade  couch  is  dressM  ; 

And,  though  a  tnppliant  at  the  g^^bs*          ^^M 

Primri^ise  and  cowHlip,  hyacinth  wild, 

No  sound  my  ears  rejoice  7                  ^^M 

G&tlier'd  by  monarch,  peasant,  child, 

Listen  1     Yes,  even  as  I  stand,                    ^^M 

A  nation*s  grief  attest. 

The  comfort  of  hii  voloa.                     ^^M 

^^H 

That  hitlier  came  when  round  his  shroud 

^^M 

Pious  farewells  were  said. 

^^^^J 
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How  poor  were  Fame,  did  grief  confeis 

Ihart  death  can  make  a  great  Ufe  las&f 

Or  end  ihe  help  it  gave  I 
Our  wreatha   may  fade,  oar  flowers  nmy 

Wiine, 
But  his  well*ripen'd  deeds  remain, 

Untoucb'd,  aboTe  liis  grave. 

Let  this,  toop  ioothe  our  widow'd  minda  f 
Silenced  are  the  opprobrious  wii  ^ 

Whene'er  the  siun  goes  dow 
And  free  henceforth  f rum  uoqu( 
He  at  a  tranquil  height  eiijojB 

The  starlight  of  ranown. 

Thus  hence  we  something  more 
Than  Htcirlle  griefs  than  lortuleB 

Or  vainly  utter 'd  vow  ; 
Death  hath  bestowM  what  life  wi 
And  he  round  whom  detraction  a 

Hatli  peace  with  honor  uow. 

The  open  jeer,  the  covert  taunt, 

The  falsehood  coin'd  in  factious  haunt, 

These  loviug  gifts  reprove. 
They  never  were  but  thwarted  sound 
Of  ebbing  waves  that  bluster  round 

A  rock  that  will  not  move. 

And  now  the  idle  roar  rolls  off, 
Hush'd  is  the  gibe  and  sham'd  the  scoff, 

Repressed  the  envious  gird  ; 
Since  death,  the  looking-glass  of  life, 
Clear'd  of  the  misty  breath  of  strife, 

Reflects  his  face  imblurr'd. 

From  callow  youth  to  mellow  age. 
Men  turn  the  leaf  and  scan  the  page. 

And  note,  with  smart  of  loss. 
How  wit  to  wisdom  did  mature. 
How  duty  bum'd  ambition  pure. 

And  purged  away  the  dross. 

Touth  is  self-love  ;  our  manhood  lends 
Its  heart  to  pleasure,  mistress,  friends. 

So  that  when  ag^  steals  nigh, 
flow  few  find  any  worthier  aim 
Than  to  protract  a  flickering  flame. 

Whose  oil  hath  long  run  dry  1 

But  he,  unwitting  youth  once  flown. 
With  England's  greatness  link'd  his  own, 

And,  steadfast  to  that  part, 
Held  praise  and  blame  but  fitful  sound, 
And  in  the  love  of  country  found 

Fall  solace  for  his  heart. 


Now  in  an  English  grave  he  lies  : 
With  fluwers  that  tell  of  English 

And  mind  of  EngliMh  air, 
A  grateful  sovereign  decbi  hta  bed^ 
And  hither  lon^  with  pilgriui  tread 

Will  English  feet  impair. 


d 


Yet  not  beside  bis  giave  alone 

We  seek  the  glance,  the  touch,  the  too©| 

"lis  home  is  nigh,  —  but  there^ 

om  the  hearth  his  figure  fled, 

Bu  uuruis*d,  the  page  imread, 

utenauted  the  chair  1 

f  the  becK^heu  boughs  have  made 

lb  green  canopy  of  shade, 
ainly  the  paa4?ocks  stray  j 
Carlo,  with  despondent  gaifc, 

ers  ho''.^'  long  affairs  of  State 

ITill  keep  his  lord  away. 

Here  moat  we  mh^  the  guide,  the  friend ; 
Baek  to  the  churchyard  let  mc  weud^ 

And,  by  the  posied  mound. 
Lingering  where  late  stood  worthier  feet, 
Wish  that  some  voice,  more  strong,  more 
sweet, 

A  loftier  dirge  would  sound. 

At  least  I  bring  not  tardy  flowers  : 
Votive  to  him  Ufe*s  budding  powersp 

Such  as  they  were,  I  g^ve  — 
He  not  rejecting,  so  I  may 
Perhaps  these  poor  faint  spices  lay, 

Unchidden,  on  his  grave  1 

SONGS     FROM     "PRINCE     LU- 
CIFER" 

grave-digger's  song 

The  crab,  the  bullace,  and  the  sloe, 

They  burgeon  in  the  Spring  ; 
And,  when  the  west  wind  melts  the  sdow^ 

The  redstarts  build  and  sing. 
But  Death 's  at  work  in  rind  and  root, 

And  loves  the  green  buds  best ; 
And  when  the  pairing  music 's  mute^ 
He  spares  the  enipty  nest, 
Death  1     Death  1 
Death  is  master  of  lord  and  clown. 
Close  the  coffin,  and  hammer  it  dowik 

Wlien  nuts  are  brown  and  sere  without, 

And  white  and  plump  within. 
And  juicy  gourds  are  pass'd  about, 

And  trickle  down  the  chin  ; 
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When  comes  the  reaper  with  his  scythei 

She  feels  the  ferment  of  the  hour  :                      J 

And  reaps  atid  nothing  Ifiives, 

She  broodeth  when  tbe  ringdove  broods  ;          ^H 

Ob»  tbeu  it  Is  that  Death  U  blithe, 

The  sun  aud  Dying  clouds  have  power           ^^M 

Aud  sups  among  the  sheaves. 
Death !     Death  ! 

Upon  her  cheek  and  clianging  moods.               ^^H 

She  cannot  think  she  is  atone,                        ^^M 

Lower  the  cofBu  and  nlip  the  cord  : 

As  uVr  her  ^enj^cs  warmly  steal                 ^^| 

Death  b  master  uf  eluwu  and  lord. 

FIo<.m1s  of  unrest  she  fears  to  own^                  ^^| 

And  almost  dreads  to  feeL                           ^H 

When  logs  about  tbe  house  are  stacks, 

^H 

And  next  yearns  bose  is  knit, 

Among  tbe  summer  woodlands  wide                 ^H 

And  tales  are  told  and  jokes  are  crack'd^ 

Anew  she  roams,  no  more  alone  ;                   ^^M 

^^And  fagguta  blaze  aud  suit  ; 
^Bpatb  sits  down  in  tbe  ingle-uook, 

The  joy  she  fearM  is  at  her  side,                        ^H 

Spring's  blushing  sei-ret  now  is  known.                1 
The  primrose  and  its  mates  have  flown,          ^J 

^^F&tts  dowu  and  doth  not  speak  : 

'    But  be  puts  his  arm  round  the  maid  that 's 

The  thrush's  ringing  note  bath  died  ;                 ^H 

warm* 

But  glancing  eye  and  glowing  tone                 ^^M 

And  she  tingles  in  the  cheek, 
-                    Death  !     Death  ! 

Fall  on  her  from  her  god,  her  guide.                   ^1 

She  knows  nut,  asks  not,  what  tbe  goal,               1 

^K     Death  is  master  of  lord  and  clown  ; 

She    only    feels   ahe   moves   towards             1 

^H     Shovel  the  clay  in,  tread  it  dowu. 

bliss,                                                        J 

■ 

And  yields  her  pure  tmquestiouing  soul         ^H 

^H                           MOTHER'SOXG 

To  touch  and  fondling  kii^s.                         ^H 

^H     White  little  hands  1 

^^ 

^m         Piuk  little  feet  t 

And  still  she  bauntj^  those  woodland  ways,             J 

^"     Dimpled  all  over. 

Though  all  fond  fancy  finds  tliere  now         ^^1 
To  mind  of  spring  or  summer  days,                   ^^| 

r                Sw»'et,  sweett  sweet  I 

^^     What  dost  thou  wail  for  ? 

Are  sodden  trunk  aud  sougless  bough.          ^^M 

^H        The  unknown  ?  the  unseen  ? 

The  pMst  sits  widow'd  on  her  brow,              ^^M 

^^B    Tbe  ills  tliJit  are  coming. 

Homeward  she  wends  with  wintry  gaze,          ^^H 

^H        Tbe  jojs  that  have  been  ? 

To  walU  that  house  a  hollow  vow,                 ^H 

■ 

To  hearth  where  love  hath  ceasM  to  blaze  t       ^^M 

Cling  to  me  closer, 

Watches  the  clammy  twilight  wane,               ^H 

Closer  and  closer, 

With  gri&t  too  fix*d  for  woe  or  tear  ;         ^H 
And,  with  her  fort»head  'gaiust  the  pane,            1 

Till  the  pain  that  is  purer 
Hath  banish'd  the  grosser. 

Envies  tbe  dying  year.                                        J 

Brain,  drain  at  tbe  stream,  love. 

^H 

Thy  hunger  is  freeing, 

THE  HAYMAKERS'  SONG            ^M 

That  was  born  in  a  dream,  love, 

Along  with  thy  bcmg  t 

Berk  *s  to  him  that  grows  it,                        ^H 
Drink,  lads,  drink  1                       ^M 

^H    Little  fingers  that  ft;el 

That  lays  it  in  and  mows  it,                           ^^M 

^^        For  their  home  on  my  breaat. 

Clink,  jugs,  clink  I                         ^^M 

Little  lips  that  appeal 

To  hini  that  mows  and  makes  it,                   ^^M 

F'or  their  nnrtnre,  their  reat  1 

That  scatters  it  and  shakes  it,                         ^H 

Why,  why  dost  thou  weep,  dear  ? 
Nay,  stirte  tliy  cries, 

That  turns,  and  teds,  and  rakes  it,                  ^H 

Clink,  jugs,  clink  1                        ^H 

^11  the  dew  of  (by  slccpi  dear. 

^^H 

Lbs  soft  on  thine  eyes. 

Now  bore 's  to  him  that  stacks  it|                  ^^M 

^^^ 

Dnnkf  bids,  drink  I                       ^H 

^V                     AGATHA 

That  thraabes  and  tluU  Ucks  it,                     ^H 

Clinks  jug^  clink  I                        ^H 

LBbi  wandcn  in  the  April  woods, 

That  cuts  it  out  for  eating,                               ^H 

^H  T'             :<  n  with  the  falleu  shower  ; 

When  Marob-droppM  lambs  are  blent in^        ^1 

^^■*                  r  face  against  tbi?  bud&. 

And  the  slate>blue  clouds  ar<^  sleeting,                 1 

^^Bbf}*;  Mopji,  »be  stoops,  she  plucks  a  flower. 

Drinks  buls,  drink  !                      ^J 
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And  here 's  to  tb^tie  and  yeoman. 
Drink,    [ids,  driuk  1 

To  horseman  anc  to  bowman, 
Cliukt  jugs,  cliuk  I 


To  lofty  and  to  low  man, 
Who  bears  n  grudge  to  no  maa. 
But  fiinehes  from  no  foeiii»ti, 
Drink,  lads,  drink  I 


€||onm|f  3Iljer^e 


MARIAN 

Passing  feet  pause^  as  thej 

By  this  little  slab  of  slati 
People,  if  they  go  this  way, 

By  tlie  linchcn^d  wicket  g 
At  each  other  look  and  say, 
**  Pity,  pity  I  aad  it  was  I " 

Hero  have  fallen  as  many 

An  the  mobths  Lu  her  shor 

Seven  and  ten  brief  snany  »pting&  i 
Scjirce  su  many  winter  snows  ; 

Here  the  little  speedwell  keeps 
Watch  beside  the  pale  dog-rose  ; 

On  this  hillock,  while  she  sleeps 

Underneath,  the  red-breast  sings. 
Wedded  on  an  April  day  1 
In  the  Autunm  laid  away  ! 

PHANTOMS 

My  days  are  fall  of  pleasant  memories 

Of  all  those  women  sweet, 
Whom  I  have  known  I   How  tenderly  their 


Flash  thro'  the  days  —  too  fleet !  — 
Which  long  ago  went  by  with  sun  and  rain, 

Flowers,  or  the  winter  snow  ; 
And  still  thro'  memory's  palace-halls  are 
fain 

In  rustling  robes  to  go ! 
Or  wed,  or  widow'd,or  with  milkless  breasts. 

Around  those  women  stand, 
Like  mists  that  linger  on  the  mountain 
crests 

Rear'd  in  a  phantom  land  ; 
And  love  is  in  their  mien  and  in  their  look, 

And  from  their  lips  a  stream 
Of  tender  words  flows,  smooth  as  any  brook, 

And  softer  than  a  dream  : 
And,  one  by  one,  holding  ray  hands,  they  say 

Things  of  the  years  agone  ; 
And  each  head  will  a  little  turn  away. 

And  each  one  still  sigh  on  ; 


le  they  think  such  meagre  joy  we 
had  ; 

love  waji  little  l>old, 
outh  had  store,  and  eltanoea  to  be 
glad, 

squandet'd  so  hb  gold. 
yeSf  and  gray,  and  blazer  than  the 

dn&k  and  golden  hair, 
ps  that  broke  iu  kisses  long  ago^ 
i  snu-kiasM  flowers,  are  there  ; 
Atiu  warm  ftre-side,  and  sunny  orchard  wall. 

And  river-brjiik  aud  Iwiwer, 
And  wood  and  hill,  and  morning  and  day- 
fall. 
And  every  place  and  hour  I 
And  each  on  each  a  white  unclouded  brow 

Still  as  a. sister  bends, 
As  they  would  say,  **  love  makes  us  kindred 
now, 
Who  sometime  were  his  friends." 

BY  THE   SALPETRIERE 

I  SAW  a  poor  old  woman  on  the  bench 
That  you  may  find  by  the  Salp^tri^re. 
The  yellow  leaves  were  falUng,  and  the 

wind 
Gave  hint  of  bitter  days  to  come  ere  long. 
And  yet  the  sun  was  bright :  and  as  I  knew 
A  little  sun,  with  the  Parisiennes, 
Means  light  of  heart,  I  could  not  but  de- 
mand 
"  Why,  now,  so  near  to  weeping,  citizen  ?  ** 
She  look'd  up  at  me  with  vague  surprise, 
And  said,  **  You  see  I  'm  old  ;  I  'm  very 

old: 
I  'm  eighty  years  and  nine  ;  and  people  say 
This  winter  will  be  hard.     And  we  have 

here, 
We  poor  old  women  in  this  hospital, 
A  mortal  dread  of  one  strange  bitter  thing. 
We  would  be  buried  in  a  coffin,  we  ; 
For  each  her  own.    It  is  not  much  yoa 
crave, 


Who  Ve  siiiveti  ninety  jean,  «Jid  eome  to 

tbis, 
And  we  woald  hjive  the  priest  to  say  a  prayer 
Tu  the  good  God  for  itSt  within  the  churchy 
Before  we  go  the  way  that  go  we  must. 
And  *oy  by  nun  we  save  :  —  a  coftia  costs^  — 
Toa   hear,  Sir  ?  —  sixteen  Iraucs  ;  and  if 

we  go 
Ta  church  en  route,  *t  is  ait  hancs  for  the 

priest. 
There '«  some  of  us  have  sav'd  it  all,  and 

stulle, 
With  the  receipt  sew'd  up,  lest  they  should 

lose 
•This  passport  to  the  grave  of  honest  folk. 
But  one  niay  die  l>efore  ;  and  then  there  is 
One  eofHo  for  na  all,  and  we  are  borne 
To  our  liist  place,  and   slipped  within  the 

grave. 
And  back  they  take  the  cofBn  for  the  next. 
And  if  you  Ve  sixteen  francs,  and  not  the  six, 
Ko  church,  but  just  a  sprinkJe  with  the  brush, 
And  half  a  prayer,  and  you  must  take  your 

chance. 
Good  God  1  and  I  shall  die  :  I  know  I  shall : 
I  feel  it  here  I  and  I  have  ten  francs  just : 
Xo  more  1**    My  tears  fell  like  a  shower  of 

rain* 
I  said,  **  Old    woman,    here  *i    the    other 

twelve  ;  ** 
A-d  fled,  wjh^««.t,t«de.  like.  »«. 


A  VISION   OF  CHILDREN 

I  dream'd  I  taw  a  little  brook 
Run  n|>pling  down  the  Strand  ; 

With  cherry-trees  and  apple-treea 
Abloom  on  either  band : 


The  sparrows  gatlier'd  from  the  Square^ 

Upon  the  branches  green  ; 
The  |>igeous  flock'd  from  Palaoe-yard, 

Afresh  their  wings  to  preen  ; 
And  children  down  8L  Martinis  Lane, 

And  out  of  Westminster, 
Came  trooping,  inaaiy  a  thousand  strongp 

With  a  bewilder  d  air. 
They  hugged  each  other  round  the  neck 

And  tittered  for  delight. 
To  see  the  yellow  daffodils. 

And  see  the  daisies  white  ; 
They  roird  upon  the  grassy  slopes, 

And  drank  the  water  clear, 
While  'buases  the  Embankment  took, 

Asham'd  to  pass  auear  ; 
And  sandtwieh-men  stood  still  aghast» 

And  eoetermongers  smiFd  ; 
And  the  policeman  on  his  beat 

Fasa*d,  weeping  like  a  child. 


POETA  NASCITUR 

The  flaine-wing*d  lenLph  spake  a  word 

To  one  of  Galilee  :  •'— 
**  Be  not  afraid  :  know,  of  the  Lord 

Is  that  is  bom  of  thee/* 

And  by  the  poet's  bliss  and  wtm 
Learn  we  the  will  of  Heaven : 

He  is  God^s  instrument ;  and  so 
Swords  in  his  heart  are  seven. 

He  is  God's  oracle  and  slave. 

As  onee  the  prtesteMes ; 
His  griefs  in  keeping  we  should  have, 

To  heal,  or  inaJce  them  leas. 


€ljco6ore  IDattjtf 


ODE  TO  MOTHER  CAREY'S 
CHICKEN 

(ON   SSKtKC  A  STOaM*r«TREt   IM    A  CACB  OK  A 
COTTAOR  WALL  AND    RELEA&IIIQ   IT) 

Gazx  not  at  me,  my  poor  nnliappy  bird  ; 

That  sorrow  tt  more  thau  human  in  thine 
eye  ; 
Too  deep  already  is  my  spirit  stirrM 

To  aee  tboe  hine,  child  of  the  sea  and  sky, 


Coop*d  in  a  cage  with  food  thon  eanst  not  eat| 
Thy  "  suow-Hake  **  soil'd«  and  soird  those 

conquering  feet 
That  walk\l  the  biUowi,  while  thy  'U 

tweet-tweet " 

Proclaim*d  the  tempest  nigh. 

Bird  whom  I  welcom'd  while  the  sailors 
cur3*d. 
Friend  whom  I  bleM'd  whererer  keeli 
may  iown« 
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Fnme  of  my  ehildieb  dfeams^  wham  mer- 

inaidB  iiufs^d 
In  purple  of  billows  --  silver  of  ocean- 
foam  i 
Abashed  I  staTid  before  the  inigbtj  ^rief 
Tbiit  quells  all  othef :  Sorrow's  kiug  and 

chief  : 
To  ride  tbe  wind  and  hold  the  Rea  in  fief, 
Tben  find  a  cage  for  borne  ! 

From  out  thy  jatl  tbou  seeat  jon  be 
woods. 
But  canst  thou  hear  the  birdfl 
the  flowers  ? 
Ab|  no  I  those  tuin-drops  twtnkll 
buds 
Bring  only  visions  of  the  salt  agh 
**  Tbe  sea  I  '*  the  linnetfi  pipe  lr( 

and  bcath  ; 
"  Tbe  sea  I  "  tbe  boneysucklea  wh; 

bfi!Utbt> ; 
And  tumbling  waves,  where  those  wild-roeea 
wpeathe» 

Murmur  from  inland  bowers. 

These  winds  so  soft  to  others,  —  how  they 

burn  1 

The  mavis  sings  with  gurgle  and  ripple 

and  plash, 

To  thee  yon  swallow  seems  a  wheeling  tern. 

And  when  the  rain  recalls  the  briny  lasb 

Old  Ocean's  kiss  thou  lovest,  —  when  thy 

sight 
Is  mock'd  with  Ocean's  horses  —  manes  of 

white, 
The  long  and  shadowy  flanks,  the  shoulders 
bright  — 

Bright  as  the  lightning's  flash, — 

When  all  these  scents  of  heather  and  brier 

and  whin. 

All  kindly  breaths  of  land-shrub,  flower, 

and  vine, 

Eecall  the  sea-scents,  till  thy  f eather'd  skin 

Tingles  in  answer  to  a  dream  of  brine,  — 

When  thou,  remembering  there  thy  royal 

birth. 
Dost  see  between  the  bars  a  world  of  dearth, 
Is  there  a  grief —  a  grief  on  all  the  earth  — 
So  heavy  and  dark  as  thine  ? 

But  I   can  buy  thy  freedom  —  I  (thank 
Godn, 
Who  lov'd  tbee  more  than  albatross  or 
gull, 


Lov'd  th^  when  on  tbe  waves  thy  footstept 
trodf 
Dream'd  of  thee  wbeu,  becaliu'd,  we  lay 
ft-hidl  — 
'T  is  I  thy  friend  who  once,  a  child  of  sijt, 
To  find  where  Mother  Carey  fed  ber  chicks, 
ClimbVl   up   the  stranded  punt,  and  with 
two  sticks 

Tried  all  in  vain  to  seull,  — 

lend  who  ow'd  a  Paradise  of  Storm,  — * 
little  dreamer  of  tbf^  cliffs  and  eovei, 
uiew  thy  mother,  saw  ber  shiulowj 
larm 

itid  tbe  elondy  bastions  where  s3m 
moves, 

eard  her  oall :  "  Come  \  for  the  wel- 
kin thjckensi 

empcfiU  mutter  and  the  Ughttting 
quickens  I " 

starting  from  his  di^aam,  would  find 
the  chickens 

Were  only  blue  rock-doves,  ^-     ' 

Thy  friend  who  ow'd  another  Paradise 

Of  calmer  air,  a  floating  isle  of  fruit» 
Where  sauc^  the  Nereids  on  a  breeze  of  spioe 
While  Triton,  from  afar,   would  sound 
salute  : 
There  wast  thou  winging,  though  the  skies 

were  calm, 
For  marvellous  strains,  as  of  the  morning's 

shalm. 
Were  struck  by  ripples  round  that  isle  of 
palm 

Whose  shores  were  "  Carey's  lute." 

And  now  to  see  thee  bere,  my  king,  my  king, 
Far-glittering  memories  mirror'd  in  those 
eyes. 
As  if  there  shone  within  each  iris-ring 
An  orbed  world  —  ocean  and  hills  and 
skies  I  — 
Those  black  wings  ruffled  whose  triumphant 

sweep 
Conquer'd  in  sport  I  —  yea,  up  the  glimmer* 

ing  steep 
Of  highest  billow,  down  the  deepest  deep, 
Sported  with  victories  1 

To  see  thee  here  1  —  a  coil  of  wilted  weeds 
Beneath  those  feet  that  danced  on  dia- 
mond spray. 

Rider  of  sportive  Ocean's  reinless  steeds—* 
Winner  in  Mother  Carey's  sabbath-fnj 
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When^  stung  by  nmgic  of  the  witch's  chant. 
They  rifte^  each  foauiy<crested  cotnbatiint  — 
They  rise  and  fall  aiid  leap  and  foam  and 

galla«|}  and  pant 
Till  albatross,  sea-swallow,  and  eorniorant 
Would  dec  like  doves  away  1 

And  shall  thou  ride  no  more  where  iboii 
hiut  rirldeti, 
And  fca&t  no  more  io  hyaline  hjilla  and 
caves^ 
Master  of  Mother  Carey's  secrets  hidden. 

Master  most  equal  of  the  wind  and  waves. 

Who  never,  save  in  atresis  of  angriest  blast, 

Ask^d  ship  for  shelter,  —  never^  till  at  last 

The  foam-Hakes,  hurl'd  against  the  sloping 

mast, 

SUsh'd  thee  like  whirling  glaives  1 

Riffht  home  to  fields  no  seamew  ever  kenn*d» 
Where   scarce   the   great   sea- wanderer 
fares  witli  thee, 
I   come   to  take  thee  —  nay^   'tis   I,  thy 
friend  — 
Ah,  tremble  not  —  I  eome  to  set  thee  free : 
I  come  to  tear  this  oage  from  off  this  wall, 
And  take  thee  hence  to  that  fierce  festival 
W*here  billown  march  and  winds  are  musical, 
Hymning  the  Victor-Seal 


Yea,  lift  thine  eyei^f  mj  own  can  bear  them 
now  *. 
Tboa'rtfree!   thou 'rt  free.    Ah,  sorely 
a  bird  can  smile  1 
Dost  know  me.  Petrel  ?  Dost  remember  how 

I  fed  thee  in  the  wake  for  many  a  tiiik*, 
WMist  thou  wouldst  pat  the  waves,  then, 

rising,  take 
The  morsel  up  and  wheel  about  the  wake  ? 
Thou  'rt  free,  thou  *rt  free,  but  for  thine 
own  dear  sake 

I  keep  tliee  caged  awhile. 

Away  to  sea  !  no  matter  where  the  coast : 
The  road  that  turns  to  home  turns  nereT 

wrong : 
Where  *waves  rtm  high  my  bird  will  not  be 

lost; 
ffii  home  I  know :  't  is  where  the  winds 

are  strong,  — 
Wbetv^  on  her  throne  of  billows,  rolling 

hoary 
And   green   and  blue  and  splash'd  with 

sonny  glot^i 


Far,  far  from  shore  —  from  farthest  prom- 
ontory — 

The  mighty  Mother  sings  the  triumphs  of 
her  story, 
Sings  to  my  bird  the  song  I 

THE  SONNErS  VOICE 

(a  metrical  lesson  bv  the  seasrohh) 

Yon  silvery  billows  breaking  on  the  beach 
Fall  back  iji  foam  beneath  the  star^iue 

clear, 
The  while  my  rhymes  are  murmuring  in 

your  ear 
A  restless  lore  like  that  the  billows  teach  ; 
For  on  these  sonnet-waves  my  soul  would 

reach 
From  its  own  depths,  and  rest  within  yottt 

dear, 
As,  through  the  billowy  voices  yearning  here, 
Great  nature  strives  to  find  a  human  speech, 
A  sonnet  is  a  wave  of  melody  : 
From  heaving  w.teri  »£  tbe  impMunon'd 

soul 
A  billow  of  tidal  music  one  and  whole 
Flows  in  the  *^  octave  ; "  then  returning  free, 
It^  ebbing  surges  in  the  **  sestet  *'  roll 
Back  to  the  deeps  of  Lifers  tumultuous  sea. 

COLERIDGE 

I  SEE  thee  pine  like  her  in  golden  story 
Who,  in  her  prison,  woke  and  saw,  one  day. 
The  gates  thrown  open  —  saw  the  sun1>eaaia 

play, 
With  only  a  web  'tween  her  and  summer^s 

glory; 
WTjo^  when  that  web  —  sa  frail,  so  transi- 
tory 
It  broke   before  her  breath  —  had  fallen 

away. 
Saw  other  webs  and  others  rise  for  aye 
Which  kept  her  prisonM  till  her  hair  waa 

hoary. 
Those  songs  hall-sung  tliat  yet  were  alU 

divine  — 
That  woke  Romanoe,  the  queen,  to  reign 

afresh — 
Had  been  but  preludes  from  that  lyte  of 

thine. 
Could  thy  rare  spirit's  wings  have  pteroed 

the  mesh 
Span  by  the  wizard  who  eompels  the  fleall« 
But  lets  the  poet  see  how  heav'n  ean  shincb 
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THE  BREATH  OF  AVON 

TO  THE  PILGRIMS   OF  GREATER  BEUTAIN 

on  SHAICESPEARE'S  BIRTHDAY 


What^'er  of  woe  the  Dark  may  hide  in 

woinli 
Yot  Eiigiaiidi  mother  of  kings  of  battle  and 

ftong  — 
Be  it  mpiii*!,  racial  hjitet,  m pterin 
Blizzard  of  C  tin  nee,  or  Aerj  dart  el 
Let  breath  of  Avon,  rich  of  nieadi 
Bmd  her  to  that  great  daughtc 

long  — 
To  near  and  farnaff  childreii  yi 

strong  — 
With  fetters  woven  of  Avoti'i  ^i 

fume. 
WeleonipT  ye  Ertglish^peakitig  till 
AVhoiie  bauds  around  the  Morld  ^^  j-, 

by  bim. 
Who  make  his  speech  th«  Language  of  the 

sea, 
Till  winds  of  Ocean  waft  from  rim  to  rim 
The  breath  of  Avon :  let  this  great  day 

be 
A  Feast  of  Race  no  power  shall  ever  dim. 

II 

From  where  the  steeds  of  Earth's  twin 

oceans  toss 
Their    manes    along    Columbia's    chariot- 
way — 
From  where  Australia's  long  blue  billows 

play  — 
From    where    the    mom,    quenching    the 

Southern  Cross, 
Startling  the  frigate-bird  and  albatross 
Asleep  in  air,  breaks  over  Table  Bay  — 
Come  hither,  Pilgrims,  where  these  rushes 

sway 
'Tween  grassy  banks  of  Avon  soft  as  moss  I 
For,  if  ye  found  the  breath  of  Ocean  sweet. 
Sweeter  is  Avon's  earthy,  flowery  smell, 
Distiird  from  roots  that  feel  the  coming 

spell 
Of  May,  who  bids  all  flowers  that  lov'd  him 

meet 
In    meadows    that,   remembering   Shake- 
speare's feet, 
Hold  still  a  dream  of  music  where  they 
feU. 


THE   FIRST   KISS 

If  only  In  dream  i  may  man  be  fuUv  blest^ 
Is  heav'n  a  dream  7     Itt  she  I  clasp*d  a 

dream  7 
Or  stood  she  here  even  now  where  dew* 

dropH  gleam 
And  milea  of  furze  shine  golden  down  the 

West  ? 
I  seem  to  da^p  her  still  —  still  on  my  bieast 

>aom   bt*at8,  — '■  I  see  the  blue  eyea 

beam  :  — 

:  she  klss*d  these  lips,  for  now  they 

leetn 

mine  i  so  hallow'd  of  the  Upi  they 

Bresa'd  1 

tcket's  breath — can  that  be  eglan- 

^e? 

itrda—  can  they  be  morning's  chorb- 

htnf 

s  be  earth  ?    Can  these  be  banks  of 

fnrre  ? 
Like  hiinimg  bitshea  ftr*d  of  God  they  shine  t 
I  seem  to  know  thetnj  tliougU  thia  body  of 

mine 
Pass'd  into  spirit  at  the  touch  of  hers  I 

TOAST  TO   OMAR   KHAYyXm 

an  EAST  ANGLIAN  ECHO-CHORUS 

Chonu 

In  this  red  wine,  where  Memory'a  eyes 

seem  glowing 
Of  days  when  wines  were  bright    by 

Ouse  and  Cam, 
And  Norfolk's  foaming  nectar  glittered, 

showing 
What  beard  of  gold  John  Barleycorn  was 

growing. 
We  dnnk  to  thee  whose  lore  is  Nature's 

knowing, 

Omar  KhayyUm ! 


Star-gazer  who  canst  read,  when  night  is 
strewing 
Her  scriptured  orbs  on  Time's  frail  ori- 

flamme. 
Nature's    proud    blazon :    **  Who    shall 
bless  or  damn  ? 
Life,  Death,  and  Doom  are  all   of   mj 
bestowing ! " 
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Chorus 

Chorus                                       1 

Omar  Khayyto  I 

Onuir  KhayyiLm  I                        ^M 

U 
Itftttar  irlKwe  tinam  of  bfdtn  and  musso, 

TV 

'Twas  Fit«,  ''Old  Fitz,"  whose  knowledge. 

flowiuff 
TliTOQfli  n»fsiAti  gnrdena,  widened  till 

farther  going 
Than  lore  of  OmaTp  **  Wiadom*s  atarry 

it  swam  — 

Cham," 

A  Imgmiii  tide  no  bank  of  Time  aIiaU 

Made  richer  still  thine  opulent  epigram  : 

dam  — 

Sowed  seed  from  seed  of  thine  immortal 

Tbroygh  Suffolk  meads  where  gorse  and 

sowing* 

may  were  blowing, 

Chorut                                   ^_ 

Chorui 

Omar  Khayyto  1                         ^H 

Omar  Khajjdm  1 

In  thij  red  wine,  where   Memory's  eyei 

$/(i^m  glowing 

m 

Of  days   when   wines   were    bright   by 

1       Who  blent  tbj  song  with  toiuid  of  cattle 

Otise  and  Cam, 

lowing. 

And   Norfolk's   foaming  neetar  glittered, 

Aod  caw  of  rooks  that  perch  on  ewe 

showing 

and  ram. 

What  beard  of  goW  John  Barleycorn  waa 

And  hymn  of  lark,  and  bleat  of  orphan 

growing, 

lamb^ 

We  drink  to  thee  whose  lore  ia  Natoft't 

And  swish  of  aojthe  in  Brcdfield*s  dewy 

knowing, 

mowing  ? 

Omar  Khi^yi&iii  1                    .    h 

Ditbid 

<0rtt]ri                                       ^1 

THE  DEAR  OLD  TOILING  ONE 

T  will  be  a  beieon  cm  the  hill                     ^H 

To  let  your  mother  see.                                ^^| 

Ott,  many  a  leaf  will  fall  to-night, 

And  trim  it  well,  my  little  Ann*                  ^^^ 

Aa  she  wanders  through  the  wood  t 

For  the  night  is  wet  and  (M>ld,                      ^^| 

And  many  an  angry  giut  will  break 

And  you  know  the  weary,  winding  way            V 

The  dreary  solitude. 

Across  the  miry  wold.                                            J 

I  wonder  if  she  *s  past  the  bridge. 

All  drenuh'd  will  be  her  simple  gown,          ^H 

Where  Luggie  moans  beneath, 
While  ratiHdrops  claah  in  planted  lines 

And  the  wet  wilt  reach  her  skin  :                  ^H 

I  wish  that  I  could  wander  down,                ^^| 

On  rirulet  and  heath. 

And  the  red  cjuarry  win,                                 ^^| 

Disease  hath  laiil  his  palsied  palm 

To  take  the  burden  from  her  baek^              ^^| 

L'pon  Tiiy  aebiiijf  brow  ; 

And  place  it  upon  mine  ;                               ^^| 

The  he^ullon^  blocHl  of  twentyKHie 

Is  thin  and  sTupi^glsh  now. 

T  ii  nearly  ten       A  fearful  night, 

With  words  of  ciieerful  condolence,             ^^| 

Not  uttcrM  to  repine.                                    ^^H 

You  have  a  kindly  mother,  deiirs,                ^^H 

Without  a  single  star 

Aa  ever  bore  a  child,                                     ^^| 

To  light  the  shadow  on  her  goal 

And  Heaven  knows  I  love  her  well              ^^| 

With  9parkle  from  afar  : 

In  passioti  imdeiird.                                        ^^| 

Phe  moon  ia  canopied  with  clouds, 

Ah  me  1  I  never  thought  that  aha                 ^^| 
Would  brave  a  nij^ht  Tike  this,                      ^^| 
While  I  sat  weaving  by  the  fire                    ^^| 

And  her  burden  it  is  aore  ; 

What  would  wee  Jackie  do,  if  he 

Should  never  see  her  more  ? 

A  web  of  fantasies*                                         ^^| 

Ay,  light  the  lamp,  and  hang  it  up 

How  the  winds  beat  thia  home  of  oun          ^H 

At  the  window  fair  and  free ; 

With  anrow^falls  of  rain ;                              ^^| 
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Tbis  lonel^r  home  upon  the  hill 

Hie  J  bent  with  might  mid  mnin. 

And  *mid  the  tempest  one  lane  heart 

Aiitidpates  the  glow, 

Whetiee,  all  her  wmrj  journej  done, 

ShaJi  hnppy  welcome  ftow, 

*T  IS  after  ten  !     O,  were  she  here, 

Young  man  although  I  be, 

I  could  fall  down  upon  her  neck, 

And  weep  right  gushingly  I 

I  have  not  lov^d  her  half  enongh. 

The  dear  old  toiling  one, 

The  silent  watcher  by  my  bed, 

In  shadow  or  in  siuL 

I    DIE,   BEING  YOU] 

"Whom  the  gods  love  die  yom 

thought  is  old, 
And  yet  it  aooth'd  the  sweet  Athei 
I  take  it  with  nil  pleasure,  oTerbt 
Perhaps,  yet  to  its  vittue  much  jnuiui  ij. 
By  an  inherent  love  for  what  is  fair, 
Thifl  is  the  utter  poetry  of  woe, 
That  the  bright-flashing  g^ods  should  cure 

despair 
Bylove,and  make  youth  precious  here  below. 


I  die,  being  young  ;  and,  dying,  could  be- 
come 

A  pagan,  with  the  tender  GreriAn  tmst. 

Let  deaths  the  fell  jmaLtomj,  bemimb 

The  hand  that  writer,  and  fill  my  mouth 
with  dust  • 

Chant  no  funereal  theme,  but»  with  a 
choral 

Hyixm,  O  ye  moumerSi  hail  imniortal  youtb 
auroral. 

MV   EPITAPH 

'  lies  one  whoae  name  was  traced  io 

iand. 

Bd,  Dot    knowbg  wlrnt    it  was    to 

live  : 

rhile  the  first  aweet  eonsciousness  of 

manhood 

iden  thought  electrifletl  his  soul, 

leatlngs  in  the  ealyx  of  the  vmt. 
_  er'd  reader,  pass  ^nthout  a  sigh^ 

In  «  proud  sorrow  I    There  Is   life   with 

God 
In  other  kingdom  of  a  sweeter  air. 
In  Eden  every  flower  is  blown  :  Amen. 


S[oI)n  3IItitimgt0ti  j&ttmontije; 


AN  EPISODE 

Vasari  tells  that  Luca  Sig^orelli, 
The  morning  star  of  Michael  Angelo, 
Had  but  one  son,  a  youth  of  seventeen  sum- 
mers, 
Who  died.     That  day  the  master  at  his 

easel 
Wielded  the  liberal   brush  wherewith   he 

painted 
At  Orvieto,  on  the  Duomo's  walls, 
Stern  forms  of  Death  and  Heaven  and  Hell 

and  Judgment. 
Then  came  they  to  him,  and  cried  :  "  Thy 

son  is  dead, 
Slain  in  a  duel ;  but  the  bloom  of  life 
Yet   lingers   round   red    lips   and   downy 

cheek." 
Luca  spoke  not,  but  listened.     Next  they 

bore 
Hb  dead  son  to  the  silent  paiuting^room, 
And  left  on  tiptoe  son  and  sire  alone. 


Still  Luca  spoke  and  groan'd  not ;  but  be 
rais'd 

The  wonderful  dead  youth,  and  smooth'd 
his  hair, 

Wash'd  his  red  wounds,  and  laid  him  on  a 
bed. 

Naked  and  beautiful,  where  rosy  curtains 

Shed  a  soft  glimmer  of  uncertain  splen- 
dor 

Life-like  upon  the  marble  limbs  below. 

Then  Luca  seiz'd  his  palette :  hour  by 
hour 

Silence  was  in  the  room  ;  none  durst  ap- 
proach : 

Mom  wore  to  noon,  and  noon  to  eve,  when 
shyly 

A  little  maid  peep'd  in,  and  saw  the  painter 

Painting  his  dead  son  with  unerring  hand- 
stroke. 

Firm  and  dry-ey'd  before  the  lordly  can- 
vas. 
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LUX   EST  UMBRA   DEI 

Nat,  Deiitbt  tbou  ilH  a  ahadow  I    Even  as 

light 
li  but  the  shndow  of  invisible  Godt 
And  of  thai  .ihude  the  shadow  is  thin  Nij^htp 
Veiling  tbe  earth  whereon  our  feet    have 

trinl  ; 
So  art  Tbcni  hut  the  shadow  of  this  life, 
Itself  tbr  palp  and  nnjiubiitantial  shade 
Of  livings  (iod,  fiilfiird  by  love  and  strife 
Ttirotigbuut   the    universe    Uimself    halh 

inmle  : 
And  as  frait  Night,  following  the  flight  of 

earth, 
Obscnrrs  the  world  we  breathe  in,  for   a 

while, 
So  Thou,  tbe  reflex  of  our  mortal  birth, 
Veilest   the    life    wherein   we   weep    and 

smile  : 
But  when  both  earth  and  life  are  whirled 

awaV) 
What  ahade  can  shroud  us  from  God's 

deathless  day  ? 

THE  NIGHTINGALE 

1  WEST  a  roaming  through  the  woods  alone, 
And  beard  the  nightinpde  that  made  her 


Hard  task  it  were  to  tell  how  dewj-^till 
Were  flowers   and  ferns  and  foliage  in 
the  rays 
Of  Hefiper*  white  amid  the  daffodil 

Of  twi  tight  HeekM  with  faintest  chryso- 

pra^e  ; 
And  all  the  while,  embowered  in  leafy 

Tbe  bird  prolonged  her  sharp  soul-thrilling 
lone. 

I  went  a  roaming  through  the  woods  alone, 
And  heard  the  nightiugalo  that  made  her 


But  as  I  stood  and  listened,  on  the  air 
Arose  another  voice  more  clear  and  keen, 

That  startled  silence  with  a  sweet  despair, 
And  stilled   the   bird  beneath  her  leafy 


The  star  of  Love,  those  lattioe^bougba 
between, 
Qr^w  large  and  lean'd  to  listen  from  his 


I  went  a  roaming  through  the  woods  alone^ 
And  heard  the  nightingale  that  made  her 


The  voiee,  niethongbt,  was   neither  man's 
nor  boy*B# 
Nor  bird^s  nor  woman's,  but  all  these  in 
one  : 
In  Paradise  perchance  such  perfect  noise 
lU^sounds  from  angel  ehoirs  in  itnison, 
Chanting  with  eherutniii  their  anttpboi: 
To  Christ  and  Mary  on  the  sapphire  throne. 

I  went  a  roaming  through  tlie  woods  alone* 
And  heard  the  nightingule  that  made  her 


Then  down  the  forest  aisles  there  came  a 
boy. 
Unearthly  pale,  with  passion  in  his  eyes  ; 
Who  sang  a  song  whereof  tbe  nound  was  joy. 
But  all  tbe  burden  was  of  love  that  dies 
And    death  tliat  lives  —  a  tong  of  sobs 
and  sighs, 
A  wild  swan  ii  note  of  Death  and  Love  in 
one. 

I  went  a  roaming  throngh  the  woods  alone. 
And  beard  the  nightingale  that  made  her 


Love  buruM  within  his  luminous  eyes,  and 
Death 
Had  made  his  fluting  voice  so  keen  and 
high. 
The  wild  wood  trembled  as  he  pass*d  be- 
neath, 
With  throbbing  throat  singing,  Love4edt 

to  die  : 
Then  all  was  hush'd,  till  in  the  thicket 
nigh 
The  bird  resum'd  her  sharp  sotil-thtiUtDg 
tone. 

I  went  a  roaming  through  the  woods  alon^ 
And  heard  the  nighttngalo  that  made  her 
moan. 

But  in  my  heart  and  in  my  brain  the  cry, 
The  wail,  the  dirge,  the  dirge  of  Death 
and  Love^ 
Still  throbs  and  throbe,  flnte-ltke,  and  will 
not  die^ 
Piercing  and  clear  the  night-bird^s  tune 
above, — 


I 
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The  ftebiiig,  aaguisli'd,  wild-Bwaa*s  sot©, 
whereof 
The  sweet  aad   flower  of  soDg  was  ovep- 
blown, 

I  went  A  TOflining  through  th©  woods  alone* 
And  heard  the  uightiDgale  that  made  her 
moau« 

THE  FALL  OF  A  SOU 

I  8  AT  uniphering  Flato  ere  I  slept 
Then  tlirou^h  mj  dream  the  choir 

was  Borne, 
Swift  as  the  wmd  and  splendid  as  t 
Fronting  the  night  of  stars  ;  be  hi 

Hwept 
Tempestuous  darkness  o'er  a  dren? 
Wherein  I  saw  a  crowd  of  ehariot 
Urging  Iheir  giddy  steeds  with 

cheers, 
To  join    the  choir  that  aye    before    them 

went  : 
But  one  there  was  who  fell,  with  broken  car 
And   horses   swooning  down   the  gnlf  of 

gloom  ; 
Heavenward  his  eyes,  though  prescient  of 

their  doom, 
Reflected  glory  like  a  falling  star, 
While  with  wild  hair  blown  back  and  list- 
less hands 
Ruining  he  sank  toward  nndiscover'd  lands. 


FAREWELL 

It  is  buried  and  done  with, 
The  love  that  we  knew  : 

Those  cobwebs  we  spun  with 
Are  beaded  with  dew. 

I  lov'd  thee  ;  I  leave  thee  : 
To  love  thee  was  pain  : 

I  dare  not  believe  thee, 
To  love  thee  again. 

Like  spectres  nnshriven 
Are  the  years  that  I  lost ; 

To  thee  they  were  given 
Without  count  of  cost. 

I  cannot  revive  them 
By  penance  or  prayer  : 

Hell's  tempest  must  drive  tbem 
Through  turbulent  air. 


Farewell,  mad  forget  me ; 
For  I  too  am  free 

From  the  shame  that  beset  me. 
The  sorrow  of  thee. 

IL  FIOR  DEGLI    EROICI  FURORI 

(SAXIFRAGA   PVRAMIDALIS) 


but  oinee,  and  then  I  perish } 
ilume  of  snow 

it  soft  south  wind  will  cherish  ^^ 
trooping  now* 


^ 


reams  beneatli  me  foam  and  thoji- 

srj 

icy  breath, 

here  the  rooks  aju  rent  ssuttdef » 

I  me  with  death. 

I  A  fair  imperial  streamer 
I  jiuHt  ptod  Hannt; 
I  am  no  light  htsturiona  dreamer. 
Whom  dangers  daunt. 

For  me  no  delicate  life-lover 

Will  dare  to  bow ; 
My  pyramid  of  bloom  shall  coyer 

No  craven's  brow. 

But  should  some  youth  on  whom  the  splen* 
dor 

Of  hope  is  high, 
Who  loves  with  love  superb  and  tender 

What  cannot  die, 

Pass  by  this  dark  and  awful  dwelling, 

He  shall  not  shrink 
From  slippery  rock  or  sick  waves  swell- 
ing 

To  the  black  brink ; 

But  stoop  and  pluck  the  song  I  utter 

Of  death  and  joy  : 
Yea,  my  free  plume  of  snow  shall  flatter 

To  greet  the  boy. 

VENICE 

Venice,  thou  Siren  of  sea-eities,  wroaght 
By  mirage,  built  on  water,  stair  o'er  stair, 
Of  sunbeams  and  cloud-slmdows,  phantom- 
fair. 
With  naught  of  earth  to  mar  thy  sea-bom 
thonght ! 
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Thou  fluatiog  Aim  upon  the  wond^i^fraught 
Ocean  uf  dreauis  1     Thou  bast  do  dream  ao 

nire 
Ait  are  ih  v  aohs  and  daugbterSi  thej  who 

wcAr 
Foam-Ankes  of  charm  frofn  thine  eneb&nt* 

ineut  caught ! 
O  dark  bruwn  eye»  I  O  tangles  of  dark  hair  I 
O  beaveu-liltie  ejeA»  blonde  treases  where 

the  breese 
Flays  over  enn-barti'd  cheeks  in  sea-blomi 

airr 
Firm    limbs   of    moulded   bronxe  I   frank 

delHiiiiilr 
Smiles    of  fieep-bosom^d  women  I     Lovea 

that  scire 
Man*B  soul,  and  waft  ber  on  storm-melo- 
dies I 

THYSELF 

Give  me  thyself  t    It  were  ^  well  to  eiy : 
Give  me  the  splendor  of  this  night  of  June  t 
Give  me  you  star  upon  the  a  wart  lagoon 
Tremliluig  in  unapproaeh'd  serenity  ! 
Our  gondola,  that  four  swift  oar»nieu  ply, 
l»boots   from  the  darkening    Lido's  sandy 

dune, 
Splits  with  her  steel   the  mirrors  of  the 

moon, 
8lirvim  the  star^beams  that  before  na  fly. 
Give  me  thvself  I     This  prayer  it  even  m 

kiieli, 
Warmng  me  back  to  mine  own  impotanoe. 
SeH  gives  not  self;  and  souls  aeqoester'd 

dwell 
In  the  dark  fortalioe  of  thought  and  senae^ 
Wliere,  though  life's  prisoners  call  from 

cell  to  cell. 
Each  pines  alone  and  may  not  issne  thence. 

THE  SONNET 

I 

TvE.  Sonnet  is  a  fruit  which  long  hath  slept 
And  ripenM  on  life's  sim^warm'd  ordiard* 

wall : 
A  gem  which,  hardening  in  the  mystical 
^Ime  of  nmn*9  heart,  to  quenchless  flame 

hatli  It^apt ; 
A  medal  of  pure  gold  art*s  nympholept 
Siaippa  with  love's  lips  and  brows  imperial ; 
A  bnmeb  from  memory's  briar,  whereon 

the  fall 
Of  tfaought-etemalixing  tenn  hath  wept : 


A  star  that  shoots  athwart  fstar^teadfast 
heaven ; 

A  fluttering  aigrette  of  to6S*d  passion's 
brine ; 

A  leaf  from  youth's  immortal  missal  torn  ; 

A  bark  across  dark  ftcns  of  ntiguiHii  driven ; 

A  feather  droppM  from  breast-wings  aqui- 
line ; 

A  silvery  dream  shunning  red  lips  of  mom. 


There  is  no  mood,  no  heart-throb  fugitive. 
No  spark  from  man*s  imperishable  mind. 
No  moment  of  man's  will,  that   may  not 

find 
Form  in  the  Sonnet  f   and  theneeforwmrd 

live 
A  potent  elf,  by  art's  imperative 
Magic  to  crystal  spheres  of  song  confin'd  : 
Afl  in  the   moonstone's   orb   pent  spirita 

wind 
*Mid  dungeon  depths  day^beams  they  take 

and  give. 
Spare  thou  no  pains;  oarve  thought's  pure 

diamond 
With  fourteen  facets,  scattering  fire  and 

light:  — 
Uncut,  what  jewel  bitms  but  darkly  bright  ? 
And  Prospero  vainly  waves  his  runic  wand« 
If  spurning  art's  inexorable  law 
In  Ariers  prison-spbeie  he  leave  one  flaw. 

in 

The  Sonnet  is  a  world,  where  feelings  cmnght 
In  wt^ljs  of  phantasy,  combine  and  fuse 
Tlieir  kindml  elements  'neath  mystic  dewt 
Shed  from  the  ether  round  man's  dwelling 

wrought ; 
Distilling    heart's  content,    star-fragranoe 

fraught 
With  influences  from  the  breathing  firei 
Of  heaven  in  everlasting  endleas  gyee 
Enfolding  and  encircling  orbs  of  liioughL 
Our  Sonnet's  world  haUi   two  flx'd  hemi- 
spheres : 
Tins,  where   the  sun   with   fierce  itreDgth 

masculine 
Pours  his  keen  rays  and  bids  the  n«ondnj 

shine ; 
That,  where  the  moon  and  the  stRta^  coo* 

cordant  powers. 
Shed  milder  ra3-s,  and  daylight  disappean 
In  low  melodious  music  of  still  hoiin. 
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A  MUSIC   LESSON 

Fenokrs  on  the  holeS)  Johnnjp 

Fairlj  in  a  raw  : 
lift  this  and  then  that. 

And  blaw,  blftW|  blaw  I 
That  ^B  boo  to  plaj,  Joliimj, 

On  tbe  pipes  aae  shrill  t 
Never  waa  die  piper  jet 

But  needit  a'  bts  skill. 

And  laiig  and  saLp  he  tried  ity 

Afore  he  wan  the  knack: 
O'  makiDg  \mg  and  pipe  gie 

His  vetm  yeanim's  back. 
Tbe  e^bo  tae  bis  heart-strings 

Froe  sic  a  thing  to  come  ; 
Oh,  is  it  no  a  wonder  — 

like  a  voice  frao  ont  tbe  dumb  ? 

Tak'  teutie,  noo,  roy  Johnny  lad, 

Ye  maunna  hurry  thro*, 
Tak'  time  and  try  it  ower  again  — 

Sic  a  blast  ye  blew  I 
It 's  no  alane  by  blawing  Strang, 

But  eke  by  blawing  true, 
That  ye  can  mak'  the  music 

To  thrill  folk  thro'  and  thro'. 

The  walk  folk  and  the  leamin', 

'T  is  them  that  mak's  the  din  ; 
But  for  the  finish'd  pipers 

They  count  it  as  a  sin  : 
And  maybe  it 's  the  verra  same 

A'  the  warld  thro', 
The  learners  are  the  verra  ones 

That  mak'  the  most  ado  1 

Ye  ken  the  Southrons  taunt  us  — 

I  sayna  they  're  unfair  — 
Aboot  oor  squallin'  music. 

And  their  taunts  hae  hurt  me  sair  ; 
But  if  they  'd  heard  a  piper  true 

At  nicht  come  ower  the  hill. 
Flavin'  up  a  pibroch 

Upon  the  wind  sae  still : 

Risin'  noo,  and  fallin'  noo, 

And  floatin'  on  the  air, 
The  sounds  come  saftly  on  ye 

Amaist  ere  ye  're  aware, 


And  wind  tbemsela  aboot  the  heart, 

That  hmiiA  yet  forgot 
The  witchery  o^  loft*  ami  joy 

Within  some  lanelj  spot  i 

^  '~i  Biire  tliey  wadiia  taunt  us  sae, 
for  say  the  bag[>ipe  ^s  wild, 
r  speak  o'  sereaclim*  noises 
i^iieh  to  deave  a  ebiJd  : 
sy  would  say  the  bagpipe  only 
s  the  roice  of  bill  and  glen  ; 
3  would  listen  to  it  £orrowing| 
Tithin  the  haunts  of  men. 

gers  on  the  holes,  Johnny, 
I  airly  in  a  raw  i 
t  tliiB  and  then  that^ 
And  blaw  J  blaw,  blaw  ? 
That  ^a  hoo  to  p1n\%  Jobnnyi 

On  tbe  pipes  sae  shrill : 
Never  was  the  piper  yet 
But  needit  a'  his  skill. 

LANDOR 

Like  crown'd  athlete  that  in  a  race  has  run, 
And  points  his  finger  at  those  left  behind, 
And  follows  on  his  way  as  now  inclin'd. 
With  song  and  laughter  in  the  glowing  sun  ; 
And  jo3rs  at  that  which  he  hath  joyous  done, 
And,  like  a  child,  will  wanton  with  the 

wind, 
And  pluck  the  flowers  his  radiant  brows  to 

bind  — 
Re-crown  himself  as  conscious  he  hath  won ; 
And  still  regardless  of  his  fellow-men 
He  follows  on  his  road  intent  and  fain 
To  please  himself,  and  caring  not  to  gain 
The  world's  applause  which  he  might  seek 

in  vain  : 
A  soldier,  yet  would,  careless,  sport  and 

play 
And  leave  the  reckoning  for  a  distant  day. 

SHELLEY 

The  odor  of  a  rose  :  light  of  a  star : 
The  essence  of  a  flame  blown  on  by  wind, 
That  lights  and  warms  all  near  it,  bland 

and  kind. 
But  aye  consumes  itself,  as  though  at  war 


P^^^I^^^Q^^H 

JAPP  — MOKKHOUSE                                     syy        1 

With  what  supporU  and  feeds  it ;  — from 

So  he  brought  me  marjoram  smelling  rare  — <          I 

afar 

Its  sweetness  filled  all  the  air*                        ^^1 

It  draws  its  life^  but  evertnore  inclm^d 

Oh,  the  days  I  dote  on  yet,                         ^^M 

To  leap  iuto  the  tlame  that   makes   men 
blind 

Marjoram,  pansies,  mignonette  1                 ^^M 

Wlio  seek  the  secret  of  all  tilings  that  are. 

My  love  be  sail'd  across  the  sea,                     ^^| 

6uch  wert  thou,  Shelley,  bound  for  airiest 

And  all  to  make  a  homo  for  me.                      ^^H 

gt»al  ^ 

Oh,  sweet  his  last  kiss  on  the  lea,                    ^^1 

lutcrpretor  af  quintessential  things  : 

The  pansies  pluck'd  beneath  the  tree,                   ■ 

Who  tnounU;d  ever  up  on  eagle- wings 

Of   phaiitaiijr :   had  aim'd  at  heaven   and 

When   he  said,  *«My  love,  I'U  send  for        1 

^M 

stole 

Oh,  the  days  I  dote  on  yet,                          ^H 

Frotnetlieaii  Hre  for  men  to  be  as  goda^ 

And  dwell  in  free,  aerial  abodes. 

^^M 

His  mother  sought  for  me  anon  ;                    ^^M 

Ho  long  my  name  she  would  not  own.            ^^M 

MEMORIES 

Ah,  gladly  would  abe  now  atone,                   ^^M 

For  we  together  make  our  moan  I                  ^^H 
She  brought  the  mignonette  I  've  sown.        ^^M 

My  Itnre  he  went  to  Bnrdon  Fair, 

And  of  all  the  ^fts  that  he  saw  there 
Was  uone  could  his  great  love  declare  ; 

Oh,  the  days  I  dote  on  yet,                          ^H 

Marjoram,  pausleii  mignonette  t                ^^H 

^onkf)aujete                               H 

SONG 

T  was  thu»  I  won  my  heart's  own  hfiitl^/^^| 

and  both                                                ^H 

WsO  calls  me  bold  because  I  won  mj  love, 

Are  happy  now*                                      ^^M 

And  did  not  piue» 

^^H 

And  waste  my  lile  with  secret  pain,  but 

^H 

atroYe 

A  DEAD  MARCH                  ^M 

To  make  him  mine  ? 

1  Flat  me  a  march,  low-ton'd  and  slow-^         1 

I  na'd  no  arts  ;  't  was  Nature**  sell  that 

a  march  for  a  silent  tread,                          1 

taught 

Fit  for  the   wandering  feet  of  one  wha         1 
dreams  of  the  sUent  dead^                          1 

My  eye  to  speak, 

And  bid  the  burning  blush  to  paint  unsought 

Lonely,  between  the  bonfis  below  and  tho         1 

soub  that  are  overhead.                      ^^B 

That  made  my  voice  to  tremble  when  I  bid 

Here  for  a  while   they  imil'd  and  MUi|^  ^V 

My  love  ""  Goodby,** 
80  weak  that  every  ower  sound  was  hid. 

alive  in  the  interspace,                               1 
Here  with  the  grass  beneath  tha  foot,  and  ^J 

£soept  a  sigh. 

1               the  stars  alxive  the  face,                       ^H 

Now  are  their  feet  beneath  the  grass,  and  ^^M 

Oh,  WAS  it  wrong  to  nse  the  truth  I  knew, 

whither  baa  flown  their  gnco  f           ^^t 

Tiiut  hearts  are  mov*d. 

^^H 

And  spring  warm-struck  with  life  and  love 

Who  shall  assure  ua  whence  they  fx^ne,  o» 

alu^w, 

tell  08  the  wny  they  go  ? 

By  being  lov*d  ? 

Verily,  life  with  them  was  joy,  and,  now 

they  have  left  us,  woe, 

Doe  night  there  came  a  tear,  that,  big  and 
loth. 

Once  they  were  not,  and  now  they  are  no^ 

and  this  is  the  sum  we  know* 

Stole  *iie«th  my  brow. 

^^^J 

fjS 
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Orderly  range  the  sen^otta  due,  and  orderly 

roll  the  staM. 
How  fllinll  W6  deem  tlie  soldier  bravQ  who 

frets  of  his  woandi  and  scart  ? 
Are  we  as  senseless  brutes  that  we  should 

dfish  at  the  weU^Been  bars  ? 

No»  we  are  here,  with  feet  tinllx*d,  but  e^er 

as  if  with  lead 
Drawn  fitwn  the  orbs  whieh  sbiii**  ahnve  tn 

the  orb  on  which  we  trea(' 
Down  to  the  dust  fKitn  which  w< 

with  which  we  shall  mmg 

N0|  we  are  here  to  wait,  and 

sti^D  on;  baniah*d  eyes. 
Weary  and  sick  of  soil  and  toil^  i 

and  fain  fop  skiei 
Far  from  the  reaeh  of  wingless 

not  to  be  scal'd  with  uries, 

Kop  we  are  here  to  hend  oup  necks  to  the 
yoke  of  tyrant  Time, 

Welconiing  all  the  gifts  he  gives  us  —  glo- 
ries of  youth  and  prime, 

Patiently  watching  them  all  depart  as  our 
heads  grow  white  as  rime. 

Why  do  we  mourn  the  days  that  go  —  for 
the  same  sun  shines  each  day, 

Ever  a  spring  her  primrose  hath,  and  ever 
a  May  her  may  ; 

Sweet  as  the  rose  that  died  last  year  is  the 
rose  that  is  bom  to-day. 

Do  we  not  too  return,  we  men,  as  ever  the 
round  earth  whirls  ? 

Never  a  head  is  dimm'd  with  gray  but  an- 
other is  sunn'd  with  cuns  ; 

6he  was  a  girl  and  he  was  a  boy,  but  yet 
there  are  boys  and  g^rls. 

An,  but  alas  for  the  smile  of  smiles  that 

never  but  one  face  wore  ; 
Ah,  for  the  voice  that  has  flown  away  like 

a  bird  to  an  unseen  shore  ; 
Ah,  for  the  face  —  the  flower  of  flowers  — 

that  blossoms  on  earth  no  more. 


THE  SPECTRUM 

How  many  colors  here  do  we  see  set, 
Like  rings  upon  God's  finger  ?    Some  say 
three, 


8ome  fouri  some  six,  some  seven.    All  agree 

To  left  of  red,  to  right  of  violet. 

Waits  darkness  deep  aa  night  and  black  mb 

jet. 
And  so  we  know  what  Noah  law  w©  see^ 
Not  less  nor  more  —  of  Gcid^s  i^inblazonry 
A  shred  —  a  »tgn  of  glory  known  not  yet. 
If  red  can  glide  to  yellow,  greeu  to  blue, 
What  Joys  may  yet  await  our  wUier  eycsi 
Wh*in  wo  rewakt*  upon  a  wider  shore  1 

leep  pulsations,,  exquisite  iiiid  new  t 
teener,  swifter  raptures  may  surprise 
jrw  to  se^  the  rajtihow  and  no  more  I 

THE  SECRET 

es  in  her  beauty  bright 
jst  the  mean,  nmongst  the  gay, 
nil  are  brighter  for  the  sight, 
id  hless  her  as  she  goes  her  way. 

now  a  gleam  of  pity  fjoui^, 
fuid  now  a  spark  of  spirit  flies, 
Uupounti*d,  frouT  the  uidoek'd  stores 
Of  her  rich  lips  and  precious  eyes. 

And  all  men  look,  and  all  men  smile, 
But  no  man  looks  on  her  as  I : 

They  mark  her  for  a  little  while, 
But  I  ¥nll  watch  her  till  I  die. 

And  if  I  wonder  now  and  then 

Why  this  so  strange  a  thing  should  be  — 

That  she  be  seen  by  wiser  men 
And  only  duly  loy'd  by  me  : 

I  only  wait  a  little  longer, 

And  watch  her  radiance  iu  the  room  ; 
Here  making  light  a  little  stronger, 

And  there  obuterating  gloom, 

(Like  one  who,  in  a  tangled  way. 
Watches  the  broken  sun  fall  througl^ 

Turning  to  gold  the  faded  spray, 
And  making  diamonds  of  dew). 

Until  at  last,  as  mv  heart  bums. 
She  gathers  all  her  scatter'd  Ugfaty 

And  undivided  radiance  turns 
Upon  me  like  a  sea  of  light. 

And  then  I  know  they  see  in  part 
That  which  Grod  lets  me  worship  whotoi 

He  gives  them  glances  of  her  heart, 
But  me,  the  sunshine  of  her  aooL 
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^ 


*T  WAS  the  bod  J  of  Judas  Iscariot 

hay  in  the  Field  of  Blood  ; 
*T  wii*  the  BOiil  of  Judas  I»c»riot 

Be«ide  ike  body  stood. 

Black  was  the  earth  hy  night. 

And  black  was  the  skj  i 
Black,  blnc'k  were  the  broken  cloods, 

Tbo*  the  red  Moon  went  b^, 

*T  WAS  tht.'  body  of  Judas  I^cartot 
Stnuigted  and  dead  lay  thert*  ; 

*T  WM  tho  bom\  of  Judiui  Iscariot 
Looked  on  it  in  despair. 

Hu  breath  of  the  World  came  and  went 

Like  a  sick  iuau*s  in  rest  ; 
Drop  hy  <irop  on  the  World*s  eyes 

Tho  dews  fell  oool  and  blest. 

Then  tlie  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Did  makt^  a  gientle  moan  — 
*  I  will  bury  underneath  the  gnmnd 

My  tle^h  and  blood-  and  bone* 

*•!  will  bury  deep  beneath  the  soil, 

Lest  luortnKs  look  thereon^ 
And  when  the  wolf  and  raven  come 

The  body  will  be  gone  I 

**  The  stones  of  the  fleld  are  sharp  as  steel, 
And  hiird  and  Iwld*  God  wot ; 

And  1  niMst  bear  my  body  henoe 
Until  I  and  a  spoV  I  *' 

Twos  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 
So  grim,  and  gaunt,  and  gray, 

fLdsM  the  bodjr  of  Jadaa  Iscartotf 
And  carried  it  away. 

Atid  OS  he  bore  it  from  the  field 

Its  touch  was  eold  as  \ee^ 
AaA  Iho  tT0rj  teeth  within  the  jaw 

BilltUd  aloud,  like  dice. 

As  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Carried  it«  load  with  pain, 
The  Eye  of  Heaven,  like  a  lanthom's  eye, 

0}«en*d  and  shut  again. 


Il^lf  he  walked,  and  half  he  aeem'd 

Lifted  on  the  eold  wind  ; 
He  did  not  turn,  for  chilly  hands 

Were  pushing  from  behind- 

The  first  place  that  he  come  unto 

It  was  the  open  wold. 
And  underneath  were  prickly  whln% 

And  a  wind  that  blew  so  cold. 

The  next  place  that  he  came  unto 

It  was  a  stagriiLUt  pool, 
And  when  he  tlirew  the  body  in 

It  floated  light  as  wool. 

He  drew  the  body  on  his  back, 

And  it  was  dripping  chill. 
And  the  next  place  thiit  he  came  unto 

Was  a  Cross  upon  a  hilL 

A  Cross  upon  the  windy  hill. 

And  a  Cross  on  either  side, 
Three  skeletons  that  swing  thereon. 

Who  had  been  erucifled* 

And  on  the  middle  cross-bar  sat 

A  white  Dove  sluml>ering  ; 
Dim  it  mt  in  the  dim  light. 

With  its  head  beneath  its  wing. 

And  underneath  the  middle  Crou 
A  grave  vawiiVl  widt?  and  vast, 

But  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 
Shivered,  and  glided  post. 

The  fourth  place  that  he  come  unto 

It  was  the  Brig  of  Dread, 
And  the  mat  torrents  rushing  doi 

Were  deep,  and  swift,  and  red« 

He  dar'd  not  fling  the  body  in 

For  fear  of  faces  dim, 
And  arms  were  wav*d  in  the  wild  wotei^ 

To  thrust  it  back  to  him. 

T  was  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 
Turn'd  from  the  Brig  of  Dread, 

And  the  drewlful  foam  of  the  wild  wotes^ 
Had  splajshM  the  body  red< 

For  days  and  nights  ho  wondered  on 
Upon  on  open  plain. 
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Amd  the  daja  went  by  like  blinding  mist, 
And  the  nighta  like  rusbmg  rain. 

For  days  and  nighia  he  wajider^d  on, 

All  thro^  the  Wood  of  Woe  ; 
And  the  nights  went  by  like  moaning  wind, 
And  the  days  like  driftiog  bnow. 

T  waa  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Came  with  a  weary  face  — 
Alone,  fJoue,  and  nil  alone. 

Alone  in  a  lonely  place  t 

He  wander'd  east,  he  wander'd  wi 

And  heard  no  human  P^ound  ; 
For  montliB  and  yeara^  in  grief  an 

He  wandered  round  and  round, 

Fot-  months  and  years,  in  grief  oMi 

He  walk'd  thL*  silent  night  ; 
Then  the  Botil  of  Judos  Is(;ariot 

Fereeiv'd  a  faiKiff  tight. 

A  i^J>oS  light  across  the  waste, 

As  dim  as  dim  might  be, 
That  came   and  went  like  a   lighthouse 
gleam 

On  a  black  night  at  sea. 

'T  was  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 
Crawl'd  to  the  distant  gleam  ; 

And  the  rain  came  down,  and  the  rain  was 
blown 
Against  him  with  a  scream. 

For  days  and  nights  he  wander'd'  on, 

Push'd  on  by  hands  behind  ; 
And  the  days   went  by  like   black,  black 
rain, 

And  the  nights  like  rushing  wind. 

'T  was  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot, 

Strange,  and  sad,  and  tall, 
Stood  all  alone  at  dead  of  night 

Before  a  lighted  hall. 

And  the  wold  was  white  with  snow, 
And  his  foot-marks  black  and  damp. 

And  the  ghost  of  the  silver  Moon  arose, 
Holding  her  yellow  lamp. 

And  the  icicles  were  on  the  eaves, 
And  the  walls  were  deep  with  white. 

And  the  shadows  of  the  guests  within 
Pass'd  on  the  window  light. 


The  shadows  of  the  wedding  gnests 

Did  stmugely  come  and  go, 
And  the  body  uf  Judas  Iscariot 

Lay  stretched  along  the  auow. 

The  body  of  Jndas  Iscariot 

Lay  stretch 'd  along  the  snow  ; 
T  WHS  the  soiil  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Haa  swiftly  to  and  tpQ. 

"         "  fro,  and  up  and  down, 
in  so  swiftly  tliere, 
.d  ftnd  round  the  frozen  Pole 
th  the  lean  white  bear. 

the   Bridegroom  sat  at  the  table- 

kead, 

the  lights  bum*d  bright  and  clear  — 

ho  is  that,^*  the  Bridegroom  said^ 

ose  weary  feet  I  hear  ?  ^* 

me  look*d  from  the  lighted  hall, 

^^^  Answer*d  soft  and  slow, 
"  It  is  a  wolf  runs  up  and  down 
With  a  black  track  in  the  snow.  *' 

The  Bridegroom  in  his  robe  of  white 

Sat  at  the  table-head  — 
"  Oh,  who  is  that  who  moans  without  ?  " 

The  blessed  Bridegroom  said. 

'T  was  one  look'd  from  the  lighted  hallf 

And  answered  fierce  and  low, 
''  'T  is  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Gliding  to  and  fro." 

'T  was  the  soul  of  Judas  Iscariot 

Did  hush  itself  and  stand, 
And  saw  the  Bridegroom  at  the  door 

With  a  light  in  his  hand. 

The  Bridegroom  stood  in  the  open  dooi^ 

And  he  was  clad  in  white, 
And  far  within  the  Lord's  Supper 

Was  spread  so  long  and  bright. 

The    Bridegroom   shaded   his    eyes   and 
look'd,  ^ 

And  his  face  was  bright  to  see  — 
"  What  dost  thou  here  at  the  Lord's  Sup* 
per 
With  thy  body's  sins  ?  "  said  he. 

'T  was  the  soul  of  Judaa  Iscariot         ^ 
Stood  black,  and  sad,  and  bare  —    "^ 


^^H 

^HP                                   ROBERT   BUCHANAN 

«8i        I 

••1  have  wainier*d  many  nights  and  days  ; 

Oh,  the  warm  wild  woodland  ways,               1 

1          There  ia  uo  light  elsewhere.  '* 

Deep  in  dewy  grasses,                                 1 
^\  here  the  wind-blown  shadow  strays     ^J 

Twas  the  wedding  guests  cried  out  within, 

Scented  as  it  passes  1                             ^H 

And  their  eyes  were  fierce  and  bright  — 

^^H 

**  Scourge  the  soul  of  Jtidaa  Iscartot 

Pedtar  breathing  deeply,                           ^^M 

Away  into  the  night  I  '* 

Toiling  into  town,                                  ^^| 

With  the  dusty  highway                           ^H 

The  Bridegrooro  stood  in  the  open  door, 

You  are  dusky  brown  ;                          ^H 

And  he  wav^d  hands  still  and  stow. 

Hast  tbou  seen  by  daisied  lea«»                ^H 

And  by  rivers  lowing,                           ^H 

The  air  waa  thick  with  snow. 

Lilac-riiiglets  which  the  breeze                ^^| 

Loosens  tightly  blowing  ?                      ^^M 

Aod  of  every  flake  of  falling  snow, 

^^1 

Before  it  toiich'd  the  ground, 

Out  of  yonder  wagon                                ^^M 

There  came  a  dove,  and  a  thousand  dovea 

Flea^nt  hay-scents  float,                      ^^M 

Made  sweet  sound* 

He  who  drivea  it  carries                           ^H 

A  daisy  to  his  coat :                               ^H 
Oh,  the  English  meadows,  fair                 ^H 

T  was  the  body  of  Judas  Iscariot 

1         Floated  away  full  fleet, 

Far  beyond  all  praises  I                         ^H 

^Hlnd  the  wings  of  the  doves  that  bare  it  off 

Freckled  oreliids  everywhere                    ^^M 
Mid  the  snow  of  daisies  I                       ^^M 

^^^  Were  like  its  winding-sheet 

Twas  the  Bridegroom  stood  at  the  open 

Now  in  bnsy  silence                                  ^H 

door, 

Broods  the  nightingale,                         ^^M 

And  beckon'd,  smiling  sweet  ; 

Chootiug  bis  lovers  dwelling                    ^^M 

In  a  dimpled  dale  ;                                ^^H 

Round  the  leafy  bower  they  raise           ^^M 

T  was  the  sout  of  Judas  Iscariot 

1          Stole  in,  and  fell  at  his  feet. 

^ 

Rose-trees  wild  are  springing  ;             ^^^ 

^BTlie  Holy  Supper  is  spread  within^ 

Underneath,  thro*  the  green  hnxe,           ^^M 

^^*    And  the,  many  candles  shine, 

Bounds  the  brooklet  singing*               ^^M 

And  1  have  waited  long  for  thee 

^^M 

Before  I  pour'd  the  wine  I  " 

And  his  love  is  sUent                                 ^H 

As  a  bird  caji  be,                                     ^^B 

Th*?  supper  wine  is  pour*d  at  last, 
The  lights  burn  bright  and  fair, 

For  the  red  buds  only                                ^^M 

Fill  the  red  rone^tree  ;                            ^^^ 

Iscariot  washes  the  Bridegroom *b  feet, 

Just  as  buds  and  blossoms  blow               ^^M 

And  dries  them  with  his  hair. 

He  '11  begin  his  tune,                               ^^| 

When  all  is  green  and  roses  glow            ^H 

5PKING  SONG   IN  THE  CITY 

Underneath  the  moon.                           ^H 

Who  remains  in  London, 

Nowhere  in  the  valleys                             ^H 

In  tlie  streets  with  me. 

Will  the  wind  be  still,                          ^M 

Now  that  Spring  is  blowing 
Warm  winds  mm  the  sea  ; 

Kyer)-thing  is  waving,                               ^^M 
Wagging  at  his  will :                             ^^H 

Blows  the  milkmaid's  kirtle  oI«U^          ^^M 

Now  the  sun  shines  mellow. 

With  her  hand  press*d  on  it ;               ^^M 

^^-       And  with  moist  primroses  all 

Lightly  o*er  tlie  hedge  so  green               ^^| 
Slows  the  ploughboy's  boiuiet.             ^^M 

^H           English  lanes  are  yellow  ? 

r             Little  barefoot  maiden, 

Oh,  to  be  a-roaming                                   ^^M 
In  an  English  dell  1                               ^^M 

1                 Selling  violets  blue, 

1              Bast  tliou  ever  pictured 

Every  nook  is  wealthy,                       ^     ^^| 
All  the  world  looks  welV                     ^B 

fc                Where  the  sweetlings  gmr  ? 
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Tinted  soft  tlie  Heavens  glaw, 

Over  Earth  and  Ocean, 
Waters  How,  breezes  bluw^. 

All  h  light  and  matioa  1 

THE  WAKE  OF  TIM   0*HARA 

(seven  dials) 

To  the  Wake  of  O'Hara  — 

;  Crtitie  eonipany  ; 

All  St.  Patricfc*a  Alley 

Wad  there  to  aee. 
With  t]ie  frieuds  and  kinar- 
Of  the  fatuity. 
On  the  long:  deal  tabit'  lay  Tim  \ 
And  at  bi!i  pillow  the  burning  lij 
Pale  as   him!>elf,    with   the  te&^. 

cbeek, 
The  mcither  received  u^t  too  full  U 
But  she  lieap'd  the  fire,  and  on  ik 
Set  the  bl;i€)c  Inittl^  with  uevef  a  wum, 
While  tJie  eoinpaiiy  gatber^df  one  and  all. 
Men  and  women,  big  and  small  : 
Not  one  in  the  Alley  but  felt  a  call 
To  the  Wake  of  Tim  D'Hara. 

At  the  face  of  O'Hara, 
All  white  with  sleep, 
Not  one  of  the  women 

But  took  a  peep, 
And  the  wives  new-wedded 
Began  to  weep. 
The  mothers  gathered  round  about, 
And  prais'd  the  linen  and  laying  out,  — 
For  white  as  snow  was  his  winding-sheet. 
And  all  was  peaceful,  and  clean,  and  sweet ; 
And  the  old  wives,   praising   the  blessed 

dead. 
Were  thronging  around  the  old  press-bed. 
Where  O'Hanrs  widow,  tatter'd  and  torn, 
Held  to  her  bosom  the  babe  new-bom. 
And  star'd  all  around  her,  with  eyes  for- 
lorn, 
At  the  Wake  of  Tim  O'Hara. 

For  the  heart  of  O^Hara 

Was  good  as  gold. 
And  the  life  of  O'Hara 
Was  bright  and  bold. 
And  his  smile  was  precious 
To  young  and  old  t 
Gay  as  a  guinea,  wet  or  dry. 
With  a  smiling   mouth,   and  a  twinkling 
eye  I 


Had  ever  an  anawer  for  ohaff  and  fun  f 

W^ould  fight  like  a  lion,  with  any  one  I 

Hot  a  tietghhor  of  any  trade 

But  knew  some   joke    that   the    boy   hod 

made  ; 
Not  a  nieighb4]fr,  dull  or  hrightp 
But  minded  something  —  frolic  or  Bght, 
And  whiflper*d  it  round  the  fire  that  mghi 
At  the  Wake  of  Tim  O'Ha^ 


J 


**  To  God  be  glory 

In  death  and  life,   - 
He  *s  taken  O'Hara 

From  trouble  and  strife  I  " 
Said  one-ej^ed  Biddy, 

The  appie-wife, 
bless  old   Ireland  I  '*jiaid    Mistresi 

Hart,  , 

?  to  Mike  of  the  donkey-cart ;  I 

bless  old  Ireland  till  all  he  donei 
f er  made  wake  for  a  better  sop  I  ** 

1  join'd  cht>ru%  and  each  one  s&id 

Somei,aing  kind  of  the  boy  that  was  dead  ; 
And  the  bottle  went  round  from  lip  to  lip. 
And  the  weeping  widow,  for  fellowship. 
Took  the  glass  of  old  Biddy  and  had  a  sip, 
At  the  Wake  of  Tim  O'Hara. 

Then  we  drank  to  O'Hara 
With  drams  to  the  brim, 
While  the  face  of  O'Hara 

Look'd  on  so  grim. 
In  the  corpse-linit  shining 
Tellow  and  dim. 
The  cup  of  liquor  went  round  again. 
And  the  talk  grew  louder  at  every  drain ; 
Louder  the  toneue  of  the  women  grew  1 
The  lips  of  the  boys  were  loosening  too  1 
The  widow  her  weary  eyelids  clos'd. 
And,  soothed  by   the    drop  o'  driok,  she 

doz'd ; 
The  mother  brie^hten'd  and  laugh 'd  to  hear 
Of  O'Hara's  fight  with  the  grenadier. 
And  the  hearts  of  all  took  letter  cheer, 
At  the  Wake  of  Tim  O'Hara. 

Tho'  the  face  of  O'Han 

Look'd  on  so  wan. 
In  the  chimney-comer 

The  row  began — 
Lame  Tony  was  in  it, 
The  oyster-man  ; 
For  a  dirty  low    thief   from   the  North 

came  near. 
And  whistled  **  Boyne  Water  "  in  bis  eox^ 


P^^^^^^^9^^^H 
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And  TtMij,  with  never  a  word  of  grace. 

1  Fray  for  the  dark,  rough  soldier,  who  fighta           1 

Filing  out  his  fist  in  the  bUckguanrs  fnco  ; 

across  the  sea,                                         1 

Ajid  the  girls  and  women  scream'd  ant  for 

Becanae  you  love  the  little  shade  who  smUet     ^J 

fright, 

upon  your  knee.                              ^^| 

And  the  men  tljut  were  drunkest  began  to 

^^M 

fight : 

One  acrosa  the  foam,  wife,                    ^^M 

Over  the  tables  and  chairs  they  threw*  — 

Ab  I  speak  may  fall  \                       ^^M 

The  corpse-light   tumbled, —  the   trtmble 

But  this  one  at  home,  wife,                    ^^ 

grew,  — 

Cannot  die  at  all.                                      M 

The  new-bom  joinM  in  the  hullabaloo,  — 

They  both  are  only  one  ;  and  how  thankfid    ^H 

At  the  Wake  of  Tim  U'Ha». 

should  we  be,                                   ^^M 

We  cannot  lose  the  darling  son  who  sits     ^^ 
upon  your  knee  T                                 | 

•*  Be  still  1  be  silent  t 

Ye  do  a  sin  1 

1 

Shame  he  hta  nortion 
Who  dares  wgin  I  *' 

ON  A  YOUNG  POETESS'S  GRAVE         J 

*T  WAS  Father  0  Connor 

Ukhrr  her  gentle  seeing,                                ^^M 
In  her  deUcate  little  hand,                            ^H 

Juat  entvrM  in  ) 

All  lookM  dt»wnf  and  the  row  waa  done, 

They  placed  the  Book  of  Being,                       ^^M 

And  sbaui'd  and  sorry  waa  every  one  ; 

To  read  and  understand.                               ^^M 

Btii  tlie  Priest  just  stnil*d  quite  eaay  and 

^^1 

free  — 

The  Book  waa  mighty  and  olden,                     ^^M 

•*  Would  ye  wake  the  poor  boy  from  his 
fileep  ?  *'  84iia  he  .' 

Yea^  worn  and  eaten  with  age  ;                            V 

Though  the  letters  looked  great  and  golden*          J 

And  be  saiil  a  pruyer,  with  a  shining  face. 
Till  a  kind  ui  brightness  fillVl  the  pdaee  ; 

She  could  not  read  a  page,                          ^^1 

^^M 

The  women  lit  up  the  dim  corpse-light. 

Tlie  letters  fiutter'd  before  he?,                        ^H 

The  men  wore  quieter  at  the  sight, 

And  all  looked  sweetly  wild  !                        ^^M 

And  the  peaee  of  the  Lord  fell  on  all  that 

Death  saw  her,  and  bent  o*er  her,                   ^^M 

nifrht 

Aa  she  pouted  her  lips  and  ami  I'd.               ^^M 

At  the  W^d£e  of  Tim  O'Hara. 

^^H 

And  weary  a  little  with  tracing                        ^^M 

TWO  SONS 

The  Book,  flhe  Iook*d  aside,                            ^^M 

I  BAV'E  two  sons,  wife  — 

And  lit^htly  smiling,  and  placing                     ^^M 
A  Flower  in  its  leaves,  ohe  died*                  ^^H 

Two,  and  yet  the  same  ; 

^^H 

One  hi*  wild  way  runs,  wiife, 

She  died,  but  her  sweetneas  fled  not*                ^H 

I                        Bringing  us  to  shame. 

As  fiy  the  things  of  power,  —                        ^H 

The  one  is  beai^ded,  sunburnt,  grim,  and 

For  the  Book  wheri'in  she  read  not                  ^^| 

1                           fights  across  the  sea, 

Is  the  sweeter  for  the  Flower.                      ^^t 

Hie  other  is  a  little  child  who  sits  upon 

^H 

your  kueo. 

THE  SUMMER  FOOL                ^M 

One  in  fierce  and  cold,  wife, 

TnnHK  is  a  singing  in  the  summer  air,             ^^t 

As  the  wayward  dee p  ; 

The  blue  and  brown  moths  flutter  oVr  the           1 

Ilira  ut>  arms  could  hold,  wife, 

grtLis,                                                                    1 

liim  no  bren^it  could  keep« 

Tlie  stubble  birtl  is  creaking  in  the  wheat,              1 

Bd  has  tried  our  hearts  for  nuiny  a  year. 

And  perched  upon  the  hooey suokie4iedee        ^^1 
Pipes  the  green  linnet     Oh^  the  goULea    ^H 

Ui^i  broken  tliem  ;  for  he 

U  ttiU  the  sudcHs  little  one  t  hat  sits  upon 

world  t                                                       H 

your  knee. 

The  stir  of  life  on  every  blade  ol  gtaaa^           ^H 

The  motion  and  the  joy  on  every  bough.          ^H 
The  glad  feaat  everywhere,  for  things  thai          1 

One  may  fall  in  fight,  wife  — 

Is  he  not  our  sun  ? 

1                                                                       ■ 
love                                                                   I 

Prav  with  all  your  might,  wife* 
for  the  wayward  one  ; 

The  sunshine,  and  for  things  that  love  the           1 

•hade  1                                                             1 

sS4 
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Aimlesslj  wandermg  with  weary  feet, 
Watching  the  wool- white  clouds  that  wan- 
der by, 
I  eome  tipou  a  lonely  pla^e  of  shade,  — 
A  atili  green  Pool,  where  with  aoft  eouud 

aud  stir 
The  shadows  of  overhanging  branch es  Bleep, 
^Te  where  they  le«yo  one  dreamy  space  uf 

blue, 
O'er  whose  soft  atillnesa  ever  and 
The    feathery   cirrua    blowa. 


I  patise,  and  leaning  on  my  staff  ^ 
A  shadow  to  the  shadows  ;  and  h 
Dim  dreams  steaJ  down  upon  u 

hum 
Of  little  wings,  a  murnjuriiig  of  1 
The  dtisky  stir  and  motion  dwel 
Within  this  small  green  world. 

ow'd 
By  dusky  greeQcry,  tho'  all  arounf^ 
Tue    suiiBniue    throbs    on    fields  of  wheat 

ancl  liean. 
Downward  I  gaze  into  the  dreamy  blue, 
And  pass  into  a  waking  sleep,  wherein 
The  green  boughs  rustle,  feathery  wreaths 

of  cloud 
Pass  softly,  piloted  by  golden  airs  : 
The   air    is     still,  —  no    birds    sing   any 

more, — 
And  helpless  as  a  tiny  flying  thing, 
I  am  alone  in  all  the  world  with  God. 

The  wind  dies  —  not  a  leaf  stirs  —  on  the 
Pool 
The  fly  scarce  moves  ;  earth  seems  to  hold 

her  breath 
Until  her  heart  stops,  listening  silently 
For  the  far  footsteps  of  the  coming  rain  I 

While  thus  I  pause,  it  seems  that  I  have 

gain'd 
New  eyes  to  see ;  my  brain  grows  sensitive 
To  trivial  things  that,  at  another  hour, 
fiad  passed  unheeded.     Suddenly  the  air 
Shivers,    the    shadows   in  whose   midst   I 

stand 
^rremble  and  blacken  —  the  blue  eye  o'  the 

Pool 
is  clos'd  and  clouded ;  with  a  sudden  gleam 
Oiling  its  wings,  a  swallow  darteth  past. 
And    weedling  flowers  beneath  my    feet 

thrust  up 
Their  leaves,  to  feel  the  fragrant  shower. 

Oh,  hark  1 


Tlie  thirsty  leaves  are  tronhled  into  sighs, 
And  up  abfive  me,  on  the  gUs tening  boagb% 
Patters  the  summer  rain  I 

Into  a  nook, 
Screened  by  thick  foliage  of  oak  find  beech, 
I  creep  ft>r  shelter ;  and  the  annimer  shower 
Murmurs    around    me.    Oh,   the    drowsy 

sounds  1 
""'        attering  rain,  thm  nunierotis  sigh  1st 
leaves, 

leep,  warm  breathing  of  the  scented 
air, 

weet  into  my  soul  — until  at  last 
1  the  soft  ceasing  of  the  gentle  fall, 
)  1  the  eye  of  blue  within  the  Pool 
again,  while  with  a  silvern  gleam 
liamonds    twinkle    moistly    on    thd 
leAveSt 

iken  downward  by  the  aimitnef  m'md^ 
I  el  ting  on  the  Pool  in  rings  of  light  J 

WE  ARE  CHILDREN 

Children  indeed  are  we  —  children  that 

wait 
Within  a  wondrous  dwelling,  while  on  high 
Stretch  the  sad  vapors  and  the  voiceless 

sky  ; 
The  house  is  fair,  yet  all  is  desolate 
Because  our  Father  comes  not ;  clouds  of 

fate 
Sadden  above  us  — shivering  we  espy 
The  passing  rain,  the  cloud  before  the  gate, 
And  cry  to  one  another,  "  He  is  nigh  I  " 
At  early  morning,  with  a  shining  If  ace, 
He  left  us  innocent  and  lily-crown'd ; 
And    now   this    late  —  night    cometh  on 

apace  — 
We  hold  each    other's    hands    and    look 

around. 
Frighted  at  our  own  shades  1     Heaven  send 

us  grace  I 
When   He  returns,  all  will  be   sleeping 

sound. 

WHEN  WE  ARE  ALL  ASLEEP 

When  He  returns,  and  finds  the  world  ss 

drear. 
All  sleeping,  young  and   old,  unfair  and 

fair. 
Will  he  stoop  down  and  whisper  in  eack 

ear, 
"  Awaken  I  "  or  for  pity's  sake  forbear^ 
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Bftyiti{^»  **1Iow  shall  I  meet   theif  frozen 

stare 
Of  wotjdcr,  imd  their  eyea  so  full  of  fear  ? 
How  shall  I  eotiifort  tliem  in  their  despair. 
If  they  cry  out,  *  Too   late  1  let  ua   sleep 

here'?** 
Perchance  He  will   not  wake   as   ap^  but 

when 
Be  sees  ua  look  so  happj  tii  our  rest, 
Will  murmur,  **  Poor  dead  women  and  dead 

men  J 
i)ire  wua  theb  doom,  and  weary  was  their 

quest. 
Wherefore  awake  them  into  life  ap»in  ? 
Let  them  aleep  ou  untroubled  —  it  La  beat," 

THE  DREAM  OF  THE  WORLD 
WITHOUT  DEATH 

FROM   *•  THE  BOOK  OF  OHM  " 

Now,  Btttin^  by  her  side,  worn  out  with 

weeping, 
Behottl,  I  fell  to  aleep,  and  had  a  viaion, 
Whereiu  I  heard  a  wondrous  Voice  inton- 

Crying  alond,  "  The  Maator  on  Hia  thr«>ne 
Opetieth  now  the  aeventU  aeal  of  wonder, 
And  beckoneth  back  the  angel  men  name 
Death. 

*»  And  at  His  feet  the  mighty  Angel  kneel-" 

eth, 
Breathing  not;  and  the  Lord  doth  look 

upon  him. 
Saying,  *Thy  wanderings    on    earth   are 

ended.* 

•*  And  lo  f  the  mighty  Shadow  sitteth  idle 
Even  at  the  ailver  giiies  uf  hcavcti« 
Drtkwaily  liioking  in  on  quiet  waters, 
Aod  puts  his  iiilence  among  men  uu  limger.*' 


rbe  world  was  rery  quiet.    Men  in  trafBe 
Cast  looks  over  their  shoulders ;  pallid  sea- 
men 
Shiver*d  to  walk  upon  the  decks  alone ; 

And  women  barr'd  their  doors  with  bars  of 
iron, 

In  the  siWnoe  of  the  night ;  and  at  the  sun- 
rise 

Trembled  behind  the  husbandmen  afield. 


I  could  not  see  a  kirkyard  near  or  far  ; 
I  thirsted  fur  a  green  grave,  and  my  visloa 
Was  weary  for  the  wliite  gleam  of  a  tomb- 
stone. 

But  barkening  dumbly » ever  and  anon 
I  heard  a  ery  out  of  a  human  dwelling, 
And  felt  the  cold  wind  of  a  lost  oue*B  going. 

One  struck  a  brother  fiercely*  and  he  fell| 
And  faded  in  a  darkness ;  and  that  other 
Tore  his  luur,  and  was  afraid,  and  could 
not  perish. 

One  struck  his  aged  mother  on  the  mouthy 
And  she  vanished  with  a  gray  grief  from 

his  hearthstone. 
One  melted  from  her  balnt^  and  on  the 

ground 

With  sweet  unconsciouA  eyea  the  bairn  lay 

smiling. 
And  many  mode  a  weeping  among  moun^ 

tains, 
And  hid  themselves  in  caTems,  and  were 

drunken. 

I  heard  a  voice  from  ont  the  beauteous  earth, 
Whose    side    roU'd    up   from   winter   inta 

summer. 
Crying,  "  I  am  grievous  for  my  children." 

I  heard  a  voice  from  out  the  hoary  oceant 
Crying,  **  Burial  in  the  breast  of  me  were 

better, 
Tea,  burial   in  the  salt  flags  and  green 

crystab." 

t  beard  a  voice  from  out  the  hollow  ether, 
S&ying,  "The  thing  ye  cnrs'd  hath  been 

abolished  — 
Corruption  and  decay,  and  dissolution  I " 

And  the  world  shriek*d,  and  the  summer* 

time  was  bitter. 
And  men  and  women  fear*d  the  air  behind 

them  ; 
And  for  lack  of  its  green  graves  the  world 

was  hatefuL 


Now  at  the  bottom  of  a  snowy  mountain 
I  came  upon  a  woman  thin  with  sorrow, 
V7hose  voice  was  like  the  crying  of  a 
gulls 


: 
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Bajmgf  **  O  Angel  of  the  Lord,  eome  hither^ 
And  bring-  um  him  I  seek  for  on  thy  bosoiDi 
That  I  may  claae  hb  eyelids  aini  embrace 
hiiji. 

"  I  cnirBe  tbee  that  I  cannot  look  upoQ  him  I 
I  oui^c  thee  that  I  know  not  he  ia  sleep- 
ing J 
Vet  know  that  he  haa  vanished  upon  God  I 

**  I  laid  ray  little  girl  upon  a  woe 
And  rery  sweet  she  aeein*d|  and 

me  ; 
-And  slipping  flowers  into  her  eh 

conifort, 

^  I  put  my  silver  mother  in  the  dl 
Ana  kiss'd  her,  and  was  solaeet 

kisses, 
And  ^t  a  stone,  to  mark  the  plai 

her, 

"And  ^reen,  green  wefe  their  Bleeping- 
places, 

So  g^reen  that  it  was  pleasant  to  remem- 
ber 

That  I  and  my  tall  man  would  sleep  beside 
them. 

**  The  closing  of  dead  eyelids  is  not  dread- 
ful, 

For  comfort  comes  upon  us  when  we  close 
them. 

And  tears  fall,  and  our  sorrow  grows  famil- 
iar ; 

•*  And  we  can  sit  above  them  where  they 

slumber, 
And  spin  a  dreamy  pain  into  a  sweetness. 
And  know  indeed  tnat  we  are  very  near 

them. 

''But  to  reach  out  empty  arms  is  surely 
dreadful, 

And  to  feel  the  hollow  empty  world  is 
awful, 

^d  bitter  grows  the  silence  and  the  dis- 
tance. 

•  There  is  no  space  for  grieving  or  for  weep- 
ing ; 
Ko  touch,  no  cold,  no  agony  to  strive  with, 
And  nothing  but  a  horror  and  a  blankness  ! " 


Now  behold  I  wiw  a  woman  in  a  mnd'^hnt 
Hakiag  the  white  spent  embers    with  hef 
fingers, 

And  fouUug  her  bright  hair  witl  the  wMt« 
ashes. 

Her  mouth  was  very  bitter  with  the  ashes  i 
Her  eyes  with  dust  were  blinded  ;  and  hss 

sorrow 
Sobh^d  in  the  throat  of  her  like  gurgling 

1  around  the  voieeless   hUla   wera 

loftpy, 

I  lighta  icOTch'd  their  edges  ;  and 

ibove  her 

ras  a  soundless  trouble  of  tha  vapors. 

her,  and  O  whither,"  said  the  woman. 

iHt  of  the  Lord|  hast  thou  coiivey'u 

;bemj 

le  ones,  my  little  son  aud  daughter  ? 

"  For,  !o  I  we  wander'd  forth  at  early  morn- 
ing. 

And  winds  were  blowing  round  us,  and 
their  mouths 

Blew  rose-buds  to  the  rose-buds,  and  their 
eyes 

"Look'd  violets  at  the  violets,   and  their 

hair 
•Made  sunshine  in  the  sunshine,  and  their 

passing 
Left  a  pleasure  in  the  dewy  leaves  behind 

them ; 

*'  And  suddenly  my  little  son  look* d  upward 
And  his  eyes  were  dried  like  dew-orops ; 

and  his  going 
Was  like  a  blow  of  fire  upon  my  face  ; 

**  And  my  little  son  was  gone.    My  little 

daughter 
Look'd  round  me  for  him,  clinging  to  my 

vesture  ; 
But  the  Lord  had  drawn  him  from  me,  and 

I  knew  it 

"  By  the  sipi  He  gives  the  stricken,  thai 

the  lost  one 
Lingers  nowhere  on  the  earth,  on  the  hil) 

or  valley. 
Neither   underneath   the  grasses  nor  the 

tree-roots. 
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"  And  m  J  thriek  wu  like  tbe  Bplitting  of  an 

ice*rcef, 
And  I  sank  among  mj  hair,  and  all  mj 

paltn 
Was  moht  and  warm  where  the  little  baud 

had  Hird  it. 

"^  Tlieti  I  AckI  and  wnght  him  wildly,  hither 

and  thither  — 
Though  I  knew  that  he  was  itncken  from 

uie  wholtj 
Bjr  the  token   that  the    Spirit  gives   the 

stricken, 

*'  I  aotight  him  in  the  snnlightandtbe  star- 

I  sought  hi  IT*  in  great  forests,  and  in  waters 
Whert!  I  saw  my  own  pale  image  looking 
at  me* 

"And    I    forgot    mj    little    bright-hair'd 

daughter. 
Though    her  voice  was  like  a  wild-hird*B 

far  behind  me, 
Till  UiA  Yoiofl  eeaa'd.  and  tba  nomrse  was 

sileni. 

**  And  ttillr,  in  the  starlight,  came  I  back- 
ward 

To  the  forettl  where  I  mi&s'd  him  ;  and  no 
▼oioes 

Brake  the  stillness  as  I  stooped  down  in 
the  starlight, 

"Asd  iaw  two  little  shoes  Mled  up  with 
dew, 

Jbid  no  mark  of  little  footsteps  an)  far- 
ther, 


Bot   beasts   died  ;  yea,   the  cattle  in  the 

yoke» 
The    milk-oow  in    the    meadowy  and    the 

sheep, 
And  the  dog  upon  the  doorstep  :  and  men 

envied* 

And  birds  died  ;  yea,  tlie  ea^le  at  the  sim- 
gate. 

The  swan  upon  the  waters,  and  the  farm- 
fowl, 

And  the  swallows  on  the  homeliipt :  and 
men  eoTied. 


And  reptiles  ;  jea,  the  toad  upon  the  road* 

side. 
The    slimy,   speckled    snake    among    the 

grasa, 
The  lizard  on  the  ruin  :  and  men  envied. 

The  dog  in  lonely  places  cried  not  over 
The    body  of    his   master;  but    it   missed 

him. 
And  whin*d  into  the  air,  and  died,  and  ro^ 

ted. 

The  travel ler*s  horte  lay  swollen  in  the 
pathwiiy, 

And  the  blue  Hy  fed  upon  it ;  hut  no  trav- 
eller 

Was  there-,  nay^  not  his  footprint  on  the 
ground. 

The  cat  mew*d  in  the  midnight,  and  the 

blind 
Gave  a  rustle,  and  the  lamp  bttnit  blue 

and  faint. 
And   the  father's  bed    was  empty  in    the 

morning. 

The  mother  fell  to  sleep  beside  the  cra^ 

die, 
Rockinc^  it,  while  she  slumber 'd,  with  her 

foot, 
And  wakened,  —  and  the  cradle  there  was 

empty. 

I  saw  a  two-years'  child,  and  he  was  play* 

ing; 
And  he  found  a  dead  white  bird  upon  the 

doorway, 
And  langh'd,   and   ran  to  show  it   to  his 

mother. 

The  mother  moan*d,  and  clutohM  htm«  anl 

was  bitter. 
And  flung  the  dead  white  bird  across  th( 

threshold  ; 
And  arother  white  bird  flitted  round  moi 

round  it. 

And  utter*d  a  sharp  0171  and  twittet'd  and 

twitter'd. 
And  lit  beside  its  dead  mate,  and  grew 

busy. 
Strewing  it  over  with  green  leaves  and  je^ 

low. 
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Bo  f ar^  so  far  to  seek  for  iwere  the  limiti 

Of  affliclioii;  and  iiien's    terror   grew  a 

Terror,  yea,  and  a  fatal  sense  of  blaukneas. 

Tticre  was  no  little  token  of  diBtmction, 
Tbsre  was  no  visible  preaence  of  bereave- 
ment, 
Sueb  as  the  moomer  easeib  ont  his  heart 

There  was  no  comfort  in  the  slow  hu. 
No  ^ntle  lahuttiiig  of  beloved  eyes- 
Not  beautiful  broodiogs  over  sleef 

tui'ea^ 

There  were  no  kisses  on  familtar 
No   weaving  of   white   grave-cl 

last  pondering 
Over  the  stiU  wax  cheeks  and  fa 

gew, 

Tliere  vtm  no  pnttitig  tokens  under  pillows^ 
There  was  no  dreadful  beauty  slowlv  fading, 
Fading  like  moonlight  softly  into  oarkness. 

There  were  no  churchyard  paths  to  walk 

on,  thiukin? 
How  near  the  well-beloved  ones  are  lying. 
There  were  no  sweet  green  graves  to  sit 

and  muse  on, 

Till  grief  should  grow  a  summer  medita- 
tion. 
Hie  shadow  of  the  passing  of  an  angel, 
And  sleeping  should  seem  easy,  and   not 
cruel. 

Nothing    but    wondrous    parting    and    a 
blankness. 


But  I  woke,  and,  lo  I  the  burthen  was  up- 
lifted, 

And  I  pray'd  within  the  chamber  where 
she  slumberM, 

^d  my  tears  flow'd  fast  and  free,  but 
were  not  bitter. 

I  eas'd  my  heart  three  days  by  watching 

near  her, 
And  made  her  pillow  sweet  with  scent  and 

flowers. 
And  could  bear  at  last  to  put  her  in  the 

darkness. 


And  I  heard   the   kirk-bells  riuging  vei^ 

slowly, 
And  the  priests  were  in  their   vestments, 

and  the  earth 
Dripped  awful  on  the  bard  wood,  yet  I  boro 

it. 

And  I  cried,  **  O  unseen  Sender  of  Corrupt 

tion, 
''  *  *       Thee  for  the  wonder  of  Thy  mercy, 
^ofleneth  the  mystery  and  the  par^ 
iug: 

IBS  thee  for  the  change  and  for  the 

comfort, 

loomless  fftce^  shut  eyes,  and  waxen 

fittgyrs*  — 

^tpitia^,  and  for  Silence,  and  Comip- 

tiott.'^ 

FAfiRY  FOSTER-MOTHER 

Bright  Eves,  Light  Eyes  I   Dnngbter  of  a 

Fay  ! 
I  had  not  been  a  wedded  wife  a  twelve- 
month and  a  day, 
I  had  not  nurs'd  my  little  one  a  month 

upon  my  knee, 
When   down  among  the   blue-bell   banks 

rose  elims  three  times  three, 
They  gripped  me  by  the  raven  hair,  I  could 

not  cry  for  fear. 
They  put  a  hempen  rope  around  my  waist 

and  dragg'd  me  here, 
They  made  me  sit  and  give  thee  snck  as 

mortal  mothers  can. 
Bright  Eyes,    Light   Eyes  1  strange  and 

weak  and  wan  1 

Dim  Face,  Grim  Face  1    lie  ye  there  so 

stUl  ? 
Thy  red,  red  lips  are  at  mv  breast,  andthoa 

may'st  suck  thy  fill ; 
But  know  ye,  tho'  I  hold   thee  firm>  an^ 

roek  thee  to  and  fro, 
T  is  not  to  soothe  thee  into  sleep,  bat  just 

to  still  my  woe  ? 
And  know  ye,  when  I  lean  so  calm  against 

the  wall  of  stone, 
T  is  when  I  shut  my  eyes  and  try  to  think 

thou  art  mine  own  ? 
And  know  ye,  tho*  my  milk  be  h^ne^  my 

heart  is  far  away, 
Dim  Face,  Grim  Face!     Danghter  ol  • 

Fay  I 
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Gold  Unlr,  Cold  Hair  I  Daughter  to  a  King  t 
WrappVl  io  bands  of  8Qow-wliit«  silk  with 

jewitls  glittering, 
Tinjf  tdippera  of  the  gold  npon  thy  feet  so 

Stiver  cradle  relvet-liii'd  for  thee  to  slum- 
ber in, 

Pygmy  pages »  crimsoO'hair'd,  to  serve  thee 
on  their  knees, 

To  fan  thy  face  with  ferns  and  bring  thee 
honey  bags  of  bees,  — 

I  was  but  a  peasant  lass,  my  babe  had  but 
the  mdkp 

Gold  Hair,  Cold  Hair !  raitnented  in  silk  f 

Bale  Thing,  Frail  Thing  I  dumb  and  weak 

and  thin, 
Altho'  thoti  ne'er  dost  utter  sigb   thou  *rt 

shadow 'd  with  a  sin  ; 
Tliy  minnie  soomit  to  suckle  thee,  thy  min- 

nie  is  an  elf. 
Upon  a  bed  of  roseVleavev  she   lies  and 

fans  herself ; 
And  though  my  heart  is  aching  m  for  one 

afar  from  me, 
I  often  look  into  thy  faoo  and  drop  a  tear 

for  thee. 
And  I  am  but  a  peasant  bom,  a  lowly  cot- 
ter's wife. 
Pale  Thing,  Frail  Thing !  sucking  at  my  life ! 

Wvak  Thing,  Meek  Thing  t  take  no  blame 

from  me, 
Altho*  my  b»be  mny  moan  for  lack  of  what 

I  give  to  thee  ; 
For   though   thou  art   a   faery  child,  and 

though  thoii  art  my  woe. 
To  feel  tbee  sucking  at  my  breast  is  all 

the  blifts  I  know ; 
It  soothes  me,  tlio*  afar  away  I  hear  my 

daughter  call, 
Bly  heart   were  broken  if  I  felt  no  littk 

lipii  at  all  1 
XI I  bad  none  to  tend  at  all,  to  be  its  nnme 

and  slave, 
W«ak    Thing,   Mock    Thing!     I    should 

shriek  and  nivc  I 


Bright  Eye*,  Light  Eyes!  lying  on  my  \ 
U  soon  I  1)0   not   taken  back  unto 


•knee! 
mine 
own  oouiitree, 
T9  feel  m^  own  babe's  little  lips,  as  I  am 

feeling  thine. 
To  ftouNith  tne  golden  threads  of  hair,  to 
see  the  blue  eyes  shine^  — 


I  '11  lean   my   head  against  the  wall  and 

close  my  weary  eyes, 
And  think  my  own  babe  draws   the  milk 

with  balmy  pants  and  sigha, 
And  smile  and  bless  my  litUe  one  and 

sweetly  pass  away. 
Bright  Eyes,  Light  Eyes  I  Daughter  of  n 

Fay  I 

THE  CHURCHYARD 

How  slowly  creeps  the  hand  of  Time 

On  the  old  clook*9  greeu-maiitled  face  I 
Yea,  <*lowly  as  tho«e  ivies  elunb, 

The  hours  roll  round  with  patient  pace  | 
Tlie  drowsy  rookJi  caw  ou  the  tower, 

The  tame  doves  hover  round  and  rotmd  ; 
Below,  the  slow  gnuis  hour  by  hour 

Makes  green  God*8  sleeping-grotuid. 

All  moves,  but  nothing  here  h  swift ; 

The  grass  grows  deep^  the  green  boughs 
shoot; 
From  east  to  west  the  shadows  drift ; 

The  earth  feels  beavenwarrl  underfoot; 
Tlie  slow  stream  through  the  bridge  doik 
stray 

With  water-lilies  on  its  marge, 
And  alowly,  pird  with  scented  bayi 

Creeps  by  the  silent  barge. 

All  stirs,  but  nothing  here  is  loud  ; 

The  cushat  broods,  the  cuckoo  cries ; 
Faiut,  far  up,  under  a  white  cluud, 

The  lurk  trills  soft  to  earth  and  skies ; 
And  underneath  the  green  graves  rest ; 

And  through  the  place,  witli  slow  fooi* 
falk, 
Wtth  snowy  cambric  on  hia  breast. 

The  old  gray  Vicar  crawls. 

And  close  at  hand,  to  see  him  come, 

Cltuitering  at  the  playground  gate. 
The  urchina  of  the  schoolhouse,  dumb 

And  bashful,  hang  the  head  and  wait ; 
The  little  mtudeus  curtsey  deep. 

The  boys  their  forelocks  toncb 
while, 
The  Vicar  sees  them,  half  asleepf 

And  smiles  a  sleepy  smile* 

Slow  as  the  hand  on  the  clock's  fa4>e» 
Slow  as  the  white  cloud  in  the  sky. 

He  comoth  now  with  tottering  pace 
To  tbe  old  vicarage  hard  by  • 
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Smother*d  it  stands  in  ivy  leavea, 

Laurels  and  yews  make  dark  the  |^umd  ; 

The  swifts  that  build  beneath  the  eaves 
Wheel  in  still  circles  routid. 

And  from  the  portal,  green  and  dark, 
He  ghumes  at  tha  church-clock  old  — 


Gray  soul  1  why  seek  his  eyes  to  mark 
Tlic  creeping  of  tbiit  ftnger  cold  ? 

He  cannot  seei  but  still  sjs  stone 
He  pauses,  listening  for  the  chime. 

And  hears  from  that  green  tower  intoae 
The  eternal  voice  of  Time. 


ps 


A  SONG  OF  WIN! 

BaRb'd  blossom  of  the  guarde€ 

I  love  thee  where  I  see  thee  i 
Thou  sweetener  of  our  comniou- 
Aiid  brighteoer  of  our  wintry  da 

Flower  of  the  gorsc,  the  rose  is  ( 
Thou  art  undying,  O  be  mine  ♦ 
Be  mine  with  all  thy  thorns,  and  prest 
Close  on  a  heart  that  asks  not  rest. 

I  pluck  thee  and  thy  stigma  set 

Upon  my  breast  and  on  my  brow  ; 
Blow,  buds,  and  plenish  so  ray  wreath 
That  none  may  know  the  wounds  beneath. 

0  crown  of  thorn  that  seem'st  of  gold,. 
No  festal  coronal  art  thou  ; 

Thy  honey'd  blossoms  are  but  hives 
That  guard  the  growth  of  winged  lives. 

1  saw  tbee  in  the  time  of  flowers 
As  sunshine  spill'd  upon  the  land, 

Or  burning  bushes  all  ablaze 

With  sacred  fire  ;  but  went  my  ways  ; 

I  went  my  ways,  and  as  I  went 

Pluck*d  kindlier  blooms  on  either  band  ; 
Now  of  those  blooms  so  passing  sweet 
None  lives  to  stay  my  passing  feet. 

And  still  thy  lamp  upon  the  hill 

Feeds  on  the  autumn's  dying  sigh. 
And  from  thy  midst  comes  murmuring 
A  music  sweeter  than  in  spring. 

Barb*d  blossoms  of  the  guarded  gorse. 

Be  mine  to  wear  until  I  die, 
And  mine  the  wounds  of  love  which  still 
Bear  witness  to  his  human  will. 


A  MOTH  THAT  DRINKETH 
OF  THE  RIPE  OCTOBER 


m  belated^  min  and  zephyi^kist| 

bling  about  a  pale  arbulus  belL» 

jg   to  wildetiiig   depths  its    honey*d 

cellj  — 

nday  thief ^  a  downy  seDSualist  1 
A^ui.  i^ainly,  sprite,  thou   drawest  carel^s 

breath, 
Strikest    ntnlirosisi.    from    tlie    cool-cupp'd 

flowers, 
And  flutterest  through  the  soft,  uncounted 

hours. 
To  drop  at  last  in  unawaited  death  ; 
'T  IS  something  to  be  glad  !  and  those  fine 

thrills, 
Which  move  thee,  to  my  lip  have  drawn 

the  smile 
Wherewith  we  look  on  joy.     Drink  1  drown 

thine  ills. 
If  ill  have  any  part  in  thee ;  erewhile 
May  the  pent  force  —  thy  bounded  life,  set 

free. 
Fill  larger  sphere  with  equal  ecstasy. 


With  what  fine  organs  art  thou  dower'd, 

frail  elf ! 
Thy  harp  is  pitch'd  too  high  for  dull  annoy, 
Thy  life  a  love-feast,  and  a  silent  joy, 
As  mute  and  rapt  as  Passion's  silent  self. 
I  turn  from  thee,    and   see    the    swallow 

sweep 
Like  a  wing'd  will,  and  the  keen-scented 

hound 
That  snuffs  with   rapture  at  the  tainted 

ground,  — 
All  things  that  freely  conise,  that  swim  or 

leap,  — 
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Tben,    bearing  glad-voiced  creatures   men 

call  dumb, 
I   feel   nij  heart,  oft    aioking  *xieath  the 

wei£bt 
Of  Nature  s  sorrow,  lig'hteii  jui  the  sum 
Of  Nature's  joy  ;  ita  half-iinfohled  fate 
Breathe »  hope — fur  aU  but  iho^e  beoeath 

the  ban 
Of  the  inquisitor  and  tyrant,  mtui* 

TO  THE  HERALD  HONEYSUCKLE 

DcEp  Honeysuckle  I  in  the  silent  eve 
When  wild-rose  cups  are  dos'd,  and  when 

eai-'h  bird 
la  sleeping  by  its  mate,  then  all  unheard 
The  dew's  aoit  kiss  thy  wakeful  lips  receive. 


'T  is  then  the  sighs  that  throng  them  aeem 

t4i  weave 
A  spcU  whereby  the  drowsy  night  is  gtirr'd 
To    fervid    meanings,    which     no    fullest 

word 
Of  speech  or  song  so  sweetly  could  achieve. 
Herald  of  bliss  !  whose  fragrant  trumpet 

blew 
Love's   title   to  our  hearts  ere  love  w«i 

known, 
T  was  well    thy   flourish   told  a  tale   ao 

true, 
Well  that  Love's  dazzling  presence  waa 

forefthown  ; 
Had  hi$  descent  on  us  been  as  the  dew 
On   thee,  our  rarer  sense    he    had  o*eiN* 

thrown. 


f  rrtrtrit  H&illiain  l^airp  ffl^por^ 


FROM  "SAINT   PAUL" 

Lol  ft!  ioiae  bard  on  islet  of  the  Aegean 
Laveljr  and  eager  when  the  earth  was 
ycMiDg, 
I  Btiming  to  hurl  his  heart  into  a  paenn« 
Fraiae  of  the  hero  from  whotte  loins  he 
•prttiig;  — 

He^  I  suppose f  with  such  a  care  to  carry, 
Wander'd  disconsolate  and  waited  long, 

fimiting  his  breast,  wherein  the  notes  would 
Urry, 
Chiding  the  slumber  of  the  seed  of  song  : 

Tbeti  in  the  suddrn  glory  of  a  minute 
Airy  and  excellent  the  proem  came. 

Bending  his  bosom,  for  a  god  was  in  it, 
Wakmg  the  seed,  for  it  had  burst  in  flame » 

So  even  I  athirst  for  his  inspiring, 

I  who  have  talked  with  Him  forget  again, 

r©»,  many  days  with  sobs  and  with  desiring 
Offer  to  God  a  patience  and  a  pain  ; 

Then  through  the   mid   complaint  of    my 
confcKston, 
Then  through  the  pang  and  passion  of 
my  prayer, 
I  Leape  with  a  start  the  shock  of  hia 


Hirilla  me  and  touches,  and  the  Lord  is 


Lo,  if  some  pen  should   write  upon  joor 
rafter 

Menk  and  MEXE  in  the  folds  of  Hame, 
Think  you  could  any  memories  thereafter 

Wholly  retrace  the  couplet  as  it  caiue  ? 

Lo,  if  some  strange  intelligible  thunder 
Sang  to  the  earth  the  secret  of  a  star, 
Scarce  could  ye  catch,  for  terror  and  for 
wonder, 
Shreds  of  the  story  that  wai  peal'd  sf> 
far. 

Scarcely  I  catch  the  words  of  his  rev^* 
»ng. 

Hardly  I  hear  Him,  dimly  undentatidv 
Only  the  Power  that  is  within  me  pealing 

Laves  on  my  lips  and  beckons  to  my  hand* 

WI10B0  has  felt  the  Spirit  of  the  Highest 
Cannot  confound   nor   doubt   Him    nor 
deny  : 
Yea,  with  one  voice,  O  world,  though  thoo 
denie^t. 
Stand  thou  on  that  side,  for  on  this  am  L 

Rather  the   earth   shall   doubt  when  hot 
retrieving 
Pours  in  the  rain  and  makes  from  the 
sod. 
Rather  than  he  for  whom  the  great  ooik> 
eeiving 
Stirs  in  his  soul  to  ijiiicken  into  God* 
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Ay,  though  thou  tlieti  sbouldat  strike  him 
from  his  glorj 
Blind   and   tormeuted,    madden'd   and 
alone, 
Bven  on  the  orosn  would  he  m^ntain  hl& 
story, 
Yes,  and  in  bell  would  whimper,  I  have 
known. 


A  SONG 

The  pourine  music,  Agft  and  Btm 
Some  Groa  wiUiiti  her  &oul  has 

Her  face  is  rosy  with  the  son^ 
And  her  gray  ejos  are  sweet  t 

A  woman  so  with  Hinging  ftr*d. 
Has  earth  a  lovelier  sight  than 

Oh,  he  that  looked  had  ttoon  desii  _ 
Those  lips  to  fasten  with  a  kiss. 

But  let  not  him  tlmt  race  begin 

Who  seeks  not  towfird  \t^  tttmoflt  goal  ; 
Give  me  an  hour  fi:ir  driukiug  in 

Her  fragrant  and  her  early  soul. 

To  happier  hearts  I  leave  the  rest, 
Who  less  and  more  than  I  shall  know. 

For  me,  world-weary,  it  is  best 
To  listen  for  an  hour  and  go  : 

To  lift  her  hand,  and  press,  and  part, 
And  think  upon  her  long  and  long. 

And  bear  for  ever  in  my  heart 
The  tender  traces  of  a  song. 


ON   A    GRAVE    AT    GRINDEL- 
WALD 

Here  let  us  leave  him  ;  for  his  shroud  the 
snow, 
For  funeral-lamps   he   has   the   planets 
seven, ' 
For  a  great  sign  the  icy  stair  shall  go 
Between  the  heights  to  heaven. 

One    moment    stood    he    as    the    angels 
stand, 

High  in  the  stainless  eminence  of  air  ; 
The  next,  he  was  not,  to  his  fatherland 

Translated  unaware. 


A   LAST   APPEAL 

0  iOHE  WHERE,    sotnewbere^     God     on* 

known, 
Bmt.  and  be  t 

1  am  dying  ;  I  am  all  alone  ; 

I  must  have  thee  1 


no* 


God  !  God  I  my  sense,  my  sonl,  my  tiSl^ 
Dies  in  the  L*ry  i  — 
I  thou  the  faint  star  flame  and  fall  ? 
h  I  It  was  I. 

IMMORTALITY 

en  the  old  delight  is  born  anew, 
rod  re-Bui mates  the  early  bliss, 
it  not  all  as  one  first  tre milling  ktsa 
}ul  knew  soul  with  whom  she  has  to 
do? 

its  bow  desolate,  O  days  how  few^ 
th  in  life,  tf  life  be  this,  be  this  1 
O  wtfigb'd  alone  as  one  Bhall  win  or  miss 
The  fnint  eternity  which  shines  theretkro*  i 
Lo,  all  that  nge  is  as  a  speck  of  sand 
Lost  on  the  long  beach  where  the  tides  are 

free. 
And  no  man  metes  it  in  his  hollow  hand 
Nor  cares  to  ponder  it,  how  small  it  be  ; 
At  ebb  it  lies  forgotten  on  the  land 
And  at  full  tide  forgotten  in  the  sea. 

A  LETTER  FROM  NEWPORT 

^iri  fc*  &0avdrovs  Koi  iqf4\fms  Ift/icyai  aid 
if  T<Pr*  iiraarrulLatI  5t*  *\iovfS  iOpooi  clfK. 

The  crimson  leafage  fires  the  lawn. 

The  piPd  hydrangeas  blazine  glow ; 
How  bme  the  vault  of  breezy  dawn 

Illumes  the  Atlantic's  crested  snow  I 
'Twixt  sea  and  sands  how  fair  to  ride 

Through  whispering  airs  a  starlit  way. 
And  watch  those  flashing  towers  divide 

Heaven's   darkness   &om   the   darkling 
bay  I 

Ah,  friend,  how  vain  their  pedant's  part. 

Their  hurrying  toils  how  idly  spent, 
How  have  they  wrong'd  the  gentler  heart 

Which  thrills  the  awakening  continent, 
Who  have  not  learnt  on  this  bright  shore 

What  sweetness  issues  from  the  strong. 
Where  flowerless  forest,  cataract-roar. 

Have  found  a  blossom  and  a  song ! 
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Ab,  whiit  tmperia]  force  of  fate 

And  thou  come  hither,  friend  I  thou  too           ^J 

LtnkB  utir  one  race  in  high  emprize  I 

Their  kingdom  enter  as  a  boy  ;                     ^^M 

Nc»r  attght  henceforth  can  aeparate 

Fed  with  their  glorious  youth  renew               ^^M 

Tb«i»e  glories  mingling  as  they  rise  ; 

Thy  dininiM  prerogative  of  joy  :  ^ 
Come  with  small  question,  little  thought, 

For  one  in  heart,  na  one  in  speech. 

At  hiflt  have  Child  tuid  Mother  growD|  — 

Through   thy    worn    veins   what    puls€ 

Fair  Figures  !  honoring  each  in  each 

shall  flow, 

A  beaiitjr  kindred  wttb  her  own. 

With  wliat  regrets,  what  fancies  fraught^ 

Shall  silver-footed  summer  go  :  — 

Through  Euj^liah  ejrea  more  ealmljr  soft 

^H 

Looks   from   gray  deepa  the    appealing 

If  round  one  fairest  face  shall  meet                ^^M 

charm  ; 

Those  many  dreams  of  many  fair,                ^^H 

'      Iteddefia  on  English  cheeks  more  oft 

And  wandering  homage  seek  the  feet               ^H 

Th«  rote  of  innocent  alarm  ;  — 

Of  one  sweet  queen,  and  linger  there  ;         ^^ 

Our  ftld-world  heart  more  gravely  feels, 

Or  if  strange  winds  betwixt  be  driven,                  1 

Hat  learnt  more   force,  more   wslf-con- 

Unvoyageable  oceans  foam,                            ^J 

trol; 

Nor  this  new  earth,  this  airy  heaven,              ^^M 
For  thy  sad  heart  can  find  a  home.              ^^M 

For  us  through  sterner  music  peali 

The  full  accord  of  soul  and  soul. 

^H 

I  SAW,  I  SAW  THE  LOVELY         ^| 

But  ah,  the  life,  the  smile  untaught. 

CHILD                                ^M 

The  floating  presence  feat her>'-f air  I 

The  eyes  nnd  aspect  that  have  caught 

I  SAW,  T  saw  the  lovely  child,                          ^H 

The  brilliance  of  Columbian  air  1 

I  watch 'd  her  by  the  way,                            ^^M 

Ko  oriole  through  the  forest  flits 

More  shecny-plum'd,  more  gay  and  free ; 
On  no  nymph  s  marble  forehead  sits 

Her  loving  eyea  and  gay*                               ^^M 

^^B 

Proudlier  a  glad  virginity. 

Her  nsnae  f  ^  I  heard  not,  nay,  nor  care  |           j 

Enough  it  was  fur  me                                   ^^1 

So  ouee  the  Egyptian,  gravely  bold, 

Wauder'd  the  Ionian  folk  among. 

llcanl  fmm  their  high  Letoon  roll  d 

To  And  her  innocently  fair                                ^^| 

And  delicately  free.                                      ^^M 

^^^ 

That  song  the  Deliau  nniidens  sung  ; 

Ob,  cease  aad  go  ere  dreants  be  dofie^            ^^| 

Danced  in  his  eyes  the  dazzling  gold, 

Nor  trace  the  angeVs  birth,                          ^^M 
Nor  And  the  Paradtfal  ona                             ^H 

For  with  his  voipe  the  tears  had  Rpning, — 
••They  die  not,  these  1  they  wax  not  old, 

A  bloesom  of  the  earth  1                              ^H 

1          They  are  evei^livmg,  ever-young  1  ** 

^^M 

Thns  is  it  with  our  subtlest  joya,— *                 ^^M 

Spread  then,  great  ]And  I  thine  arms  afar, 

How  quick  the  soul^s  alarm  !                         ^^M 
How  lightly  deed  or  word  destroys                  ^H 

Thy  golden  harvest  westward  roll ; 

Banner  with  banner,  star  with  star, 

That  evanescent  charm  !                               ^H 

Allr  the  tropics  and  the  pole  ;  — 

^^1 

There  glows  no  gem  than  these  more  bright 

It  comes  unbidden,  eomes  unbought,              ^^M 

From  ice  to  tire,  from  sea  to  sea  ;  , 

Unfettered  flees  away;                                ^H 

BloMoms  no  fairer  flower  to  light 

His  swiftest  and  hit  sweetest  tbou|^             ^^M 

Through  all  thine  endless  empery. 

Can  never  poet  say.                                      ^^M 

€btoar& 

DotDbni 

■ 

RENUNCIANTS 

Ah  stmngtr,  lay  asidd                           ^H 

Cold  prndeiiMie  I    I  divine                   ^^M 

Skkms  not  onr  breathing  light  ? 

The  secret  yon  would  hide,                       ^^H 

Sound  not  our  voices  free  ? 

And  you  conjeetur»  miae^                    ^^M 

Bid  to  Liff's  festal  bright 

^^H 

No  gladder  guests  there  be. 

^^^^J 

194 


COMPOSITE  IDVLLIC   SCHOOL 


1 


You  too  have  temperate  eyes, 
Httve  put  your  heart  to  school, 

Are  proved,     I  recognize 
A  brother  of  the  rule.     _ 

I  knew  it  by  your  lip, 

A  sometluug  when  you  smU'di 
Which  meant  **  close  scholarshipp 

A  tnaster  of  the  guild.  ^' 

Well,  and  how  good  ia  life  ; 

Good  to  he  haru»  hiive  bi 
The  ealms  good,  aud  the  b\ 

Good  life,  and  perfect  db 

Come,  for  the  djincerst  whee 
Join  we  the  pleasant  din, 

Comrade,  it  serves  to  feel 
The  sackcloth  next  the  sidp 


LEONARDO'S   *«MON>a^A   LISA- 

Make  thjnelf  known,  Sibyl,  or  let  despdb 
Of  knowing  thee  be  absolute  r  I  wait 
Hour-long  and  waste  a  soul.  What  word  of 

fate 
Hides  'twixt  the  lips  which  smile  and  still 

forbear  ? 
Secret  perfection  I  Mystery  too  fair  I 
Tangle  the  sense  no  more,  lest  I  should  hate 
The  delicate  tyranny,  the  inviolate 
Poise  of  thy  folded  hands,  the  fallen  hair. 


Naj,  nay, —  I  wroog  thee  with  rough  wonkj 

still  be 
Serene*  victorious,  inacee^sible  ; 
Still  smile  but  apeak  not ;  lightest  Irony 
Lurk  ever  'neath  tliy  eyelids  shadow  *  still 
O'er  top  our  knowledge  ;  Sphinx  of  Itol/i 
Allure  us  tmd  reji^et  ub  at  thy  will  I 


TWO   INFINITIES 


ELY  way,  and  m  I  went  my  eye« 
not    unfasten    from    the    Sptin|fs 

sweet  thing«i 

tprouted    grass,  and  all  that  cHoibs 

and  clings 

|tei  deep  hedges,  where  the  pnmro^ 

Vm 

own  faimess,  hnried  hlc»oins  surprise 
Lunderer  bee  and  atop  bis  mnminr* 

ae  glad  flutter  of  a  fineh'a  wings 
Gui^Mirtle  small  blue-^Bpeckled  hutterf!iefi» 
Blisafully  did  one  speedwell  plot  beguile 
My  whole  heart  long  ;  I  lov^d  each  sepi^ 

rate  flower, 
Kneeling.    I  look'd    up  suddenly — Dear 

God  I 
There  stretch'd  the  shining  plain  for  many 

a  mile, 
The  mountains  rose  with  what  invincible 

power  I 
And  how  the  sky  was  fathomless  and  broad ! 


H 


a^rgaret  Fclep 


FIRST  OR  LAST? 

A    WIFE    TO    HER    HUSBAND 

Mt  life  ebbs  from  me  —  I  must  die. 
Must  die  — ^  it  has  a  ghostly  sound, 
A  far-off  thunder  drawing  nigh, 
An  echo  as  from  underground. 
Yes,  I  must  die  who  fain  would  live  ; 
You  cannot  give  me  life  —  alas  I 
Dear  Love  of  mine,  you  can  but  g^ve 
One  latest  kiss  before  I  pass. 

Dear,  we  have  had  our  summer  bliss, 
Kisses  on  cheek,  and  lip,  and  brow, 
But  soul  to  soul,  as  now  we  kiss, 
I  think  we  never  kiss'd  till  now. 


Give  both  your  hands,  and  let  the  earth 
Roll  onward  —  let  what  will  befall. 
This  is  an  hour  of  wondrous  birth, 
And  can  it  be  the  end  of  all  ? 

Ah,  your  sad  face  I    I  know  you  think 
(Clasp  me,  O  love,  your  faith  is  mine, 
Only  my  weakness  made  me  shrink) 
That  I  am  standing  on  the  brink 
Of  night  where  never  dawn  will  shine^ 
Of  slumber  whence  I  shall  not  wake, 
Of  darkness  where  no  life  will  erope  ; 
I  know  your  hopeless  creed,  and  take 
My  part  therein  for  your  dear  sake*-^ 
We  stand  asunder  if  I  hope. 


I9^^^l^3 
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And  yet  I  dreamed  of  a  fair  land 

What  though  tlie  end  of  all  be  come,                ^J 
The  latest  hour,  the  latest  breath,                    ^H 

Where  yon  and  I  were  met  at  last. 

And  face  to  face,  and  haud  in  hand. 

This  is  life's  triumph,  and  its  sum,                   ^^| 
The  aloer-flower  of  love  and  death  I                  ^^M 

Smii'd  at  the  Borrow  overtNMt. 

The  enfiiem  aky  was  touched  with  fire. 

^H 

In  the  dim  woodlands  cooed  the  doTe, 

And  yet  your  kisses  wake  a  life                             V 

Earth  waited,  tease  with  strong  desire, 

That  throbs  in  anguish  through  my  hearty            J 

For  day  —  yonr  coming,  Q  my  love  ! 

Leads  up  to  wage  despairing  strife,                   ^H 

The  breexe  awoke  to  breathe  vour  name. 
And  throngh  the  lenfy  maze  I  came 

And  shudders,  loathing  to  depart.                      ^H 

Can  such  de^^Ire  be  boru  in  vain,                       ^^^M 

With  fet^  tliat  coutd  not  turn  aside» 

Crushed  by  inevitable  doom  ?                            ^^M 

With  eye*  that  would  not  be  denied  — 

While  you  let  live  can  Love  be  slain  7            ^^M 

Vj  lip>Bi  niy  hiant  a  rosy  flame, 
Becaiiae  you  kissed  me  ere  I  died* 

Can  Love  lie  dead  within  my  tomb  ?               ^^M 

And  when  you  die  —  that  hopeless  day           ^^H 

BmiUi  could  but  part  ns  for  a  while  ; 
Beyond  the  boundary  of  years 

When  darkness  comes  and  utmost  need,          ^^M 

And  I  am  dead  and  cold,  you  say,                    ^^B 

We  met  again  —  oh,  do  not  smile 

Will    Death    have    power    to    hold    hia            1 

That  tender  smile,  more  sad  than  tears  1 

prey?                                                           ^J 

Shall  I  not  know  ?    Shall  I  not  heed  ?           ^M 

Forget  my  yiAion  sweet  and  vain, 

When  your  last  sun,  with  waning  light,           ^^H 

'      Your  faith  is  mine  —  your  faith  is  best ; 

fieluw  the  sad  horizon  dips,                                ^^M 

1       Let  others  count  the  joys  they  gain» 

Shall  I  not  rush  from  out  the  night                  ^H 

,       I  am  a  thousand  tiuien  more  bleat. 

To  die  onee  more  upon  your  lips  ?                    ^H 

They  can  but  g^ve  a  scanty  dole 

^^1 

Out  of  a  life  made  safe  in  heaven^ 

Ah|   the   black  moment  comes  1     Draw       ^^ 

While  I  am  aovereiffn  o*er  the  whole, 
i      I  can  give  all  —  and  all  is  giren  1 

nigh,                                                                 J 

Stoop  down,  O  Lore,  and  hold  me  fast.          ^^1 

Faith  snob  as  ours  defies  the  eraTe, 
1      Nor  needs  a  dream  of  bliss  above  — 

O  empty  earth  I    0  empty  sky  1                      ^^M 
There  is  no  answer,  though  I  die                      ^^H 

Shall  not  this  moment  make  me  braTe  ? 

Breathing  my  soul  out  in  the  cry,                    ^^M 
Isit  the  first  kiss  — or  the  last?                     ^H 

0  aloe-flower  of  perfect  love  1 

Xafip 

Currie 

■ 

{**  VIOLET 

PANE**)                                                                            ^H 

A  MAY  SONG 

Or  sing  the  songs  we  us*d  to  sing                          1 

In  spring-time,  in  the  cloudless  weather  t     ^J 
Some  ohotd  is  mute  that  usM  to  ring,               ^H 

A  UmJI  while  my  love  and  1,                        1 

Before  the  mowing  of  the  hay, 

Some  word  forgot  we  us'd  to  say                  ^H 

Twin'd  daisTH^haius  and  eow8]i[vballs. 
And  caroird  glees  and  madrigals, 
Before  the  nuy,  beneath  the  may, 

Amongst  the  may,  before  the  hay,                ^^| 

My  loTO  (who  loves  me  not)  and  X                  ^^M 

^^H 

My  love  (who  lov*d  me  then)  and  L 

^H 

A  FOREBODIXG                     ^M 

For  loo£  years  now  my  love  and  I 
Tread  severed  paths  to  varied  ends  ; 

^^H 

I  DO  not  dread  an  altered  heart,                        ^^M 

We  sometime  A  meet,  and  aotntfttmet  say 

Or  tliat  long  line  of  land  or  saft                     ^^M 

The  trivial  things  of  every  day, 

Should  sepamte  my  love  from  me,               ^^M 

And  meet  as  eomrades,  meet  as  friends, 

I  dread  that  drifting  slow  apart  —                  ^^M 
All  unresisted,  unrestrain  d  —                      ^^U 

&tj  lore  (who  Iov*d  me  once)  and  I. 

Which  conifis  to  some  when  they  hm^9          1 

Bni  nerer  more  my  love  and  I 

gain'd                                                      ^J 

Will  wander  forth,  ss  onoe,  together, 

tgfi 
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Ae  two  light  Bklffs  that  iiaird  to^eth^r^ 
Tlirough    dayi    and    ojgbts    of    ttmjii|uil 
weather, 
Adown  mine  inland  atreatti,  nii^ht  be 
Drifted  asunder,  each  from  eiieh  ; 
When,  Boating  with  the  tide,  thej  reach 
The  bop'd-for  etid,  the  ptomk^d  goal, 
Ths  sudden  glorj  of  the  se& 


IN  GREEN  OLD  GARE 

Ih  ETBGU  old  ^irdens,  hidden  awa^ 
From  sight  of  revel  and  sound  i 
Where  the  bird  may  sing  oui 
ere  he  die^, 
Kor  fears  for  the  night,  so  be  live^ 
Where  the  liigh  red  walla,  which  i 
ing  gray 
With  their  licHen  and  moas  \ 
deriesj 
Seem  sadlj  and  sternly  to  shut  out  IM^f 
Beeause  it  is  often  as  sad  as  thej  i 

Where  even  the  bee  has  time  to  glide 
(Gathering  gayly  his  honey'd  store) 
Right  to  the   heart  of  the   old-world 
flowers,  — 
China-asters  and  purple  stocks, 
Dahlias  and  tall  red  hollyhocks, 

Laburnums  raining  their  golden  show- 
ers, 
Columbines  prim  of  the  folded  core, 
And  lupins,  and  larkspurs,  and  **  London 
pride  "; 

Where  the  heron  b  waiting  amongst  the 
reeds, 
Grown  tame  in  the  silence  that   reigns 
around. 
Broken  only,  now  and  then. 
By  shy  woodpecker  or  noisy  jay. 
By  the  far-off  watch-dog's  muffled  bay ; 
But  where  never  the  purposeless  laugh- 
ter of  men. 
Or  ohe  seething  city's  murmurous  sound 
Will  float  up  under  the  river-weeds. 

Here  may  I  live  what  life  I  please. 
Married  and  buried  out  of  sight,  — 
Married   to  pleasure,  and  buried  to 
pain,  — 
Hidden  away  amongst  scenes  like  these, 
Under  the  fans  of  the  chestnut  trees  ; 
Living  my  child-life  over  again, 


With  the  further  hope  of  a  fuller  dtilight, 
Blithe  as  the  birds  and  wise  as  the  bers. 

In  sT^en  old  gardens  hidden  away 
irom    Bight    of    revel    and    sound    of 
strife^  — 
Here  have  I  leisure  to   breathe  and 
move,        ^ 
And  to  do  my  work  in  a  nobler  way  ; 
Tu  jting  my  mnga^  and  to  say  my  say  ; 

0  dream  uiy  dreanjs,  and  to  love  my 
love  J 

lold  my  faith,  and  to  live  my  lilo, 
g  the  most  of  its  shadowy  day. 


AFTERWARDS 

w  that   these  poor  rags  of  woman- 
hood,— 

i  oaten  pipe^  whereon  the  wild  winds 

play'd 
Making  »rA   ttmsio,  —  tatter*d  and  oyt- 

fray'd, 
Cast  off,  play*d  out,  —  can  hold  no  more  of 

good. 
Of   love,  or  song,  or  sense  of  sun  and 

shade. 

What  homely  neighbors  elbow  me  (bard  by 
'Neath  the  bls^ck  yews)  I  know  I  shall 

not  know. 
Nor    take   account  of   changing    winds 
that  blow, 
Shifting  the  golden  arrow,  set  on  high 
On  the  gray  spire,  nor  mark  who  come 
and  go. 

Yet  would  I  lie  in  some  familiar  place. 
Nor    share   my  rest  with    uncongenial 

dead,  — 
Somewhere,  maybe,  where  friendly  feet 
will  tread,  — 
As  if  from  out  some  little  chink  of  space 
Mine  eyes  might  see  them  tripping  over- 
head. 

And  though  too  sweet  to  deck  a  sepulchre 
Seem  twinkling  daisy-buds,  and  meadow 

grass; 
And  so,  would  more  than  serve  me,  lest 
they  pass 
Who  fain  would  know  what  woman  rested 
there, 
<      What  her  demeanor,  or  her  story  wa8»*-« 


^I^l^^3 
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For  theM  I  would   that  on  a  sculptured 

Should  sleep  a  form  with  folded  palmj      ^H 

stone 

demure,                                                         ^H 

(Fenced  round  idth  ironwork  to  keep  le- 

In  aspect  like  the  dreamer  that  was  gone,        ^H 

^B        eurej 

W  ith  these  wonU  car v  'd^  ^'  /  hop'dt  but  was      ^H 

■ 

not  lure/*                                                    ^M 

^^V                      #»amiid  IDabtringtoit                             ^^| 

^m          THE   INN   OF  CARE 

To  Kcbra,  by  the  Unstrut,              ^^^| 

Mav  all  the  world  repair,                ^^^^H 
And  meet  a  beartv  welcome,          ^!^^^| 
And  share  a  gt^ly  fare  ;                        ^H 

^P       At  Nebra,  by  the  Unstrut,  — 

^V        So  travellers  declare,  — 

^B         There  stands  an  ancient  tavern. 

The  world  t  '  t  li  worn  and  weary—      ^H 

■         It  if  the  *'  Inn  of  Care." 

"T  is  til  'd  of  gilt  and  glare  ;                     ^M 
The  inn  I  't  is  nam'd  full  wisely^             ^M 

^m         To  all  the  world  'i  is  open  ; 

^1         It  sets  a  goodly  fare  ; 
^H         And  everjT  soul  is  welcome 

It  U  the  ""  Inn  of  Care/'                 ^^^M 

^^^^H 

^m        That  deigua  to  sojourn  there. 

SOUL  AND  BODY             ^^H 

^         The  landlord  with  his  helpers, 

Whsris  wert  thou.  Soul,  ere  vet  my  body      ^H 

F             (He  is  a  atalwart  ho^t), 

^        To  please  bis  fuest  stilt  labors 

bom                                                            ^H 

Became  thy  dwclling-place  ?     Bidst  thoti     ^H 

■         With  "  bouilli "  md  with  "  roast ;  ** 

on  earth,                                                   ^H 

^K         And  ho  t  he  laug;hs  so  roundly  1 
1               He  h4i>^hs,  and  loves  to  boast 

Or  in  the  clouds,  await  thia  body's  birth  ?         ^^ 

Or  by  what  chance  upon  that  winter's  mom              | 

L              That  he  who  bears  the  beaker 

Bidst  thou  this  body  find,  a  babe  forlorn  ?       ^J 

■        May  live  to  share  the  **  toast." 

Didst  thou  in  sorrow  enter^  or  in  mirlJi  ?          ^^| 

^1 

Or  for  a  ie4$t,  i>erchance,  to  try  its  worth          ^Vi 
Thou  tookest  flesh,  ne'er  from  it  to  be  torn  ?            1 

p              Li*nts  a  non  lucendo  — 

L             Tl»uu  named  might  seem  the  inn, 

Nay,  ik»ul,  I  will  not  mock  thee  ;  well  I             J 

^^L        80  careless  is  its  laughter. 

know                                                        ^H 

^V        So  loud  lU  merry  din  ; 

Thou  wert  not  on  the  earth,  nor  in  the  akr ;       ^H 
For  with  my  body's  gro^M  thou  too  diosfc       ^H 

■        Yet  ert^  to  doubt  its  title 

^H        You  do*  in  sooth,  begin. 

^^^1 

But  with  that  body's  death  wilt  thou  too  die?      ^H 

^H       Go,  watoh  tlie  pallid  face^ 

^M        Approach  and  pass  within* 

I  know  not^  and  thou  canst  not  tell  me,  •<»       ^H 

^^^ 

In  doubt  we  11  go  together,  —  thou  and  L       ^H 

^^^^^                   <£nie^ 

ffl^pnr^ 

M 

^^H             GORDON 

^^^H 

^I^P 

Down  through  the  cloudless  air,                 ^^^^| 

' 

Undimni'd,  from  heaven's  sheer  hcigbtf          ^^H 

Ch  through  the  Libyan  sand 

Bend  their   inscrutable  gaxe,  austere  and       ^H 

RoUs  eviT,  mile  on  tnlle* 

ban;,                                                             ^H 

LMgue  00  long  ItMgue,  cleaving  the  rain- 
leas  latui, 

In  long-prooeeding  pomp»  the  stars  of  LiV      ^^| 

yan  night.                                               ^^M 

Fed  by  no  friendly  wave,  ibe  immemorial 

^^M 

^        Nile. 

^^^J 
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III 


Beneatli   the  stars,  beside  the  iinpa.tifiiiig 

Hood, 
Earth  trembles  at  the  wandermg  Hott'sroar  ; 
Trembler  stgaiu^  wbeii  in  blind   thiiflt  uf 

blood 
Sweep  the  wild  tribes  along  the  startled 

sbore. 

Thej  Bweep   and  Burge  and  ati 

are  goiie  i 
The  mournful  desert  silence  rei 
The  imuieinorial  River  rolleth  < 
The   order'd  stars  gaze  blauli 

plain. 


O  awfnt  Presence  of  the  lonelj  1 

O  awful  Presence  of  the  starry  s. 

Lo,  )E  tilts  little  while 

Uuto  the  niinrrs  true-seeitig  inward  eye 

Hiere  hath  arisen  there 

Another  haunting  Presence  as  sublime, 

As  great,  as  sternly  fair  ; 

Yea,  rather  fairer  far 

Than  stream,  or  sky,  or  star, 

To  live  while  star  shall  bum  or  river  roll, 

Unmarr*d  by  marring  Time, 

The  crown  of  Being,  a  heroic  soul. 

VI 

Beyond    the  weltering   tides   of  worldly 

change 
He  saw  the  invisible  things. 
The  eternal  Forms  of  Beauty  and  of  Right ; 
Wherewith  well  pleas'd  his  spirit  wont  to 

range. 
Rapt  with  divine  delight. 
Richer  than  empires,  royaler  than  kings. 

VII 

Lover  of  children,  lord  of  fiery  fight, 

Saviour  of  empires,  servant  of  the  poor, 

Not  in  the  sordid  scales  of  earth,  unsure, 

Depraved,  adulterate. 

He  measured  small  and  great. 

But  by  some  righteous  balance  wrought  in 

heaven. 
To  his  pure  hand  by  Powers  empyreal  given ; 
Therewith,  by  men  unmov'd,  as  God  he 

judged  aright. 


vin 

As  on  the  broad  sweet-waterM  riTer  tost 

Falls  some  poor  grain  of  salt. 

And.  tmilu  to  naught,  nor  kavea  embitter 

iug  trace  ; 
As  in  the  o'er-arching  vault 
With  unref^ird  aasault 
A  cloudy  elimbiiig  vapor,  lightly  loB^ 
Vntiifibctb  utterly  in  the  starry  spac^  ; 

>m  our  thoughti  when  his  enthron'd 
estate 

Jiy  eontetnplatep 

mngling  phantams  ^de,  and  leave  tma 
face  to  face. 


in  us,  sacred  spirit,  as  in  thee 
;  the  eternal  Love,  the  etctrual  Lif«, 
welt  in  only  thee  ;  not  th&e  alone 
onor  reverently, 
Bui   in    thee  all   who   in   some  suecoiiog 

strife. 
By  day  or   dark,   world-witness'd  or  un- 
known, 
Crush'd  by  the  crowd,  or  in  late  harvest 

hail'd. 
Warring  thy  war  have  triumph'd,  or  have 
faird. 


Nay,  but  not  only  there 

Broods  thy  great  Presence,  o'er  the  Libyan 

plain. 
It  haunts  a  kindlier  clime,  a  dearer  air, 
The  liberal  air  of  £ngland,  thy  lov'd  home. 
Thou  through  her  sunlit  clouds  and  flying 

rain 
Breathe,  and  all  winds  that  sweep  her  island 

shore  — 
Rough  fields  of  riven  foam, 
Where  in  stern  watch  her  guardian  break- 
ers roar. 
Ay,  thron'd  with  all  her  mighty  memories,! 
Wherefrom  her  nobler  sons  their  nurture 

draw. 
With  all  of  good  or  great 
For  aye  incorporate 
That  rears  her  race  to  faith  and  generous 

shame. 
To  high-aspiring  awe. 
To  hate  implacable  of  thick-thronging  lies, 
To  scorn  of  gold  and  gauds  and  damorons 

fame; 


^^^^^^^31 

^^^ 
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Wttb  all  we  guard  most   dear   and   moat  ' 

Larger  hope  and  larger  love,                         ^^m 

divine. 

Meat  to  eat  men  knew  not  of  :                     ^^| 

All  records  ranked  with  thine, 

^ 

Bere  be  thy  home,  brave  saul,  thy  uudecaj- 

Knew  not,  know  not  —  yet  shall  sound              j 

^^          mg  sbriae. 

From  this  place  of  holy  ground                    ^^J 

■ 

Even  this  legend  thereupoai                         ^^| 

^"       ETSI   OMNES,   EGO  NON 

EUi  omnes^  ego  nofi,                                         ^^M 

^^      Hkrk  where  under  earth  hb  bead 

■ 

^H      Finds  a  last  and  lonely  bei], 

"THE  SEA-MAIDS'  MUSIC**         ^M 

^H      Let  him  Apeak  upon  the  stoue  : 

■ 

^^1      Eui  &mne$t  e^  non. 

OXE  moment  the  boy>  aa  he  wander'd  by 

night 
Where  the  far-spreading  foam  in  the  mootv* 

H«re  be  Bball  not  know  the  eyea 

Bent  upon  their  sordid  prize 

beam  was  white, 

Earthward  ever,  nor  the  t^eat 

One  moment  he  caught  on  the  breath  of 

Of  the  hurrying  faithless  feet. 

thebreeie 

The  voice  of  the  sisters  that  sing  in  the  seas,    ^m 

None  to  make  him  perfect  cheer 

^H 

^.       Join*d  bim  on  his  journey  drear ; 

One  moment,  no  more  :  though  the  boy    ^H 

^H      Some  too  soon,  who  fell  away  ; 

lingered  long,                                          ^^M 

^H      Some  too  bute,  who  mourn  to-day. 

No  more  might  be  bear  of  the  mermaldeoa*    ^^H 

^^m      Yet  while  comrades  one  by  one 

song,                                                              1 
But  the   pine-woods   behind   him   moan'd           1 

^H       Made  tieitial  and  were  g^one. 

low  from  the  land,                                          1 

^H       Not  the  less  he  labored  on  : 

And  the  ripple  guab'd  soft  at  bis  feet  on     ^J 

^H      Etsi  rnnneit  t^o  non* 

the  sand*                                                     ^^M 

Surely  bis  were  heart  and  mind 

Yet  or  ever  they  ceaa'd,  the  strange  sound     ^^ 

Meet  for  converse  with  his  kind, 

of  their  joy                                                    1 

Light  of  genial  fancy  free. 

Had  lighted  a  Ughi  in  the  brewil  of  the          1 

Grfice  of  sweetest  sympathy. 

boy  :                                                                   I 

And  the  seeds  of  a  wonder,  &  splendor  to  be    ^J 

But  bis  soal  had  other  scope. 

Had  been  breath'd  through  his  soul  froia    ^H 

^H       Holden  of  a  Urger  hope, 

the  songs  of  the  sea.                              ^^| 

^^^             George  f  ramt^  ^ 
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And  folks  are  glad  in  honse  to  be,              ^^M 
And  up  the  tiue  the  faggots  blaa#p           ^^M 

Wbsh  msset  beech-leaves  drift  in  air, 

Then  climb  my  little  boys  my  knee            ^^M 

And  withering  bracken  gilds  the  Ling, 

To  hear  me  tell  of  the  olden  dajl.          ^^M 

And  red  haws  brighten  hedgerows  bare, 

^^M 

And  only  plaintive  robins  sing  ; 

THE  MYSTERY                      ^M 

Wlien  autumn  whirlwinds  curl  the  sea, 

And  mountain -tops  are  cold  with  haze, 

Tear  after  year                                 ^H 

Then  saddest  thoughts  revisit  me, — 

The  leaf  and  the  sboot ;                   ^H 

I  ait  and  dream  of  the  olden  days. 

The  babe  and  the  nestling*                  ^H 

The  worm  at  the  root ;                    ^H 

I'Hien  cbestnat-lenves  lie  yellow  on  ground. 

The  bride  at  the  altar,                        ^M 

And  brown  nuts  break  the  prickled  btisk, 

The  corpse  on  the  bier—*                ^^M 

And  netta  on  naked  liouglis  are  found. 

The  Earth  and  it«  siory^                     ^^M 

And  iwaliows  shrill  no  more  at  dusk^ 

Year  after  year.                               ^^| 

3M 
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Whitlier  are  tending, 

And  whenoe  do  they  rise, 
The  cycles  of  changes, 

The  worlds  in  their  skLea^ 
Tho  seaatins  that  n>ll*d 

Ere  I  fkshM  from  the  gloanii 
And  will  roll  uu  m  now 

When  I  'm  dust  in  the  tomb  ? 


ONE  IN  THE  INFi: 

Boll  on,  and  with  thy  rollti 

That  roiutd  thy  poles  thoi 
Roll  with  thee,  iMirth,  this  | 

As  through  the  Yaat  tho 
On,  on  tbi-ougb  zones  of  da 

Still  waft  me,  hliud  £ind  <> 
Around  the  sun,  and  with  hi 

In  wilder  orbits  wheeling. 

Speed  on  through  deeps  withe  »  ^uore, 

This  Atom  with  tlioe  I  waring, 
Thyself  a  grain  of  dust  —  no  more  — 

'Mid  fume  of  systems  flaring. 
Ah,  what  am  I  to  thirst  for  power, 

Or  pore  on  Nature's  pages,  — 
WhirPd  onward,  living  for  an  hour. 

And  dead  through  endless  ages  ? 


MY  GUIDE 

She  leads  me  on  through  storm  and  calm. 

My  glorious  Angel  girt  with  light ; 
By  dazzling  isles  of  tropic  balm, 

By  coasts  of  ice  in  northern  night. 
Now  far  amid  the  mountain  shades 

Her  footprints  gleam  like  golden  fire, 
And  now  adown  the  leafy  glades 

I  chase  the  music  of  her  lyre. 

And  now  amid  the  tangled  pines 
That  darkly  robe  the  gorgeous  steep 

8he  beckons  where  in  woven  lines 

The    sunbeams    through    the   darkness 
creep, 

And  shows  in  glimpses  far  below 
The  champaign  stretching  leagues  away. 


Fair  cities  veil'd  in  summer's  glow 
Or  jipiirklmg  in  the  isloudleits  ray. 

At  times  on  seas  with  tempest  loud,         ' 

The  pilot  of  my  hark,  she  stands. 
And,  through  the  rifts  of  driving  t-loud, 

To  trmiquvl  bays  of  bounteous  lands. 
The  grassy  creekj  the  bowery  shore, 

The  fringe  of  many  a  charmed  r^alm. 
She  steers  me  safe  by  tnagic  lore. 

Her  whit©  arm  leaning  on  the  heliCL 


hen,  aich  at  heart  and  worn,  mine  eyei 
I  bend  to  earth  in  long  deai^aJr, 
e  lifts  her  finger  to  the  skies,  i 

The  violet  deeps  of  lucid  air,  1 

ke  myriad  myriad  orbs  that  roU 
In  etidle$s  throngs  in  living  spaoet 
id  all  the  vision  of  her  soul 
Is  mirrored  in  her  radiant  face* 


<'THE  FATHER" 

If  it  were  only  a  dream. 

Were  it  not  good  to  cherish, 
Seeing  to  lose  its  beam 

Is  in  despair  to  perish  — 
Maker  and  Father  and  Friend, 

Yearning  in  pity  to  guide  me, 
Leading  me  on  to  the  end. 

Ever  in  love  beside  me. 
Never  in  storm  or  gloom 

Deaf  to  a  cry  of  sorrow, 
Kindling  beyond  the  tomb 

Light  of  an  endless  morrow  ? 

Yea,  if  't  were  only  a  dream, 

Better  it  were  to  clasp  it, 
Brood  on  it  until  it  seem 

Real  as  the  lives  that  gn^usp  it. 
Helpless,  feeble,  and  lost. 

Groping  in  Wisdom's  traces, 
WhirPd  bke  a  leaf,  and  tost 

Out  in  the  awful  spaces,  — 
Oh,  how  the  heart  betray'd 

Bounds,  into  life  upleaping, 
Trusting  that  He  who  made 

Watch  over  all  is  keeping  t 
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THE  SOUL  STITHY 

Mr  Boul,  anleep  between  its  bodr-throes, 
Mid  leagues  of  darkness  watcli'd  a  furnace 

glare, 
And  breaatle«9  arms  that  wrougbt  labori- 
ous there, — 
Power  without  plan,  wlierefrom  no  purpose 

grows,  — 
Welding  white  metal  on  a  forge  with  blows» 
Whence  streamM  the  singing  Kparks   like 

flaming  hair. 
Which  whirluig  gusts  ever  abroad  would 

bear  : 
And  still  the  stithy  hammers  fell  and  rose. 
And  then  I  knew  those  sparks  were  kouIs 

of  men, 
And  wateh*d  them  dnTen  like  starlets  down 

the  wind, 
A  myriad  died  and  left  no  trace  to  tell  ; 
An  hour  like  will-o*-thc-^^spd  some  lit  the 

fen; 
Now  one  would  leave  a  trail  of  fire  behind  : 
And  still  tbo  stithy-hammeirB  rose  and  fell. 


THE  WORLD'S  DEATH-NIGHT 

I  THINK  a  stormless  night-time  shall  cnsne 
Unto   the    world,  yearuing    for  hours   of 

calm: 
Not  these  the   end,  —  nor  sudden-closing 

palm 
Of  a   God's   band   beneath  the  skies  we 

koew» 
Nor  fall  from  a  fierce  heaven  of  fiery  dew 
In  place  of  the  sweet  dewfall,  the  world's 

balm, 
Nor  swell  of  elemental  triumph-psalm 
Round  the  long-buffeted  bulk,  rent  through 

and  through. 
But  in  the  eyen  of  tta  endless  night. 
With  shoreless  floods  of  moonlight  on  its 

breast^ 
And  baths  of  healing  mist  about  its  scarSf 
An  instant  sums  its  circling  years  of  flight, 
And  the  tir*d  earth  hangs   crystalled  into 

rest. 
Girdled   with    gracious   watehings  of  the 

stars. 


BALLADISTS  AND   LYRISTS 


Kauijtfa  fflBatartnra  CratoforU 


KATHLEEN  MAVOURNEEN 

Katrlkkx  Mavournksn  I  the  gray  dawn 
is  breaking, 
The  bom  of  the  hunter  is  heard  on  the  bill ; 
The  lark  from  her  light  wing  the  bright 
dew  is  shaking,  — 
Kathleen  Mavoumeen  1  what»   slumber^ 
iug  «ti!l  ? 
Dh,  hast  thou  forgotten  how  soon  we  must 
8«*ver  ? 
Oh  !  hast  thou  forgotten  this  day  we  must 
part? 
It  roaj  oe  for  years,  and  it  may  be  forerer ! 
Ohp  why  art   thou  silent,  thou  voice  of 
my  heart? 
Oh  I  why  art  thou  silent,  Kathleen  MaTour- 


Kathleen    Mavourneen,   awake   &om   thj 
slumbers  ! 
The    blue   mountains  glow  in  the  snnV 
golden  light ; 
Aht  where  is  the  spell  th&t  oooe  hung  on 
my  numbera  ? 
Arise   in    thy  beauty,  thou  star  of   my 
night  I 
Marourneen,   Mavourneen,  my  sad   tears 
are  falling. 
To  think   that   from   Erin  and   thee  I 
mnst  part  I 
It  may  b«  for  yeata,  and  it  may  be  for- 
ever I 
Then  why  art  thou  silent^  thou  voice  of 
my  heart  ? 
Then  why  art   thou  silent,  Katlileea  Map 
voumoea? 


joa 


BALLABISTS  AND  LYRISTS 


Mt  f  rancid  S^aptittgs  SDopIc 


THE  OLD  CAVALIER 

•*  For  out  iiiBrtyr'd  Chaj-les  I  pawn'd  my 

plftte, 

For  bis  9on  I  apeot  mj  allt 
That  a  churl  might  dine,  and  drink  my  vio^t 

And  preach  in  my  fitlliijr*^  t'>"  * 
That  father  died  on  Marston  ]L. 

My  Bou  on  Worcester  plain  ; 
But  the  king  he  tum'd  his  back 

When  he  got  hia  own  again. 

**  The  other  day,  there  came,  G< 

A  solemn,  pompous  ass. 
Who  begged  to  know  If  I  did  no 

To  Che  jsacrifiee  of  Mass  : 
I  told  him  fnirly  to  his  laoe^ 

That  in  the  field  of  fight 
I  had  shouted  loud  for  Chureh  and  Kingf 

When  he  would  have  run  outright. 

•*  Ho  talk'd  of  the  Man  of  Babylon 

With  his  rosaries  and  copes, 
As  if  a  Roundhead  was  n't  worse 

Than  half  a  hundred  Popes. 
I  don't  know  what  the  people  mean, 

With  their  horror  and  affright ; 
All  Papists  that  I  ever  knew 

Fought  stoutly  for  the  right. 

**  I  now  am  poor  and  lonely, 

This  cloak  is  worn  and  old^ 
But  yet  it  warms  my  loyal  heart. 

Through  sleet,  and  rain,  and  cold, 
When  I  call  to  mind  the  Cavaliers, 

Bold  Rupert  at  their  head. 
Bursting  throiigh  blood  and  fire,  with  cries 

That  might  have  wak'd  the  dead. 

"  Then  spur  and  sword  was  the  battle  word, 

And  we  made  their  helmets  ring. 
Howling  like  madmen,  all  the  wbUe, 

For  God  and  for  the  King. 
And  though  they  snuffled  psalms,  to  give 

The  Rebel-dogs  their  due, 
When  the  roaring  shot  pour'd  close  and  hot 

They  were  stalwart  men  and  true. 

«  On  the  fatal  field  of  Naseby, 

Where  Rupert  lost  the  day 
By  hanging  on  the  fiying  crowd 

Like  a  lion  on  his  prey^ 


I  stood  and  fotight  %t  out^  until, 

In  spite  of  plate  and  steel, 
The  blood  that  left  my  veins  that  duf 

Flowed  up  above  my  heeL 

'*  And  eertmnly,  it  made  those  quail 
^^*«  never  quaiFd  l>ofore, 
upon  the  awful  frout 
h  Cromweirs  horsemen  wore* 
lat  every  hope  wan  gone, 
1  I  saw  their  squad  rona  jform, 
ther  for  th^  f5nnl  charge 
the  coming  of  the  Btorm* 

^bere  was  Rupert  in  that  bour 

mger,  toil,  ancl  strife  ? 

1  have  b&eu  to  all  brave  men 

h  a  hundred  years  of  life 

I  seen  that  black  and  gloomy  foroe^ 

AS  It  poured  down  in  llna» 
Met  midway  by  the  Royal  horso 

And  Rupert  of  the  Rhine* 

"  All  this  is  over  now,  and  I 

Must  travel  to  the  tomb. 
Though  the  king  I  serv'd  has  got  his  own. 

In  poverty  and  gloom. 
Well,  well,  I  serv^  him  for  himself, 

So  I  must  not  now  complain. 
But  I  often  wish  that  I  had  died 

With  my  son  on  Worcester  plain.'* 


THE   PRIVATE  OF   THE  BUFFS 

Last  night,  among  his  fellow  roughs, 

He  jested,  quaff'd,  and  swore  : 
A  drunken  private  of  the  Buffs, 

Who  never  look'd  before. 
To-day,  beneath  the  foeman's  frown. 

He  stands  in  Elgin's  place, 
Ambassador  from  Britain's  crown, 

And  type  of  all  her  race. 

Poor,  reckless,  rude,  low-bom,  untaught, 

Bewildered,  and  alone, 
A  heart,  with  English  instinct  fraught, 

He  yet  can  call  his  own. 
Ay,  tear  his  body  limb  from  limb, 

Bring  cord,  or  axe,  or  flame  ? 
He  only  knows,  that  not  through  him 

Shall  England  come  to  shame. 


^^^^^^^^^£j 

^^H 
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Far  Kentish  bu{>-f!elds  round  him  seemed. 

And  thus,  with  eyes  that  would  not  shrink,     ^^^ 

Like  dreHm«,  t«»  come  and  go  ; 

With  kuee  to  man  unl>ent,                               ^^M 

Bright  leagues  uf  cherry 'blois«oai  gleam^dt 

Unfaltering  on  its  dreadful  brinkt                    ^H 

Oat  sheet  of  living  snow  ; 

To  his  red  grave  ho  went.                              ^H 

Tb«  smoke,  aboTe  his  fatlier'i  door, 

m 

'           111  gmj  soft  eddvings  hung  : 

Vmn^  mightiest  fleets,  of  iron  framed  ;             ^^H 

Most  he  tlien  watch  it  rise  no  niore» 

Vain,  those  all-shattering  guns  ;                    ^^H 

I>ot>iii*d  by  himself,  so  young  ? 

Unless  proud  England  keep,  untamed,             ^^M 

The  strong  heart  of  her  sons.                         ^^^| 

Tea*  honor  ciilU  !  —  with  strength  like  steel 

So,  let  his  name  through  Europe  ring—          ^^M 

Be  put  the  vifliou  by. 

A  man  of  mean  estate,                                    ^H 

Let  dusky  ludl&ns  whine  and  knf  et ; 

Who  died,  as  firm  as  Spartans  king*                  ^H 

Aq  English  lad  must  die. 

Because  his  soul  was  great*                           ^^M 

IDilliam  aBaftcptacc  CtjatRrrap                         ^M 

AT  THE  CHURCH   GATE 

THE  BALLAD  OF  BOUILLABAISSE     ^J 

Although  I  enter  not, 

A  STRKFT  ther«  is  in  ^ris  famous,                  ^H 

Tet  round  about  the  spot 

For  which  no  rhyme  our  language  yields,      ^^M 

Ofttimea  I  hover; 

Rue  Neuve  des  pet  its  Champs  its  name     ^H 

And  near  the  aacred  gate. 

—                                                          ^^M 

With  longing  eyes  I  wait, 

The  New  Street  of  the  Little  Fields  ;           ^H 

Ejcpeetatit  of  her. 

And  there  's  an  inn,  not  ridi  and  splen*     ^^ 

did,                                                              1 

But  stilt  in  comforts l>le  oase  —                    ^^fl 

Tbe  lumster  hell  tolls  out 

Above  the  city's  ront» 

The  which  in  youth  I  oft  attended,                  ^^^M 

And  noise  oud  humming  ; 

To  cat  a  bowl  of  Bouilkbaisse.                      ^H 

Tbey  Ve  bttsli'd  the  minster  bell  ' 

^H 

The  org»o  *gins  to  swell ; 

This  BouillabaiBie  a  noble  dish  is  —                ^^M 

Slie  *B  coining,  she  's  uoming  f 

A  sort  of  soup,  or  broth,  0/  brew,                 ^^M 

Or  hotchpotch  of  all  sorts  of  fishes,                  ^^M 

Mj  Iftdy  comes  at  lost, 

Tinid  snd  stepping  fast 

Green  herbs,  red  peppers,  mussels,  sidfeniv      ^J 

And  kastenmg  thither. 

Soleai  onions,  garlic,  roach,  and  dace ;          ^H 

With  modest  eyea  downcast ; 

All  these  yoo  eat  at  Terra's  tavern,                  ^M 

She  comes  —  she  'a  here^  she  *s  past  f 

In  that  one  dish  of  BouilbUjaisse.                  ^H 

May  heaven  go  witb  her  I 

^H 

Indeed,  a  rich  and  savory  stew  't  is  ;                ^^M 

Kneel  nnilisturb'd,  fair  saint ! 

And  true  iihilosophers,  metbinks,                  ^^M 
Wlio  love  all  sorts  of  natural  beauties,             ^^ 

Pour  out  your  praise  or  plaint 

Meekly  and  diily  ; 

Should    love    good    victuals    and   good           1 

I  will  not  enter  there, 

drinks.                                                        ^^1 

To  suljr  your  pure  prayer 

And  Conlelier  or  Benedictine                             ^^M 

With  thoughts  unruly* 

Might  glailly,  sure,  hiit  lot  embrao«i            ^^M 
Nor  find  a  fast-da^  too  aillicting,                     ^^M 

But  suffer  me  to  pace 
Bound  the  forbidden  plaee, 

Which  served  him  up  a  Bouillabaisse^         ^^| 

^H 

Lingering  a  minute, 

I  wonder  if  the  bouse  still  there  b  ?                 ^^M 

Like  outcast  spirits,  who  wait, 

Yes»  here  the  lamp  is  as  before  ;                   ^H 

And  see,  through  beavenV  gate, 

The  smiling,  red-cheeked  ^caill^re  is                ^^^ 

Angela  within  iu 

Still  opening  oysters  at  tbe  door*                 ^^M 

3^4 
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la  Teri^  still  alive  and  able  ? 

1  recollect  his  droll  grimace  ; 
He  'tl  come  mid  smile  before  your  table^ 

And  hop'd  you  lik'd  your  Bouillabaii^. 

We  enter  ;  nothing  *b  changed  or  older* 

^*  How  's  Mousieur  Tern^^  wjiiter,  pmy  ?  " 
tThc  waiters tiyrcn  and  ^hnign  hifisboidder; — 

**  Monsieur  is  dead  thb  innny  a  day* " 
^^  It  is  the  lot  of  saint  aud  sinnur 

So  honest  Terr^  *s  run  his  race 
*  What  will  IMonsietir  require  foi 

**  Say  J  do  you  stiU  cook  Bouill 

''Oht  otii.  Monsieur, "'a  tbe  ws 

"  Quel  vin  Monsieur  dd«ire-t- 
«*  Tell  me  a  good  ou«/'     "  That 

The  Chnmbertin  with  yellow  si 
"  So  Terr^  \  gone, "  I  say  and  siii 

My  old  accustomed  cornep-plact , 
"  He  's  done  with  feasting  and  with  drink- 
ing, 

With  Burgundy  and  Bouillabaisse.  " 

My  old  aceustom'd  comer  here  is  — 

The  table  still  is  in  the  nook ; 
Ah  I  yanish'd  many  a  busy  year  is, 

This  well-known  chair  since  last  I  took. 
When  first  I  saw  ye,  Cart  luoghi, 

I  'd  scarce  a  beard  upon  my  face, 
And  now  a  grizzled,  g^m  old  fogy, 

I  sit  and  wait  for  Bouillabaisse. 

Where  are  you,  old  companions  trusty 

Of  early  days,  here  met  to  dine  ? 
Come,  waiter  I  quick,  a  flagon  crusty  — 

I  '11  pledge  them  in  the  good  old  wine. 
The  kind  old  voices  and  ola  faces 

My  memory  can  quick  retrace  ;  ^ 
Around  the  board  they  take  their  places, 

And  share  the  wine  and  Bouillabaisse. 

There 's  Jack  has  made  a  wondrous  mar- 
riage ; 

There  *s  laughing  Tom  is  laughing  yet ; 
There  *s  brave  Augustus  drives  his  carriage ; 

There  *a  poor  old  Fred  in  the  Gazette  ; 
On  James's  head  the  grass  is  growing  : 

Good  Lord  !  the  world  has  wagg'd  apace 
Since  here  we  set  the  Claret  flowing, 

And  drank,  and  ate  the  Bouillabaisse. 

Ah  me  I  how  quick  the  days  are  flitting  I 
^  i  mind  me  of  a  time  that 's  gone, 


When  here  I  ^d  sit,  a^  now  I  *m  sitting. 
In  this  same  ptacf!  —  but  uot  alone. 

A  fair  young  form  iftfas  nestled  near  me, 
A  dear,  dear  face  louk'd  fondly  up, 

And  sweetly  spoke  and  smiFd  to  cheer  ma  j 
—  There  *s  no  one  now  to  share  loy  eup* 


t  it  an  tbe  Fates  ordain  it. 
e,  fill  it,  and  have  done  with  rhymes  |  j 
I  the  lonely  glass,  and  draia  it 
icmory  of  dear  old  times, 
me  the  wine^  whatever  the  seal  is  ; 
mt  you  down  and  say  your  grace 
hankfal  heart,  what4?*er  the  meal  is. 
ere  cornea  the  smoking  Bouillabaisse  1 

THE  AGE  OF  WISDOM  \ 

iretty  page,  with  the  dimpled  chin, 
1  tiat  never  h^n  kriowii  the  barljcr's  sbeaf^ 

All  your  wish  is  woman  to  win  ; 

This  is  the  way  that  boys  begin  : 
Wait  till  you  come  to  forty  year. 

Curly  gold  locks  cover  foolish  brains  ; 

Billing  and  cooing  is  all  your  cheer  — 
Sighing,  and  singing  of  midnight  strains, 
Under  Bonnybell's  window  panes  : 

Wait  till  you  come  to  forty  year. 

Forty  times  over  let  Michaelmas  pass  ; 

Grizzling  hair  the  brain  doth  clear ; 
Then  you  know  a  boy  is  an  ass. 
Then  you  know  the  worth  of  a  lass. 

Once  you  have  come  to  forty  year. 

Pledge  me  round  ;  I  bid  ye  declare. 

Ah  good  fellows  whose  beards  are  g^y* 
Did  not  the  fairest  of  the  fair 
Common  grow  and  wearisome  ere 
Ever  a  month  was  pass'd  away  ? 

The  reddest  lips  that  ever  have  kiss'd. 

The  brightest  eyes  that  ever  have  shone^ 
May  pray  and  whisper  and  we  not  list, 
Or  look  away  and  never  be  miss'd, 
Ere  yet  ever  a  mouth  is  gone. 

Gillian 's  dead  I  God  rest  her  bier  — 
How  I  loved  her  twenty  years  syne  I 

Marian 's  married  ;  but  I  sit  here, 

Alone  and  merry  at  forty  year, 

Dipping  my  nose  in  the  Gascon  wine« 


WILLIAM   MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY 


SORROWS  OF  WERTHER 

WrKTMtm  hail  a  love  for  Charlotte 
Such  as  w«r»ia  could  never  utter  j 

Woiilii  you  know  how  first  lit*  met  her  7 
8he  was  outting  bread  aiid  butter. 

Charlotte  was  a  married  lady» 
And  a  moral  man  wiw  Wprther, 

And  for  all  the  wealth  of  Iiidios 
Would  do  notbliig  for  to  hurt  her« 

So  he  aighM  and  piu^d  and  ogled, 
Aiid  his  passion  boird  and  bubbledi 

Till  he  blew  his  sillv  brains  out. 
And  no  more  was  by  it  troubled. 

Charlotte,  having  seen  his  body 
Borne  before  her  on  a  shutter, 

Like  a  well-conducted  person, 

Went  on  cutting  bread  and  butter. 


THE  PEN  AND  THE  ALBUM 

••I  AM  Miss  Catherine's  book"  (the  Al- 
bum speaks)  ; 

"  I  Ve  lain  among  joor  tomes  these  many 
weeks  ; 

I  *m  tir'd  of  your  old  coats  and  yellow 
cheeks. 

*«  Quick,  Pen  I  and  write  a  line  with  a  good 

grace  ; 
Come  1  draw  me  off  a  ftitmy  little  face  ; 
And.  prithee»  send  me   book  to  Cbeshajn 

Place." 


I  am  my  master's  faithful  old  Gold  Pt*n ; 
I  Ve  serrM  him.  three  long  years,  and  drawn 

nint*e  then 
Thousands  of  funny  women  and  droll  men. 

O  AJbom  I  oonld  I  tell  you  all  his  ways 
And  tbottgbts,  ainoe  I  am  bis,  these  Ihou- 

smtm  daysy 
Lord,  how  your  pretty  pages  t  *d  amase  t 

ALBUM 

His  ways  ?   his  thoughts  ?     Just  whisper 

me  a  few  ; 
Tell  me  a  curious  anecdote  or  two, 
And  write  *em  quickly  off,  good  Mordao,  do  I 


PEN 

Since  he  my  faithful  service  did  engage 
To  follow  him  through  his  queer  pilgrimage^ 
1  Ve  drawn  and  written  many  a  line  and  page* 

Caricatures  I  scribbled  have,  and  rhymeSt 
And  dinner  cards,  and  picture  pantomime^ 
And  merry  little  children  s  books  at  I 

I  *ve  writ  the  foolish  fancy  of  his  brain  ; 
The  aimless  jest  that,  striking,  hath  caus*d 

pain ; 
The  idle  wortl  that  he  *d  wish  back  again. 

Iv*e  help'd    him  to  pen  many  a  line   for 

bread  ; 
To  joke,  with  sorrow  aching  in  his  head ; 
And   make   your  laughter  when   his  own 

heart  bled. 

I've  spoke  with  men  of  all  degree  and 

sort  — 
Peers  of  the  land,  and  ladies  of  the  Court ; 
Of  but  I  've  chouicled  a  deal  of  sport. 

Feasts  that  were  ate  a  thousand  days  ago, 
Biddings  to  wine  that  long  hath  ceas*d  to 

Bow, 
Gay  meetings  with  good  fellows  long  laid 

low ; 

Summons  to  bridal,  banquet,  burial,  ball. 
Tradesman's  polite  reminders  of  his  small 
Account    due  Christmas    last  —  I  Ve  an* 
8wer*d  all. 

Poor  Diddler*s  tenth  petition  for  t  half 
Guinea  ;  Miss  Bunyan^s  for  an  autograph  ; 
So  I  refuse,  accept,  lament,  or  laugh. 


Condole,  congratulate,  invite,  praise,  ftcoff. 
Day  after  day  still  dipping  in  my  trough. 
And  scribbliug  pages  alter  pages  off. 


Day  after  day  the  labor  *s  to  be  done. 
And  sure  as  comes  the  postman  and  the  «aii| 
The  indefatigable  ink  must  run. 


Go  back,  my  pretty  little  gilded  tome. 
To  a  fair  mistress  and  a  pleasant  home, 
Where  soft  hearts  greet  us  whensoo'er  * 
oome. 


sod 
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Dear,  friendly  eyoS|  with  constant  kmdneaa 

lit, 
Howevef  rude  tnj  verae^  or  poor  mj  wit, 
Or  sad  or  gaj  mj  mood,  you  welcome  it. 

Kind  lady  t  till  my  Inat  of  lines  is  |)emi'd^ 
Mj  master^s  love,  grief,  laughter,  Ht  &n  end, 
l^hene'er  I  write  your  aauie,  may  I  wfite 
friend  I 

Kot  &11  are  so  that  were  bo  in 
Yoices,  familiaT  oDoe,  no  mot 
Kamesy  often  writ,  are  blotteu 

80  be  it  I — joys  will  end  and 

dry  — 
Album  I  tny  master  bidi  mA 

by  ; 
He  '11  send  you  to  your  irnvtrem 

And   thus  with  thanklul  be&tt   ne  eioses 

you  ; 
Blessing  the  happy  hour  when  a  friend  he 

knew 
So  gentle,  and  so  generous,  and  so  true. 

Nor  pass  the  words  as  idle  phrases  by; 

Stran^r  !  I  never  writ  a  flattery, 

Kor  sign'd  the  page  that  registered  a  lie. 


THE  MAHOGANY  TREE 

Christmas  is  here ; 
Winds  whistle  shrill, 
ley  and  chill. 
Little  care  we  ; 
Little  we  fear 
Weather  without, 
Shelter'd  about 
The  Mahogany  Tree. 

Once  on  the  boughs 
Birds  of  rare  plume 
San?,  in  its  bloom  ; 
Night  birds  are  we  ; 
Here  we  carouse, 
Singing,  like  them, 
Perch'd  round  the  stem 
Of  the  jolly  old  tree. 

Here  let  us  sport, 
Boys,  as  we  sit  — 
Laughter  and  vrit 
Flashing  so  free. 


Life  h  but  Bhoti  — 
When  we  are  gone. 
Let  them  sing  on. 
Bound  the  old  tree. 

E'^eniugs  we  knew, 
Hajjpy  an  tlijs  ; 
Faces  we  miss, 
Pleaaant  to  see. 
Kind  heartH  and  true^ 
Gentle  and  just. 
Peace  to  your  duat  I 
We  sing  round  the  treei 

Catv,  like  a  dun. 
Lurks  at  the  gate  1 
Let  the  do^  wait ; 
Happy  we  II  be  I 
Drink  every  one ; 
File  up  the  coalSf 
Fill  tbe  red  bowH 
Hound  the  old  tree* 

Drain  we  the  cup.  — 
Friend,  art  afraid  ? 
Spirits  are  laid 
In  the  Red  Sea. 
Mantle  it  up  ; 
Empty  it  yet ; 
Let  us  forget. 
Round  the  old  tree. 

Sorrows,  begone  1 
Life  and  its  ills, 
Duns  and  their  bills, 
Bid  we  to  flee. 
Come  with  the  dawn, 
BlueHlevil  sprite, 
Leaye  us  to-night. 
Round  the  old  tree. 


THE   END   OF  THE   PLAY 

The  play  is  done  —  the  curtain  drops. 

Slow  falling  to  the  prompter's  bell  * 
A  moment  yet  the  actor  stops. 

And  looks  around,  to  say  farewell. 
It  is  an  irksome  word  and  task  ; 

And,  when  he 's  laugh'd  and  said  his  3ay, 
He  shows,  as  he  remoyes  the  mask, 

A  face  that 's  anything  but  g^y. 

One  wqrd,  ere  yet  the  eyening  ends  : 
Let 's  close  it  with  a  parting  rhymoi 
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And  pledj^  a  hand  to  all  young  frieuds, 
A 8  au  the  merry  Cbnstma?  time  ; 

On  lifers  wide  Hceiic)  you,  itx^^  have  piirtti, 
That  fate  ere  long*  slmll  bid  you  play  ; 

Good-hijflit  i  —  with  huuest  ge«tle  heai-ti 
A  kuidly  greeting  go  alway  1 

Good-oight !  —  I  'd  *ay  the  griefs,  the  joy8» 

.lii»t  III  11  ted  in  this  mimic  pogRi 
The  trtumplis  anil  defeats  of  hoyB, 

Are  but  repeated  in  our  age  ; 
I  *d  aay  yuur  woes  were  not  lens  keen. 

Your   hopes   more   Taiu^   than   those   of 
men^ 
Your  pang!»  or  pleasures  of  fifteen 

At  lorty-five  played  o*er  again. 

I  *d  tay  we  suffer  and  we  strive 

Not  less  nor  more  as  men  than  bojri^ 
With  grilled  beards  at  forty-five, 

A*  emt  lit  twelve  in  conlumys, 
And  iff  iu  time  of  sacred  youth, 

\Xc  leani'd  at  home  to  love  and  pray, 
Pray  heaven  that  early  love  and  truth 

May  never  wholly  pass  away. 

And  in  the  world,  as  in  the  school, 

I  M  say  Imw  fate  may  change  and  shift. 
The  prize  he  sometimes  with  the  fool, 

The  race  not  always  to  the  swift ; 
The  stnuig  may  yield,  the  good  may  falL 

The  great  man  be  a  vulgar  clown, 
Thm  kiia^e  be  lifted  over  all. 

The  kind  cast  pitilessly  down. 

Who  knows  the  inscrutable  deaign  ? 

Blessed  be  He  who  took  and  gave  ! 
Why   should   yonr   mother,    Cuarleai   not 
mine, 

Be  weeping  at  her  darliug^s  grave  ? 
We  bow  to  heaven  that  wilPd  it  so, 

That  darkly  rules  the  fate  of  all. 
That  senda  the  respite  or  the  blow, 

That 's  free  to  give  or  to  reealL 


This  orowns  his  fea^t  with  wine  and  wit  — 

Who  brought  him  to  that  mirth  and  state f 
His  betters,  see,  below  him  sit, 

Or  hunger  hopeless  at  the  gate. 
Who  bade  the  mud  from  Dives'  wheel 

To  spurn  the  rags  of  Lazarus  ? 
Come,  brother,  in  that  du3t  we  'II  kneel^ 

Confessing  heayen  that  rul'd  it  thus. 

So  each  shall  monra,  in  life's  advance, 

Dear  hopes,  dear  friends,  untimely  kill'dt 
Shall  grieve  for  many  a  forfeit  chanoe. 

And  longing  passion  unfulfilFd. 
Amen  I  —  whatever  fate  lie  sent, 

Pray  God  the  heart  may  kindly  glow, 
Although  the  head  with  cares  he  bent, 

And  whitened  with  the  winter  snow. 

Come  wealth  or  want,  come  good  or  ill, 

Let  young  and  old  accept  their  part. 
And  bow*  before  the  awful  will, 

And  bear  it  with  an  honest  heart. 
Who  misses  or  who  wins  the  prize  — 

60,  lose  or  conquer  as  you  can  ; 
But  if  you  fail,  or  if  you  rise. 

Be  each,  pray  God,  a  gentleman. 

A  gentleman,  or  old  or  young  I 

(Bear  kindly  with  my  huim>te  lays  0 
The  sacred  chortis  first  was  sung 

UjKin  ihe  first  of  Christmas  days  ; 
The  &heplierds  beard  it  overhead  — 

The  joyful  angels  raised  it  then  : 
Glory  to  heaven  on  high,  it  said, 

And  peace  on  earth  to  gentle  men  f 

My  song,  save  this^  is  little  wortli ; 

1  lay  the  weary  pen  aside. 
And  wish  you  health,  and  love,  and  mirth^ 

As  fits  the  solemn  Christmas-tide. 
As  fits  the  holy  Cbriiitmas  birth, 

Be  this,  good  friends,  our  carol  still  i 
Be  peace  on  earth*  be  peace  cm  eutbt 

To  men  of  gentle  wuL 


CDarlcs  Dtckntjl 


THE  IVY  GREEN 

iht,  a  dainty  plant  is  the  Iry  green, 

That  creepeth  o'er  ruins  old  I 
Of  right  choice  fcKMl  are  his  meals  I  ween. 

In  his  cell  so  lone  and  cold. 
The  wall  must  be  crumbled,  the  stone  de- 
cayed, 


To  pleasure  his  dainty  whim  ; 
And  the  mouldering  dust  that  yeaif  h»?l 
made 
Is  a  merry  meal  for  bim. 

Creeping  where  no  life  is  seen, 
A  rare  old  plant  is  the  Ivy  greea. 
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Past  he  fitealeth  qn^  though  hm  weua  no 

And  a  staanch  old  Heart  has  he. 
How  closely  he  twiueth,  how  tight  he  cliugi 

To  his  friend  the  huge  Oak  Tree  1 
And  filily  he  tmileth  along  the  ground, 

And  hifl  leaves  be  gently  waves* 
As  he  joyouiily  hugs  and  orawleth  round 
The  rich  mould  of  dead  men's  graves. 
Creeping  where  grim  dea^>«  ^i^  li«i*n- 
A  rare  old  phmt  is  the  l\j 


Whole  ages  have  fled  and  their  worka  di. 
cayed, 
And  nations  have  scattered  heeii ; 
But  the  stout  old  Ivy  shall  never  fade^ 

From  ita  hale  and  hearty  green. 
The  brave  old  plants  in  its  bnely  daysy 

Bhall  fatten  upon  the  paat : 
For  the  statelieat  bnUdtug  man  ean  raise 
Is  the  Ivy's  food  at  last. 

Creeping  on,  where  time  has  been, 
A  rare  old  plant  h  thi?  Ivy  grvett 


FROM  ^THE  SAINT'S  TRJ 

SONG 

Oh  i  that  we  two  were  Mayiag 

Down  the  stream  of  Ihe  soft  spring  breeze  ; 

Like  children  with  violets  playing 

In  the  shade  of  the  whispering  trees. 

Oh  I  that  we  two  sat  dreaming 

On    the    sward   of    some    sheep  -  trimm'd 

down, 
Watching  the  white  mist  steaming 
Over  river  and  mead  and  town. 

Oh  I  that  we  two  lay  sleeping 

In  our  nest  in  the  churchyard  sod, 

With  our  limbs  at  rest  on  the  quiet  earth's 

breast, 
And  our  souls  at  home  with  God. 


CRUSADER  CHORUS 
(Men  ai  Amupau  tinging) 

The  tomb  of  God  before  us, 

Our  fatherland  behind, 

Our  ships  shall  leap  o'er  billows  steep, 

Before  a  charmed  wind. 

Above  our  van  great  angels 

Shall  fight  along  the  sky  ; 

While  martyrs  pure  and  crowned  saints 

To  God  for  rescue  cry. 

The  red-cross  knights  and  yeomen 
Throughout  the  holy  town, 
In  faith  and  might,  on  left  and  right, 
Shall  tread  the  paynim  down. 


Silcp 

ill  on  the  Mount  Moriah 
he  Pope  of  Rome  shail  sliLnd  i 
he  Kaiaer  and  the  King  of  France 
hall  guard  htm  on  eatih  baud. 

There  shall  he  rule  all  nationip 
With  crosier  and  with  sword  ; 
And  pour  on  all  the  heathen 
The  wrath  of  Christ  the  Lord. 


(  Young  Knight*  pass) 

The  rich  East  blooms  fragrant  before  us  ; 

All  Fairy-land  beckons  us  forth  ; 

We  must  follow  the  crane  in  her  flight  o'er 

the  main. 
From  the  posts  and  ^e  moors  of  the  Norths 

Our  sires  in  the  youth  of  the  nations 
Swept  westward  through  plunder  and  blood. 
But  a  holier  quest  <»ill8   us  back  to  the 

East, 
We  fight  for  the  kingdom  of  God. 

Then  shrink  not,  and  sigh  not,  fair  ladies. 
The  red  cross  which  flames  on  each  arm 

and  each  shield, 
Through  philter  and  spell,  and  the  black 

charms  of  hell, 
Shall  shelter  our  true  love  in  camp  and  in 

field. 

{Old  Monk  looking  o/ler  them) 

Jemsalera,  Jerusalem  I 

The  burying-place  of  Grod  I 

Why  gay  and  bold,  in  steel  and  gold. 

O'er  uie  paths  where  Christ  hath  trod  ? 
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THE  SANDS  OF  DEE 

But  men  roust  work,  and  women  must  weep, 

Though  stortns  besuddeUf  and  waters  deep. 

■■O  Mary^  go  and  cnll  the  cattle  home» 

And  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning* 

And  call  the  eattlti  home, 

And  call  the  cattle  home 

Three  corpses  lay  out  on  the  shining  sands 

Acro6ifl  the  sands  of  Dee  I  *' 

In  the  morning  gleam  as  the  tide  went 

The  western  wind  was  wild  and  dank  wi' 

down, 

foam, 

And  the  women  are  weeping  and  wnoging 

And  all  alone  went  she. 

their  hands 

For  those  who  will  never  come  back  to 

The  wMtern  tide  crept  up  along  the  sand^ 
And  o'er  and  o*er  the  sand. 

the  town  ; 

For   men    must  work,  and   women    mnsi 

And  round  and  round  the  sand^ 

weep, 

Aa  far  as  eye  conld  see. 

And    the  sooner  it's  over,  the   sooner  to 

Tbe  rolling  mist  came  down  and  hid  tlie 

land  — 

sleep  — 

And  good-by  to  the  bar  and  its  moon- 

And  never  home  came  she. 

ing*                                                           ^^^1 

••  Oh  1  is  it  weedp  or  fish,  or  floating  hair  — 

A   MYTH                            ^M 

A  treaa  o'  golden  hair, 
A  drowned  maiden's  hair 

A  FLOATfXG,  a  floating                                ^^M 

Above  the  nets  at  sea  ? 

Across  tbe  sleeping  sea,                                ^^M 

Was  never  salmon  yet  that  shone  so  fair 

All  night  I  beard  a  singing  bird                  ^^M 

Among  the  stakes  on  Dee." 

Upon  the  topmast  tree.                                ^^M 

Tbe  J  row'd  her  in  across  the  rolling  foam. 

**  Oh,  came  yon  from  the  isles  of  Gteeoe    ^H 

The  cniul  crawling  foam, 

Or  from  the  banks  of  Seine  ;                       ^H 

The  cruel  hungry  foam. 

Or  off  some  tree  tn  foreets  free,                  ^^M 

To  her  grave  beside  tbe  sea  : 

Which  fringe  the  western  main  7  **            ^H 

Bat  still   the  boatmen  hear  her  call  the 

^^M 

cattle  home 

"  I  came  not  off  the  old  world                      ^^M 

Aeross  tbe  sands  of  Bee  1 

Nor  vet  from  off  the  new —                        ^^M 
But  I  am  one  of  the  birds  of  God               ^H 

Which  sing  the  whole  night  through. "      ^^M 

THE  THREE  FISHERS 

^^M 

'*  Oh,  sing  and  wake  the  dawning  —           ^H 

Thbsk   fishers  went  sailing  out  into  tbe 

Oh,  whistle  for  tbe  wind  ;                            ^M 

West, 

The  night  is  long,  the  current  strong,         ^H 
My  boat  it  lags  behind.**                            ^M 

Oat  into  the  West  as  the  sun  went  down  ; 

Each   thouglit    on   the  woman    who  lovM 

^^M 

him  the  best ; 

"  The  current  sweeps  the  old  world,          ^^^M 

And    tbe  children  stood  watching  them 

The  current  sweeps  tbe  new  ;                      ^^M 

out  of  the  town  ; 

The  wind  will  blow,  the  dskVfii  will  gloWt          1 
Ere  thou  hast  sail'd  them  tlirough.  '*           ^J 

For  men  must  work,  and  women  must  weep, 

And    there's   little  to  earn,  and  manj'  to 
keep, 
Though  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

^H 

THE  DEAD  CHURCH              ^M 

Three  wires  sat  up  in  the  light-hotuie  tower. 

Wild,  wild  wind,  wilt  thou  never  eeaae  thf    ^^ 

And  thej  trimm'd  the  \mnp9  at  ibe  sun 

sighing?                                                     J 

went  down ; 

Bark,  dark  night,  wilt   thou   never  wear  ^h 

They  lo<»k'd  at  the  S4|uall,  and  they  look*d 

away  ?                                                    ^| 

at  the  shower, 

Cold,  cold  church,  in  thy  death  ideep  lying»  ^^ 

Thy  Lent  b  past,  thy  Flsaaioci  hier^  bnl  DOi        1 

thine  Eastenb^.                                  ^J 

And   tbe   night   rack   came   rolling  np 
nigged  and  brown  i 
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Peace,  faint    heart,  though    the  night    be 

dafk  fLud  sighing ; 
Heat,  fair  corpse,  where  thy  Lord  kUoBelf 

lifLtb  kiti. 
Weep,  dear  Lord,  where  thj  bride  ia  lying  ; 
Tby  tears  shall  wake  her  frozen  limbs  to 

life  and  health  again. 

ANDROMEDA    AND    THE    SEA- 
NYMPHS 

FROM  "AN'DROMEDA' 

4.w'd  by  her  own  rash  wore 

at]  11  1  and  her  eyes  to  tho 
Looked  for  an  answer  of  wrath 

the  heart  of  the  darkness 
Bright  white  mists  rose  slowly  ; 

them  the  wandering  o<5ean 
Glimmered   and    glow*d   to    the 

abyss  ;  and  the  knees  of  th« 
Tremhled  and  aan  k  in  her  fear,  as  i 

a  dawn  in  the  midnight, 
Rose  from  their  seaweed  chamber  the  choir 

of  the  mystical  sea-maids. 
Onward   toward   her  they  came,  and  her 

heart  beat  loud  at  their  coming, 
Watching  the  bliss  of  the  gods,  as  waken'd 

the  cliffs  with  their  laughter. 
Onward  they  came  in  their  joy,  and  before 

them  the  roll  of  the  surges 
Sauk,  as  the  breeze  sank  dead,  into  smooth 

green  foam-fieck'd  marble, 
Aw'd ;  and  the  crags  of  the  cliff,  and  the 

pines  of  the  mountain  were  silent. 
Onward  they   came   in   their   joy,  and 

around  them  the  lamps  of  the  sea- 

nymphs, 
Myriad  fiery  globes,  swam   panting  and 

heaving ;  and  rainbows, 
Crimson   and   azure   and    emerald,    were 

broken  in  star-showers,  lighting 
Far  through  the  wine-dark  depths  of  the 

crystal,  the  gardens  of  Nereus, 
Coral  and  sea-fan  and  tangle,  the  blooms 

and  the  palms  of  the  ocean. 
Onward    they  came  in  their   joy,  more 

white  than  the  foam  which  they  scat- 
tered. 
Laughing  and  singing,  and  tossing  and  twin- 
ing, while  eager,  the  Tritons 
Blinded  with  kisses  their  eyes,  unreprov'd, 

and  above  them  in  worship 
HoverM  the  terns,  and  the  seagulls  swept 

past  them  on  silvery  pinions 


Echoing  softly  their  laughter  ;  arotmd  them 

the  wantoning  dolphins  j 

Sigh'd  as  they  plungedj  fuU  of  love  ;  and     i 

the  great  aen-horses  which  twire  them 
Curv'd  up  their  crests  in  their  pride  to  the     ' 

delicate  arms  of  the  maiden, 
Pawtttg  the  spray  into  geme,  till  the  fiery 

rainfall,  unliarunng. 
Sparkled  and  gleam *d  on  the  limbs  of  the 

nymphSj  and  the  coils  of  the  mermen. 
^     rard  they  went  in  thejr  Joy,  bathM 

roimd  with  the  fiery  cooluea*, 

ig  nor  mia  nor  nioou,  self^lightMi 

immortal '.  but  others, 

L  floated  in  silence  apart  ;  in  their 

^Msoma  the  sea^boys, 

)y  the  wrath  of  the  aeas,  swept  down 

by  the  anger  of  Kerens  ; 

IS,  whom  never  again  on  strand  or  oa 

quay  shall  their  mothers 

me  with  garlandi»  and  vows  ta  the 

tem|>le,  but  wearily  pining 
Gaze  over  island  and  bay  for  the  sails  of 

the  sunken  ;  they  heedless 
Sleep  in  soft  bosoms  forever,  and  dream  of 

the  surge  and  the  sea-maids. 
Onward  they  passed  in  their  joy  ;  on  their 

brows  neither  sorrow  nor  anger  ; 
Self-sufQciug,  as  gods,  never  heeding  the 

woe  of  the  maiden. 

THE  LAST  BUCCANEER 

Oh,  England  is  a  pleasant  place  for  them 

that 's  rich  and  high  ; 
But  England  is  a  cruel  place  for  such  poor 

folks  as  I ; 
And  such  a  port  for  mariners  I  ne'er  shall 

see  again, 
As  the  pleasant  Isle  of  Av^s,  beside  the 

Spanish  main. 

There  were  forty  craft  in  Avfes  that  were 

both  swift  and  stout, 
All  furnished  well   with   small  arms  and 

cannons  round  about ; 
And  a  thousand  men  in  Av^s  made  laws  so 

fair  and  free 
To  choose  their  valiant  captains  and  obey 

them  loyally. 

Thence  we  sail'd  against  the  Spaniard  with 
his  hoards  of  plate  and  gold, 

Which  he  wrung  by  cruel  tortures  from  the 
Lidian  folk  of  old  ; 


^^H 

CHARLES 

KINGSLEY 

3"      1 

Likewise  the  luerehimt  captaiu^t  with  hearia 

You  're  booked  to  ride  your  capping  race 
to-day  at  Coulterlee, 

as  hard  a&  stone. 

Which  flog  meu  atid  keel-haul   them  and 

Yon  're  booked  to  ride  Vindictive,  for  all  the 

starve  them  to  the  baiie. 

world  to  see, 

To  keep  him  straight,  and  keep  him  first, 

and  win  the  run  for  me.  "                    ^_ 

Oh,  tho  fmlms  g^"^  high  in  Av^  and  Iruitii 

that  shoue  like  gold, 

Barum,      f^arum,.     Barum«      Banu%^H 

And  the  colibris  and   uarrota  they   were 

gorgeous  to  behold  ; 

Barum,  Barum,  Baree.                        ^^| 

1 

And  the  negro  msddM  to  A\^9  £rom  bondage 

She  olasp'd  her  new«bom  baby,  poor  Lox^        J 

fuAt  did  ftee, 

raine,  Lormine,  Lorr^e,                             1 

Ta  welcome  gjUlant  stulori  a  sweeping  in 

Barum,      Barum,      Barum,     BaruiUi  ^J 

from  sea. 

Barum,  Banmi,  Baree*                          ^^t 

*^1  cannot    ride    Yiudicti?e,  aa   any   maa^^l 

Oh,  iweet  it  was  in  At^  to  bear  the  land- 

might  see,                                                ^^ 
And  I  will  not  ride  Vindictive,  with  this       J 

watd  hreeiD 

A-fwing  with  good  tobaooo  in  a  net  between 

baby  on  my  knee  ;                                 ^^m 
He's  kiird  a  boy,  he's  Idird  a  man,  and^l 

the  trees. 

Witii  a  negro  liuw  to  fan  yon  while  yon  list- 
eiiM  to  the  roar 

why  must  he  kill  me  ?  "                      ^^ 

1 

Of  the  breakers   on  the  reef  outside  that 

"  Unless  you    ride    Vindictive,    Lorraine,        J 

never  touched  the  shore. 

Lorraine,  Lorr^e,                                          1 

Unless  you  ride  Vindictive  to-day  at  Conl-  ^J 

But  Scripture  saith,  an  ending  to  all  fine 

terlee,                                                    ^M 

tilings  must  be, 

And  land  him  safe  across  the  bn>ok,  aod^^f 

So  the  King'ft  ships    sailed   on   Av^   and 

win  the  blank  for  me,                                ■ 

quite  put  down  were  we. 
All  day  we  fought  like  bulldogs,  but  they 
burst  the  Ijooras  at  night ; 

It 's  you  may  keep  your  baby,  for  yon  '11  get        1 

no  keep  from  me. "                                     1 

1 

And  I  fled  in  a  piragua  sore  wounded  from 

"  That  husbands  could  be  cruel,**  said  Lof^        1 

the  flght 

mine,  Lorraine,  Ixirr^,                              M 

**  That   husbands   could   be   cruel,  I  havo  .^^t 

Nine  days  I  floated  starring,  and  a  negro 

known  for  seasons  three  ;                     ^^| 

lass  beside, 

But  oh,  to  ride  Vindictive  while  a  baby  cries 

Till  for  all  I  tried  to  cheer  her,  the  poor 

for  me. 

voung  thing  she  died  ; 
Bat  as  I  lay  a  gasping  a  Bristol  sail  came  by, 

And  be  killed  across  a  fence  at  last  for  all 

the  work!  to  see  T* 

And  brought  me  home  to  England  here  to 

beg  until  I  die* 

She  mastered   young  Vindictive  —  O,  tha 

galhuit  lass  was  she  t                            ^_ 

And  now  I  'm  old  and   going  I  *m  sure  I 

And  kept  him  stimight  and  won  the  raoe  a»^H 

can't  tell  where  ; 

near  as  near  could  be  ;                         ^1 

One  comfort  is,  this  world  ^s  so  hard  I  can*t 

But  be  kiird  her  at  the  brook  against^ 

be  worse  off  there  i 

pollard  willow  tree  ; 

If  I  might  but  be  a  seapdore  I  *d  fly  acron 

Ob  I  he  kiird  her  at  the  brook,  the  bruto 

the  main. 

for  all  the  world  to  see, 

ToUm  pleasant  Isle  of  At^  to  look  at  it 

And  no  one  but  the  baby  cried  for  poor 

oiioe  again. 

Lorraine,  Lorrfee. 

LORRAINE 

A   FAREWELL                     ^M 

*^Amk  Ton  ready  for   your   steeple-chose, 
Lormtne,  I^ormine,  Lorr^c  ? 

My  fairest  child,  I  hare  no  song  to  gi^®  jo^  *^^^l 

No  lark  could  pipe  to  skies  so  dull  and  grays  ^^t 

Barum,     KHnun,      Hamni,      Barum, 

Yet,  ere  wc  [»aru  one  lesson  I  can  leftve  yov  ^^M 

Barum,  Haruiu,  Bareeu                        i 

For  every  day,                                  ^^t 
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Be  good,  sweet  maid,  and  let  wUo  wUl  be 
clever  ; 
Do  uoble  thitigs^  not  dream  theiQ,  all  day 


And  BO  make  }U%  death,  and  that  vast  tos* 
ever 

One  grand,  sweet  mag. 


%btlaitit  ^nne  ptmttt 


A  WOMAN'S   QUESTION 

BsFOHi  I  triLst  Tny  fate  to  tUee, 

Or  pi  lice  my  hand  hi  thine, 
Before  I  kt  thy  future  give 

CoLur  and  form  tu  niinei 
Before  I  fieril  all  far  thee,  qnestio 
tonight  for  me. 

I  break  all  slighter  bonds,  nor  feel 

A  Bhadow  of  regret  i 
Is  there  one  link  within  the  Past 

That  holds  thy  spirit  yet  ? 
Or  is  thy  faith  a^  clear  and  free  as  that 
which  1  can  pledge  to  thee  ? 

Does  there  within  thy  dimmest  dreams 

A  possible  future  shine. 
Wherein  thy  life  could  henceforth  breathe, 

Untouch*d,  unshared  by  mine  ? 
If  so,  at  any  pain  or  cost,  O,  tell  me  before 
all  is  lost. 

Look  deeper  still.    If  thou  canst  feel, 

Within  thy  inmost  soul, 
That  thou  hast  kept  a  portion  back, 

While  I  have  stak'd  the  whole ; 
Let  no  false  pity  spare  the  blow,  but  in  true 
mercy  tell  me  so. 

Is  there  within  thy  heart  a  need 

That  mine  cannot  fulfil  ? 
One  chord  that  any  other  hand 

Could  better  wake  or  still  ? 
Speak  now  —  lest  at  some  future  day  my 
whole  life  wither  and  decay. 

Lives  there  within  thy  nature  hid 

The  demon-spirit  Change, 
Shedding  a  passing  glory  still 

On  all  things  new  and  strange  ? 
It  may  not  be  thy  fault  alone  —  but  shield 
my  heart  against  thy  own. 

Couldst  thou  withdraw  thy  hand  one  day 
And  answer  to  my  claims 


J  That  Fate,  and  that  to-day *s  miatake  — 

thou  —  had  been  to  blame  ? 

oothe  their  conscience  thus;  but  tfaoa 

wilt  surely  warn  and  save  me  now» 


« 


nswer  naiy  —  I  dare  not  hear, 
words  would  eome  too  late  ; 
irould  spare  thee  aU  remorse, 
K>nifort  thee,  my  fate  — 
ver  on  my  bemrt  may  fall- — 
ber^  I  would  risk  it  all  f 

A   DOUBTING   HEART 


Where  are  the  swallows  fled  ? 

Frozen  and  dead, 
Perchance,  upon  some  bleak   and  stormy 
shore. 
O  doubting  heart  I 
Far  over  purple  seas 
They  wait,  in  sunny  ease. 
The  balmy  southern  breeze, 
To  bring  them  to  their  northern  homes  once 
more. 

Why  must  the  flowers  die  ? 

Prison'd  they  lie 
In  the  cold  tomb,  heedless  of  tears  or  rain. 
O  doubting  heart  I 
They  only  sleep  below 
The  soft  white  ermine  snow. 
While  winter  winds  shall  blow. 
To    breathe    and    smile    upon    yon    sooo 
again. 

The  sun  has  hid  its  rays 
These  many  days ; 
Will  dreary  hours  never  leave  the  earth  ? 
O  doubting  heart  1 
The  stormy  clouds  on  high 
Veil  the  same  sunny  sky, 
That  soon  (for  spring  is  nigh) 
Shall  wake  the  summer  into  golden  nurtL 

Fair  hope  is  dead,  and  light 
Is  quenched  in  night. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^9BBV^^^H^i^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 
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^^Imt  sound  cnn  break  the  sHence  of  de- 

When  the  Angel  paused                       ^B 

^h            sptiir  ? 

At  a  humble  door,                             ^^m 

^B     0  doiibtiiig  heart  1 

And  ask VI  for  shelter                      ^^^B 

^■Tliy  aky  in  ovttrca^t, 

And  help  once  more.                  ^^^^| 

^H  Yet  stars  ^hall  ris€  At  last. 

^^^^H 

^B  BrighUT  for  tlitrkness  past. 

A  weary  woman,                            ^^^^B 

^BidiiugvlH*  silver  voices  Btir  the lur, 

Pale,  worn,  and  thin,                 ^^^^B 

^^■^B 

W^th  the  brand  upon  ber             ^^^^B 

^^^B 

Of  want  and  sin,                       ^^^^B 

^^^       THE  REQUITAL 

Hear<1  the  Child  Angel                 ^^^B 

^H 

And  took  her  in  :                       ^^^^B 

^H          Loud  roared  the  tempest, 

^^^^H 

^B               Fast  fell  the  »leet  ; 

Took  her  in  gently,                       ^^^^B 

H          A  UtUe  Clilld  Angcd 

And  did  her  best                      ^^^^B 

^H              Fused  down  the  street, 

To  dry  her  pinions  ;  ^^^^^| 
And  made  ber  re«t                    ^^^^^B 

^B          With  trailing^  pinions 
^H              And  weary  feet. 

With  tender  pity                            ^^^^B 

^H 

Upou  her  breast.                       ^^^^^B 

^V          The  moon  was  hidden  ; 

^^^^^1 

^^^^         No  stars  were  brij^ht  t 

Wlicn  the  eastern  morning          ^^^^B 

^^^^^   So  she  could  not  shelter 

Grew  bright  and  red,                ^^^^B 

^^^^B       In  heaven  that  tii^ltt-, 
^^^^    For  tlie  Angels*  laddera 

Upthe  first  sunbeam  ^^^^B 
Tlie  Angel  fled  ;                       ^^^B 

^H              Are  rays  of  light 

Having  kissed  the  woman            ^^^^B 

^H 

And  left  her  ^  dead.              ^^H 

^H          8he  beat  her  wings 

^^^^H 

^H               At  each  window-pane. 

^^^^B 

^H           And  pleadetl  for  shelter, 

PER   PACEM   AD  LUCEM      ^^H 

^H               But  all  in  vain  ;  — 

^B          •*  Listen,"  they  said, 

I  DO  not  ask,  0  Lord,  that  life  may  be    ^^^B 

^B              '•  To  the  pelting  nun  1  *' 

A  pleasant  road  ;                                  ^^^^| 

^H 

I  do  not  ask  that  Thou  wonldst  take  from    ^B 

^B          She  sohb'df  as  the  laughter 

^^^^^1 

^H               And  mirth  grew  higher. 

Aught  of  its  load ;                             ^^^H 

^B          **  Oive  me  rest  and  shelter 

^^^^B 

^B               Beside  yonr  dre, 
^B          And  I  wil  give  joii 
^H             Tour  heart's  desire/' 

I  do  not  ask  that  flowers  should   always    ^B 

spring                                                        ^B 

Beneath  my  feet;                                          ^^M 

^H 

I  know  too  well  the  poison  and  the  sting  ^^^^^ 

^B          The  dreamer  sat  watehing 

Of  things  too  sweet.                          ^^^^B 

^B               His  embers  gleam, 

^^^^B 

^B          While  his  heart  was  floating 

For  one  thing  only,  Lord,  dear  Lord,  I  plein^^^^ 

^H               Down  hope's  bright  stream  ; 

Lead  me  aright  — 

^H          .  .  ,  80  he  wove  her  vrailing 

Though  strength  should  falter,  and  tbotigh 

^B              Into  his  dream. 

heart  should  bleed  — 

^B 

Through  Peace  to  Light.                           ^^1 

^B          The  worker  toird  on, 

^^M 

^B              For  his  time  was  brief ; 

1  do  not  ask,  O  Lord,  that  thou  shouldit     ^B 

^^m         The  mourner  was  nursing 

shed                                                              ^B 

^B          *    Iler  own  pale  grief; 

Full  radiance  here  ;                                      ^B 

^B         ^£7  beard  not  the  promiae 
^B              tWi  bronght  relief. 

Give  but  a  ray  of  peaee,  that  I  may  tread     ^B 

¥^ithout  a  fear.                                    ^^^B 

^B         fiut  fiercer  the  tempeat 

I  do  not  ask  my  eroea  to  nndeiataadf        ^^^^B 

^B             Roae  than  before, 

My  way  to  see ;                                         ^B 

Better  in  dnjkiiess  just  to  feel  Thy  band 
And  follow  Thee, 

Jdj  is  like  restleM  day;  but  peace  didue 
LUce  quiet  night  ' 


Mm^  a^atta  Sl^ulocit  Ciraift 


PHILIR  MY  KING 


Look  at  me  witli  thy  lai^  browi 

Philip,  my  king  I 
Bonnd  whom  the  enshadowing  pi 
Of  babyhood's  royal  dignities. 
Lay  on  iny  ueek  thy  tiny  hand 

With  love's  in  visible  gcepire  laden  [ 
I  am  thine  Esther  to  eommaud 
Till  thou  f^btlt  tind  a  queeu-handmaide] 
PhiUp,  my  king. 

Oil  the  day  when  thou  goest  a^ wooing, 

Philip,  my  king  t 
When  some  beautiful  lips  'gin  suing, 
And  some  gentle  heart's  bars  undoing 
Thou  dost  enter,  love-crowu*d,  and  there 

Sittest  love-glorifted.     Rule  kindly, 
Tenderly,  over  thy  kingdom  fair, 

For  we  that  love,  ah  I  we  love  so  blindly, 
Philip,  my  king. 

Up  from  thy  sweet  mouth,  —  up  to  thy 
brow, 

Philip,  my  king  I 
The  spirit  that  here  lies  sleeping  now 
May  rise   like  a  giant    and    make    men 

bow 
As  to  one  heaven-chosen  among  his  peers. 
My  Saul,  than  thy  brethren  taller  and 
fairer, 
Let  me  behold  thee  in  future  years  I 
Yet  thy  head  needeth  a  circlet  rarer, 
Philip,  my  king. 

—  A  wreath  not  of  gold,  but  palm.     One 
day, 

Philip,  my  king  I 
Thou  too  must  tread,  as  we  trod,  a  way 
Thorny  and  crUel  and  cold  and  gray  : 


I  within  theoi  and  f oea  withoot, 

i  flimteh  at  thy  crown*     But   tnareh 

on,  glorious^ 

r,  yet  monarch  I  till  angela  ^hont, 

than  attest  at  the  feet  of  God  victo^ 

rioua, 

** Philip,  the  king!'* 


TOO   LATE 


I 


CouLB  ye  come    back    to    me^    Douglas^ 

Douplas, 
In  till*  old  likene.'ia  tlml  I  knew, 
I  would  be  so  faithful,  so  loving,  Douglas, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 

Never  a  scornful  word  should  grieve  ye, 
I  'd  smile  on  ye  sweet  as  the  angels  do : 

Sweet  as  your  smile  on  me  shone  ever, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 

Oh,  to  call  back  the  days  that  are  not  I 
My  eyes  were  blinded,  your  words  were 
few : 

Do  you  know  the  truth  now,  up  in  heaven, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true  ? 

I  never  was  worthy  of  you,  Douglas  ; 

Not  half  worthy  the  like  of  you  : 
Now  all  men   beside    seem  to  me    like 
shadows  — 

I  love  you,  Douglas,  tender  and'  true. 

Stretch   out  your  hand   to  me,  Douglas, 
Douglas, 
Drop  forgiveness  from  heaven  like  dew ; 
As  I  lay  my  heart  on  your  dead  heart, 
Douglas, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true  \ 


EARL  OF  SOUTHESK  — MORTIMER  COLLINS 
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<earl  of  ^outljcsfft 

(SIR    JAMES    CAKNEGIB) 


THE  FLITCH  OF  DUNMOW 

CoMC  Mickj  and  Molly  and  ddnty  DoUj, 
Come  Bettj  and  bUtliesome  Bill ; 

T3  gossips  and  neighbors,  away  with  jour 
labors  I 
Come  to  the  top  of  the  hill. 

For  there  art'  Jcnuy  and  jovial  Joe  » 

Jolly  and  jolly,  jolly  they  gO| 
Jogj^ng  ovwr  the  hill. 

By  apple  niul  berry , 'tia  twelve  months 
inorry 

Since  Jeimy  and  Joe  were  wed  1 
And  nevf  r  a  bother  or  qnarrelsome  pother 

To  trouble  the  board  or  bed. 
So  Joe  and  Jenny  are  off  to  Dtuimow  : 
Huppy  and  happy,  happy  they  go, 

Young  and  rosy  and  red. 

Oht  Jenny 's  as  pretty  aa  doves  in  a  ditty  ; 

And  Jenny,  her  eyes  are  blaek  ; 
And  Joey  *s  a  fellow  aa  merry  and  mellow 

As  ever  sboalderVl  a  naek. 
So  quick,  good  people,  and   come  to    the 

show  1 
Merry  and  merry,  merry  they  go, 

Bumping  on  Dobbiii^s  back. 

They're  prank  *d  lipoid  Dobbin  with  ribands 
and  bobbin, 

And  tether^  his  tail  in  a  string  I 
The  fat  flitch  of  bacon  is  not  to  be  taken 

By  many  thiit  wear  the  ring  ! 
Good  luck,  giKxl  Iiiek«  to  Jenny  and  Joe  I 
Jollv  and  jolly,  jolly  they  go. 

ifark  I  how  merry  they  sing. 

•*  O  merry,  merry,  merry  are  we, 
Happy  as  birds  that  sing  in  a  tree  I 


All  of  the  neighbors  are  merry  to-day^ 
Merry  are  we  and  mcrrj'  arc  they. 
O  merry  are  we  )  for  love,  vou  see. 
Fetters  a  heart  and  sets  it  free. 

• 
*■  O  happy,  happy,  happy  is  life 
For  Joe  (that  s  me)  and  Jenny  my  wife  I 
All  of  the  neiG^hbora  are  happy,  and  say-^ 
*  Never  were  tolk  so  happy  as  they  I ' 

0  happy  are  we  1  for  love,  you  see, 
Fetters  a  heart  and  sets  it  free. 

"  O  jolly,  jolly,  jolly  we  go, 

1  and  my  Jennv,  and  she  and  her  Joe. 
All  of  the  neighbors  are  jolly,  and  sing— 
'  She  is  a  queen,  and  he  is  a  king  I  * 

O  jolly  are  we  1  for  love,  yon  see, 
Fetten  a  heart  and  sets  it  free/' 

NOVEMBER'S   CADENCE 

The  bees  about  the  LindeD*tree, 

When  blithely  summer  blooms  were  spring* 

iKg, 
Wotdd  hum  a  heartsome  melody, 
The  simple  baby-eoul  of  singing  ; 
And  thus  my  spirit  sang  to  me 
When   youth   its   wanton   way  was  wing- 
ing : 
**  Be  glad,  be  sad — thon  hast  the  choice—* 
But  mingle  music  with  thy  voiee^ " 

The  linnets  on  the  Linden-tree, 
Among  the  leaves  in  antumn  dying, 
Ar«?  making  gentle  melody, 
A  mild,  mysterious,  mournful  sighing  i 
And  thus  my  spirit  sings  to  me 
While  years  are  Hying,  ilying,  flyings 
**  Be  sad,  be  aa^l,  thon  hast  no  ehoiee| 
But  mouin  with  nmaie  in  thy  ^^-'^  * 


a90rrinitr  Coninjf 


A  GREEK   IDYL 

TIk  sat  the  quiet  stream  beside. 
His  white  feet  laving  in  the  tidep 


And  watched  the  pleasant  waters  glide 

Beneath  the  skies  of  summer. 
She  singing  cam<*  from  mound  to  moundi 
Her  footfiul  on  the  thy  my  ground 


f« 


BALLADISTS  AND  LYRISTS 


Unheard  ;  hii  tTanquil  hAUDt  she  found  — 

That  beautiful  new  comei'. 

He  5ft id  —  "  My  own  Glycerin  m  I 

The  pulses  of  the  woodu  are  dtimb, 

Hpw  well  I  knew  that  thou  wouldat  coffifif 

B^ncAth  the  brancties  gltdiug,^* 
The  drefinier  fancied  he  had  heard 
Utsr  footstep,  whensoever  stirred 
The  flumtiier  wind  or  languid  bird 

Auiid  the  boughs  abiding. 


She  dippM  her  fingers  in  the  h 
jlnd  gH^'d  awhile  with  happy 
Upon  the  windings  of  a  book 

Of  Cyprian  hyinnings  tender. 
The  tipples  to  the  ocean  raeed  — 
The  flying  minutes  passM  in  haste 
His  arm  wua  roiuid  the  naniden-s  wai 

That  waist  so  very  slender, 


0  emcl  Time  \  O  tyrant  Time  f 
A'VlMJse  winter  all  the  streams  of  rhyme^ 
The  flowing  Waves  of  love  sublime, 

In  bitter  passage  freezes. 

1  only  see  the  scambling  goat, 
The  lotos  on  the  waters  float, 
While  an  old  shepherd  with  an  oat 

Pipes  to  the  autumn  breezes. 


KATE  TEMPLE'S   SONG 

Only  a  touch,  and  nothing  more  : 

Ah  !  but  never  so  touched  before  ! 

Touch  of  lip,  was  it  ?  Touch  of  hand  ? 

Either  is  easy  to  understand. 

Earth  may  be  smitten  with  fire  or  frost  — - 

Never  the  touch  of  true  love  lost. 

Only  a  word,  was  it  ?  Scarce  a  word  I 
Musical  whisper,  softly  heard. 
Syllabled  nothing — just  a  breath  — 
'T  will   outlast  life,  and  't  will  laugh  at 

death. 
Love  with  so  little  can  do  so  much  — 
Only  a  word,  sweet  1  Only  a  touch  I 


THE  IVORY  GATE 

Bout  fBtnlDftfi  Bdmnt  |KirtJi«  :  quvum  alton  frator 
ComtA  i  <:|ua  Tnm  factUi  ddtoir  eidtiu  qmbdt : 
Altera  eandi-ntf  pf'rf bcI^  DlteM  elii|>limiiio  \ 
%^  ftUjui  *d  €CN!luui  ffiictimt  buoimil*  Muwi; 

Vnan. 
When,  lov'd  by  poet  and  patuter. 

The  sunrise  fills  the  ^^^^ 
When  night*  gf>ld  iirna  grow  faiiiter. 
And  in  depths  of  aiiiher  die  — 
''hen  the  morn- breeze  istirs  the  ettrtAii 
Bearing  an  odorous  freiglit  — 
ben  visions  strange^  nueertain. 
Four  thiek  through  the  Ivory  G&ti 

ben  the  oars  of  Ithaca  dip  so 
Silently  into  the  sea 
bat  they  wake  not  sad  Calypso, 
And  the  Hero  wftnders  free  : 
e  breasts  the  ocean-furrows ^ 
At  war  with  the  words  of  Fate^ 
jind  the  blue  tide^s  low  siisurnis 
Comes  lip  to  the  Ivory  Gate. 

Or,  clad  in  the  hide  of  leopard, 

'Mid  Ida's  freshest  dews, 
Paris,  the  Teucrian  shepherd, 

His  sweet  Oenone  wooes  : 
On  the  thought  of  her  coming  bridal 

Unutter'd  joy  doth  wait. 
While  the  tune  of  the  false  one's  idyl 

Rings  soft  through  the  Ivory  Gate. 

Or  down  from  green  Helvellyn 

The  roar  of  streams  I  hear, 
And  the  lazy  sail  is  swelling 

To  the  winds  of  Windermere  : 
That  girl  with  the  rustic  bodice 

'Mid  the  ferry's  laughing  freight 
Is  as  fair  as  any  goddess 

Who  sweeps  through  the  Ivory  Gat& 

Ah,  the  vision  of  dawn  is  leisure  — 

But  the  truth  of  day  is  toil  ; 
And  we  pass  from  dreams  of  pleasure 

To  the  world's  nnstay'd  turmoil. 
Perchance,  beyond  the  river 

Which  guards  the  realms  of  Fate, 
Our  spirits  may  dwell  forever 

'Mong  dreams  of  the  Ivory  Gate. 


BALLADISTS  AJID  LYRISTS 


Si? 


THE   FAIRIES 
A  child's  song 


^HUp  the  airy  mounUiitt^ 

^B         Bijwri  the  ru^hy  i^len, 
^"  We  dhrv  n't  go  a-huiiting 
For  lenT  of  little  men  ; 
Wee  folk,  gooci  folk, 

Troot>iug  all  together ; 
Green  jaciceti  red  cap, 


IDintain  3Cinn0f)am 


W^ 


And  white  owl's  feather  f 


along  the  rocky  Hhore 

8<inie  make  their  home,  — 
They  lire  on  crispj  pancakes 

Of  yellow  ttde-fuam  ; 
Some  in  the  reeds 

Of  the  black  monntain-lakA^ 
With  frogs  for  their  wateh-dogi. 

All  night  awake. 

Hi^h  on  the  hill-top 

The  old  King  sits  ; 
le  is  now  so  old  and  gray 

He  's  nigh  lost  his  wits* 
With  a  UridgL*  of  white  mist 

CuluniVikill  be  crosses, 
Od  his  stately  journeys 

From  Slieveleague  to  Rosses  ; 
Or  going  tip  with  music 

On  cold  starry  nights, 
To  sup  with  the  Queen 

Of  the  gay  Northern  Lights, 

Tliey  stole  little  Bridget 

For  seven  years  long  ; 
When  tihe  came  down  again 

Her  friends  were  all  gone. 
Tliey  t<»ak  her  lightly  baok, 

Between  the  night  and  morrow, 
They  thought  that  she  was  fast  aaleepi 

But  she  was  dead  with  sorrow. 
They  have  kept  her  ever  since 

Deep  within  the  lakes, 
a  bed  of  flag-leaves. 

Watching  till  she  wakes. 


Wf 


By  the  craggy  hill-side, 

Throtign  the  mosses  bare, 
They  lmv«  planted  thoro*trees 
For  pleasure  here  and  there* 


Is  any  man  so  daring 

As  dig  one  up  in  spttey 

He  shall  tind  the  thornies  sot 
In  his  bed  at  night. 

Up  the  airy  mountain, 

Down  the  nisby  glon^ 
We  dare  n't  go  a-buntiug 

For  fear  of  little  men  ; 
Wee  folk,  good  folk. 

Trooping  all  together ; 
Green  jacket,  red  cap. 

And  white  owl's  feather  f 


LOVELY  MARY  DONNELLY 

Oh,  lovely  Mary  Donnelly,  it  V  jo«  I  lora 

the  best  I 
If  fifty  girls  were  round  you  I  'd  hardly  see 

the  rest* 
Be  what  it  may  the  time  of  day,  the  place 

be  where  it  will, 
Sweet  looks  of  Mary  Donnelly,  they  bloom 

before  me  still. 

Her  eyes  like  mountain  water  that  *3  flow 

ing  on  a  rock. 
How  clear  they  are,  how  dark  ther  are  I  and 

they  give  me  many  a  shock. 
Red  rowans  warm  in  sunshine  and  wetted 

with  a  show^, 
Could  ne'er  express  the  charming  lip  that 

has  me  in  its  pow'r. 

Her  nose  is  stnught  and  handsome,  her 

eyebrows  lined  up, 
Her  chin  is  very  neat  and  pert,  and  smootll 

like  a  china  cup, 
Her  hair  *s  the  bnig  of  Ireland,  so  weighty 

and  so  tlue  ; 
It*s   rolling  down    u^n  her    neck,  and 

gathered  in  a  twine. 

The  dance  o*  last  Whit-Monday  night  «»• 

ceeded  all  before  ; 
No  pretty  girl  for  miles  aboat  was  missing 

from  the  floor  ; 
But  Mary  kept  the  belt  of  lore,  and  O  hot 

she  was  gay  t 
She  danced  a  jig,  she  sung  a  lOiig,  that  took 


my 


heart 


awaj. 
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balladistS  and  lyrists 


When  she  stood  up  for  dancings  her  atepa 

were  bo  complete, 
The  music  nearly  kHVd  itself  to  listen  to 

her  feet ; 
The  fiddler  moaned  his  hlindneaa,  he  heard 

her  so  much  praised. 
But  bless'd  hiniielf  he  waa  o*t  deaf  when 

ouee  her  voice  she  rais 'd. 

And  evermore  I  'm  whistliDg  or  lil^j;  what 

JOU  SURgi 

Your  smile  is  alwavs  iu  my  h 

name  beside  my  tongue  ; 
But  you  Ve  ns  many  sweethean 

count  on  both  your  handS] 
And  for  myself  there  *s  not  a, 

little  fiittger  standst 

Oh,  yon  're  the  flower  o'  worn 

country  or  in  town  ; 
The  higher  I  eaoUt  you,  the  lower] 

down. 
If  some  great  lord  should  come  tMa  way, 

and  see  your  beaut v  bright, 
And  you  to  be  his  lady,  I M  own  it  was  but 

right. 

O  might  we  live  together  in  a  lofty  palace 
hall, 

Where  joyful  music  rises,  and  where  scar- 
let curtains  fall  I 

O  might  we  live  together  in  a  cottage  mean 
and  small, 

With  sods  of  grass  the  only  roof,  and  mad 
the  only  wall  t 

O  lovely  Mary  Donnelly,  your  beauty 's  my 

distress : 
It  *s  far  too  beauteous  to  be  mine,  but  I  '11 

never  wish  it  less. 
The  proudest  place  would  fit  your  face,  and 

I  am  poor  and  low  ; 
But  blessings  be  about  you,  dear,  wherever 

you  may  go  t 


THE   SAILOR 

A    ROMAIC    BALLAD 

Thou  that  hast  a  daughter 
For  one  to  woo  and  wed, 

Give  her  to  a  husband 
With  snow  upon  his  head ; 

Oh,  give  her  to  an  old  man, 
Though  little  joy  it  be. 


How  luckless  is  the  sailor 

When  sick  and  like  to  die  i 
He  sees  no  tender  mother. 

No  sweetheart  Btatjdiiig  hy. 
Only  the  captain  speaks  to  him,  -^ 

Stand  up,  stand  up^  y^nng  man^ 
And  steer  the  ship  to  haven, 
oue  beside  thee  can. 

ay'st  to  me,  "  Stand  up,  stand  np  j" 

T  to  thee^  take  hold, 

B  a  little  from  the  deck, 

hands  and  feet  are  cold. 

t  my  head,  I  pray  thee, 

b  handkerchiefs  be  bound  ; 

take  my  lave'a  gold  handkerchief, 

tie  it  tightly  round* 

4^^       ring  the  chart,  the  doleful  chazt ; 

bee,  where  these  mountains  meet  — 
The  cloud.?  are  thick  b round  their  head. 

The  mists  around  their  feet ; 
Cast  anchor  here  ;  't  is  deep  and  safe 

Within  the  rocky  cleft ; 
The  little  anchor  on  the  right, 

The  great  one  on  the  left. 

And  now  to  thee,  O  captain, 

Most  earnestly  I  pray. 
That  they  may  never  bury  me 

In  church  or  cloister  gray  ; 
But  on  the  windy  sea^beach. 

At  the  ending  of  the  land, 
All  on  the  surfy  sea-beach. 

Deep  down  into  the  sand. 

For  there  will  come  the  sailors, 

Their  voices  I  shall  hear. 
And  at  casting  of  the  anchor 

The  yo-ho  loud  and  clear  ; 
And  at  hauling  of  the  anchor 

The  yo-ho  and  the  cheer,  — 
Farewell,  my  love,  for  to  thy  bay 

I  nevermore  may  steer  t 

A   DREAM 

I  HEARD  the  dogs  howl  in  the  moonlight 

night ; 
I  went  to  the  window  to  see  the  sight ; 
All  the  Dead  that  ever  I  knew 
Groing  one  by  one  and  two  by  two. 


■^^^^gj 

^ 1 

WILLIAM   ALLINGHAM 

319     1 

On  they  poss'd,  and  on  the j  paas^d  j 
Towusfellow«  «U,  from  flrgt  to  last ; 

I  thought  I  saw  the  nursery  fire,                     ^^M 

And  in  a  chair  well-known                            ^^| 

Born  in  tbis  moonlight  of  the  ]ane, 

My  mother  sat,  and  did  not  tire                       ^^M 
with  madiug  all  alone,                                ^^M 

Quen€h*d  tu  the  h&kry  shadow  again. 

Schoolmates^  marching  an  when  wo  play'd 

If  I  should  make  the  slightest  sound              ^^M 

To  show  that  I  *m  awake,                              ^^M 

Tht»o  were  the  at  range  st  sight  to  me 
Who  were  drowned,  1  knew,  in  the  awful 

She  'd  rise,  and  lap  the  blankets  round,          ^^M 

My  pillow  softly  shake  ;                              ^^M 

aea. 

Kiss  me,  and  turn  my  face  to  see                    ^^M 

Straight  and    haDdaome    folk  ;  bent   and 

The  shadows  on  the  wall,                                ^^t 

weak,  too  ; 

And  then  sing  "  Rousseau's  Dream  "  to  m€L           1 
Till  fast  adeep  I  falL                                     ^M 

Some  that  I  1oT*d«  and   gasp'd   to  speak 

to  ; 
Some  but  a  daj  in  their  churchyard  bed  j 

But  this  is  not  my  little  bed  ;                          ^H 

S01B6  that  I  had  not  known  were  dead. 

Tliat  time  is  far  away  :                                   ^^M 

With  stntngers  now  I  live  instead,                 ^^M 

Along,  long  crowd — when  each  seein'd 

From  dreary  day  to  day,                              ^H 

lonely, 

^^1 

Yet  of  thero  all  there  was  one,  owe  only, 

^^1 

Raised  a  head  or  looked  mj  way  : 

DAY   AND   NIGHT  SONGS          ^M 

She  lingered  a  moment, — ahe  might  not 

BUy. 

Tbesr  little  Songs^                                   ^H 
Found  here  and  Siere,                               ^^M 

How  long  since  I  saw  that  fair  pale  face  1 
Ah  t  Mother  dear  I  might  I  only  place 

Floating  in  air                                             ^^H 

By  forest  aud  lea^                                       ^^H 

My   hesd    on    thy   breast,  a  moment    to 

Or  hill-side  heather,                                   ^^M 

wst. 

In  houses  and  throngSy                              ^^M 

While  thy  band  on  my  tearful  cheek  were 

Or  down  by  the  sea —                               ^^M 

prestf 

Have  come  together,                                 ^^M 

How,  I  can't  t^ll  ;                                          ^H 

Oiit  on,  a  moving  bridge  they  made 

But  I  know  full  well                                    ^H 

Across  the    moon-stream,  from    shade    to 

No  witty  goose- wing                                 ^^M 

shade, 

On  an  inkstand  begot  'em  ;                       ^^M 

Yoimg  and  old,  women  and  men  ; 

Heiu('niber  each  place                                   ^^H 

Mni^  tong-forgot,  but  remembered  then. 

And  moment  of  grace,                               ^^H 

In  summer  or  spring,                                 ^^M 

And  first  there  came  a  hitter  laughter  ; 

Winter  or  autumn,                                      ^^| 

A  sound  of  tears  the  moment  after  ; 

By  suu^  moon,  stars,                                    ^^M 

'      And  then  s  music  so  lofty  and  gay, 

Or  a  cool  in  the  ban,                                ^^M 

That  every  morning,  day  by  day, 

In  market  or  church,                                 ^^M 

1  strive  to  recall  it  if  I  may. 

(rraveyard  or  dance,                                   ^^M 

W*lien  they  came  without  ieftrdi»             ^H 

Were  found  as  by  chance.                         ^H 

HALF.WAKING 

A  word,  a  line,                                            ^^M 

Ton  may  say  are  mine  ;                           ^^M 

But  the'bvst  in  the  songa,                        ^^M 

I  slept  in  long  ago  ; 

Wliiitever  it  be,                                         ^^M 

A  atniight  whit«  curtain  ai  the  head, 

To  vou,  aud  to  me,                                     ^^| 

And  two  smooth  knobs  below* 

And  to  no  one  1 

iietoiigi.                  ^m 

[ -       -      w 

m 
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<!Bfor5c  I0altci:  Ctjomburp 


THE  THREE   SCARS 

This  I  got  on  the  day  that  Goring 
Faught  thi'uugfa  York,  like    a  wild    b^ast 

roaring  — 
Th@  roofs  were  bkck,  and  the  streets  frefe 

full, 
The  doors  bailt  up  with  paiika  of 
But  our  pikes  made  way  throug 

of  shot, 
Barrel  to  barrel  till  locks  grew  t 
Frere  fell  dead,  and  Lucas  waa  g 
But  the  drum  still  beat  and  the  fla 

This  I  canght  from  a  swinging  saF 
^11  I  had  ffotn  a  lon^  night^s  labo 
M^hen  Chcjfter  flamed,  &iid  the  stn         m 

red. 
In  splashing  shower  feU  the  molten  leadf 
The  fire  sprang  np,  and  the  old  rtHjf  split, 
The  fire-ball  burst  in  the  middle  of  it  ; 
With  a  clash  and  a  clang  the  troopers  they 

ran, 
For  the  siege  was  over  ere  well  began. 

This  I  got  from  a  pistol  butt 

(Lucky  ray  head  's  not  a  hazel  nut) ; 

The  horse  they  raced,  and  scudded  and 
swore  ; 

There  were  Leicestershire  gentlemen,  sev- 
enty score  ; 

Up  came  the  "  Lobsters,"  cover'd  with 
steel  — 

Down  we  went  with  a  stagger  and  reel ; 

Smash  at  the  flag,  I  tore  it  to  rag. 

And  carried  it  off  in  my  foraging  bag. 

MELTING  OF  THE  EARL'S  PLATE 

Here  's  the  gold  cup  all  bossy  with  satyrs 
and  saints. 

And  my  race-bowl  (now,  women,  no  whin- 
ing and  plaints  !) 

From  the  paltriest  spoon  to  the  costliest 
thing. 

We  '11  melt  it  all  down  for  the  use  of  the 
king. 

Here  *s  the  chalice  stamp'd  over  with  sigil 

and  cross,  — 
Some  day  we  '11  make  up  to  the  chapel  the 

loss. 


Now  bring  me  my  father's  great  emetali] 

ring. 
For  1 11  melt  down  the  gold  for  the  good 

of  the  kinjT. 

i 

And  bring  me  the  casket  mj  mother  has  go^lf 
*  "-•  ^%e  jewek  that  fall  to  my  Barbara's 

lot; 

Iry  up  your  eyes  and  do  nothing  but 

i  're  helping  to  coin  the  gold  for  Qmim 
king.  p 

rosfl  we  ^11  transmute  into  weapons  of 
steel,  _ 

r'd   blades  for  the  hand,    iiliin^uilB 
spurs  for  the  heel ;  M 

^hen  Charles,  with  a  about,  into  Loii' 
don  we  bringi 
Well  be  glad  to  remember  this  deed  for 
the  king. 

Bring  the  hawk's  silver  bells  and  the  nurs- 
ery spoon. 

The  crucible  *s  ready  —  we  're  nothing  too 
soon  ; 

For  I  hear  the  horse  neigh  that  shall  carry 
the  thing 

That  '11  bring  up  a  smile  in  the  eyes  of  the 
king. 

There  go  my  old  spurs,  and  the  old  silver 

'T  was  just  for  a  moment  a  pang  and  a  tug ; 
But  now  I  am  ready  to  dance  and  to  sing, 
To  think  I  've  thrown  gold  in  the  chest  of 
my  king. 

The  earrings  lose  shape,  and  the  coroaet 

too, 
I  feel  my  eyes  dim  with  a  sort  of  a  dew. 
Hurrah  for  the  posset  dish  I  —  Everythiag 
Shall  run  into  bars  for  the  use  of  the  king. 

That  spoon  is  a  sword,  and  this  thimble  a 

pike  ; 
It's  but   a  week's  garret  in    London  be- 
like- 
Then  a  dash  at  WhitehaU,  and   the   city 

shall  ring 
With  the  shouts  of  the  multitude  bringiog 
the  king. 


GEORGE  WALTER  THORNBURY 


321 


THE  THREE  TROOPERS 

DURING  THE  PROTECTORATE 

IXTO  the  Devil  tavern 

Three  booted  troopen  strode. 
From  spur  to  feiither  spotted  atid  splasbM 

With  the  mud  of  a  winter  road. 
In  each  of  their  oups  they  dropp'd  a  crust, 

And  ttar*d  at  the  guests  with  a  frown  ; 
Then  drew  their  swords,  and  roat-M  for  a 
toast, 

^  God  lend  this  Cram-well-down  1  *' 

A  blue  smolce  rose  from  their  pistol  locks. 

Their  sword  blades  were  sitll  wet  ; 
There  were  long  r«d  unean  on  their  jer- 
kins of  buff, 

As  the  table  they  overset 
Then  into  their  cups  they  stirr'd  the  cmstSt 

And  curs*d  old  London  town  ; 
Then  wav'd  their  swords,  and  drank  with 
a  stamp, 

**God  send  this  Crum*weU-4own  I  •* 

The  'prentice  dropp'd  his  can  of  beer. 
The  host  tom'd  pale  as  a  clout  ; 

The  fuhj  nose  of  the  toping  squire 
Grew  white  at  the  wild  men  8  shout. 

Then  into  their  cups  they  flung  the  crusts, 
And  show'd  their  teeth  with  a  frown  ; 

They  flash'd  their  swords  as  they  gave  the 


••  God  eend  this  Cnim-well-down  I  ** 

Tba  gambler  droppM  his  dog's-ear'd  cards, 

The  waiting- women  screamed, 
As   the   light  of  the  fire,   like  stains  of 
blood, 

On  the  wild  men's  sabres  gleam *d. 
Then   into   their   cups   they   splashed   the 
crusts. 

And  cnrs'd  the  fool  of  a  town. 
And  lenpM  on  the  table,  and  roar'd  a  toast, 

"Go<l  send  this  Crura- well-down  I  ** 

nil  on  a  sudden  fire -bells  rang, 

And  the  troopers  sprang  to  norse  ; 
Tbo  «l<le0t  mutterM  between  his  teeth, 

Hot  etimes  —  deep  and  coarse. 
In  their  stirrup  cups  they  fiuug  the  crusts. 

And  cried  as  they  spurred  through  town. 
With  thc^ir  keen  swords  drawu  and  their 
Distuls  cock'd, 

«  60a  send  this  C rum- well-do wv  I  ** 


Away  they  dash'd  through  T«mple  Bar, 

Tlieir  red  cloaks  Hawing  free, 
Their  scabljards  clash'd,    each  back-pieC0 
shone  — 

None  lik'd  to  touch  the  three. 
The  silver  cups  that  held  the  crusts 

They  Hung  to  the  startled  town. 
Shouting  again,  with  a  blaze  of  swords^ 

*♦  God  send  this  Crum-well-down  I " 


THE  WHITE   ROSE  OVER  THE 

WATER 

EDINBURGH,  1744 

The  old  men  sat  with  Imts  pull'd  down. 

Their  claret  cups  before  them  ; 
Broad  shadows  hid  their  sullen  eyes, 

The  tavern  lamps  shorie  o*er  them, 
As  a  brininnng  bowl,  with  crystal  HI  I'd, 

Came  borne  by  the  landlord's  daughter. 
Who  wore  in  her  bosom  the  fair  wlute  rose, 

That  grew  best  over  the  water. 

Then  all  leaped  up,  and  iotn*d  their  hands 

With  hearty  clasp  and  greeting, 
The  brimming  cups,  outstretched  by  all. 

Over  the  wide  bowl  meeting. 
"  A  health,**  they  cried, "  to  the  witching  oye« 

Of  Kate,  the  landlord's  daughter  I 
But  don't  forget  the  white,  white  rose 

That  grows  best  over  the  water.** 

Each  others'  cups  they  touched  all  round, 

The  last  red  drop  outpouring ; 
Then  with  a  cry  that  warmed  the  bloodt 

One  heart-l>om  chorus  roaring  — 
*'  l^et  the  glass  go  round,  to  pretty  Kate^ 

The  landlord's  blaek-eyed  daughter  ; 
But  never  forget  the  white,  white  rose 

That  grows  best  over  the  water/' 

Then  hats  fiew  up  and  swords  sprang  out, 

And  lusty  rang  the  chorus  - — 
**  Never,"  they  cried,  "while  Scots  are  SooUi 

And  the  broad  Frith 's  l)efore  us," 
A  ruby  ring  the  glasses  shine 

As  they  toast  the  landlord's  daughter, 
Beontiae  she  wore  the  white,  white  rose 

That  grew  best  over  the  water. 

A  poet  cried,  **  Oar  thistle  's  btave, 
With  all  it")  stiugs  and  prickles  ; 

The  shamrock  with  its  holy  leal 
Is  spared  by  Irish  sicklai* 


Stt 
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But  bimiper*  round,  for  what  are  these 
To  KatCf  the  lantllord*B  daughter^ 

Who  wears  at  her  bosom  tin?  rose  as  white. 
That  grows  beat  over  the  water  ?  " 

Thev  daah'd  the  glasses  at  the  wall, 

No  lip  might  touch  th^m  after  ; 
The  taaKt  hnd  sanetLtied  the  cupa 

That  smashed  against  the  rafter  j 
Then  chairs  thrown  back,  ihev  nn  notiin 

To  toast  the  laiidlord'a  c 
But  liever  for^^ot  the  white 

Tliat  grew  best  over  the 

THE  JACOBITE  ON  1 

He  tripp'd  up  the  steps  wi 

fimile^ 
Offering  snuff  to  the  ehapla 
A  rose  at  lits  button-hole  th 
Twos  the  tentii  of  the  montlij  i 

it  wo^  Juiie> 

Then  shrugging  his  shoulders  he  look'd  at 
the  man 

With  the  mask  and  the  axe,  and  a  murmur- 
ing ran 

Through  the  crowd,  who,  below,  were  all 
pushing  to  see 

The  gaoler  kneel  down,  and  receiving  his  fee. 

He  look'd  at  the  mob,  as  they  roar'd,  with 

a  stare. 
And  took  snuff  again  with  a  cynical  air. 
"  I  'm  happy  to  give  but  a  moment's  delight 
To  the  flower  of  my  country  agog  for  a 

sight.*' 

Then  he  look'd  at  the  block,  and  witU 
scented  cravat 

Dusted  room  for  his  neck,  gaily  doffing 
his  hatf 

Kiss'd  his  hand  to  a  lady,  bent  low  to  the 
crowd, 

Then  smiling,  tum'd  round  to  the  heads- 
man and  bow'd. 

*  Grod  save  King  James  I "  he  cried  bravely 

and  sbrili. 
And  the  cry  reach 'd  the  houses  at  foot  of 

the  hill, 
** My  friend,  with  the  axe,  h  votre  service" 

he  said  ; 
And  ran  his  white  thumb  'long  the  edge  of 
i  the  blade. 


When  the  multitude  hiss'd  he  stood  firm 

a  roc?k  ; 
Then  kiieeliugi  laid  down  hiit  gay  hrad 

the  bliick  ; 
He  kiB&d   a   white   roisc,  — ^  in   a  momi 

*t  w&$  red 
With  the  life  of   the  bravest  of  any  tl 

bled.  m 

'^HE  DEATH  OF  MARLBOROUG 

The  Bun  sliiues  on  the  chamber  wall. 

The  BU11  shiners  through  the  tree, 
S^ow,  though  unshaken  by  the  wiud^ 

The  leaves  fall  ceaselessly  j 
rhe  bells  from  WutMlstock*s  ste^pl 

Shake  Bleuheijn's  fading  bough. 
"This  day  yon  won  Malplaquet/' 

**  Aye,  something  theiL,  but  now  I 

rhey  lead  the  old  man  to  a  chair, 

Wandering,  pale  and  weak  ; 
His  tliiu  lips  move  —  so  faint  the  souim 

You  scarce  can  hear  him  speak. 
They  lift  a  picture  from  the  wall, 

Bold  eyes  and  swelling  brow  ; 
"  The  day  you  won  Malplaqnet,*' — 

**  Aye,  something  then,  but  now  I " 

They  reach  him  down  a  rusty  sword. 

In  faded  velvet  sheath  : 
The  old  man  drops  the  heavy  blade. 

And  mutters  'tween  his  teeth  ; 
There 's  sorrow  in  his  fading  eye, 

And  pain  upon  his  brow  ; 
"  With  this  you  won  Malplaquet,"  — 

"  Aye,  something  then,  but  now  ! " 

Another  year,  a  stream  of  lights 

Flow^s  down  the  avenue  ; 
A  mile  of  mourners,  sable  clad, 

Walk  weeping  two  by  two  ; 
The  steward  looks  into  the  grave 

With  sad  and  downcast  brow  : 
"  This  day  he  won  Malplaquet,  — 

Aye,  something  then,  but  now  I " 

THE  OLD  GRENADIER'S   STOF 

TOLD   ON   A   BENCH   OUTSIDE   THE   INVAUDi 

'T  WAS  the  day  beside  the  Pyramids, 

It  seems  but  an  hour  ago, 
That  Kleber's  Foot  stood  firm  in  squares 

Returning  blow  for  blow. 


^^^^^^^^^■^^H 
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The  Mamelukes  were  toMing 

I  saw  their  red  plumes  join  and  wave,             ^^t 

Their  standards  to  the  sky, 

But  sloa^ly  melt  awny.                                      ^^M 

When  I  beard  a  chUd*8  voice  8«y,  "  My  men, 

The  last  who  went  —  a  wounded  man  —         ^^B 

Teach  me  the  way  to  die  t  ** 

Bade  the  poor  boy  good-bve,                               1 
And  said,  "We  men  of  the  Forty-tlurd           ^^fl 

*T  wai  a  little  dnimnier,  with  hia  Bide 

Teach  you  the  way  to  die  !  **                         ^H 

Tom  t*fTpihly  with  shot  j 

^^H 

But  still  he  feebly  beat  his  drumi 

I  never  saw  so  sad  a  look                                 ^^M 

As  though  the  wound  were  not. 

As  the  poor  youngster  cart,                           ^^M 

And  when  the  Mamelukc*a  wild  hone 

When  the  hot  ^moke  of  cannon                        ^^H 

Burst  with  a  screani  and  cr)% 

In  cloud  and  whirlwind  paas*d.                     ^^M 

He  Baid,  "  O  men  of  the  Forty-third, 

F«arth  shook,  and  Httaven  answered  ;               ^^M 

Teach  me  the  way  to  die  I 

I  watch M  his  etigtc  eye,                                    ^^M 

As  he  faintly  moaird,  ''  The  Forty- third         ^^| 

«•  My  mother  has  got  other  sons, 
With  stouter  hearU  than  minef 

Teach  me  the  way  to  die  I  '*                         ^H 

^^H 

But  none  more  ready  blood  for  Franoe 

Then,  with  a  musket  for  a  crutch,                   ^^| 

To  pour  out  free  as  wine. 

He  limp'd  unto  the  fl^ht ;                             ^^| 
I,  with  a  bullet  in  my  hip,                                 ^^^ 

Yet  still  life  *»  sweet,"  the  brave  lad  moaned, 

'*  Fair  are  this  earth  and  sky  ; 

Had  neither  strength  nor  might.                  ^^^ 

1       Then,  eomrades  of  the  Forty-third, 

But,  proudly  beating  on  his  drum,                    ^^| 
A  fever  in  his  eye,                                           ^^H 

Teach  me  the  way  to  die  I " 

I  heard  him  moan  **  The  Forty-third                ^H 

I  mw  Salenobe,  of  the  granite  heart, 

Taught  me  the  way  to  die  J  "                      ^^| 

Wiping  his  burn)D£'  ej'es  — 

^H 

It  was  by  far  more  pitiful 

They  found  him  on  the  morrow,                      ^^| 

Than  mere  loud  sobs  and  cries. 

Stretched  on  a  heap  of  dead  ;                        ^^| 

On©  bit  his  cartridge  till  hli  lip 

Hb  hand  was  in  the  grenadier's                       ^^| 

Grew  black  aa  winter  sky, 

Who  at  his  bidding  bled.                                 ^H 

But  still  the  boy  raoan*d,  •*  Forty-tbiid, 

They  hung  a  medal  round  his  neck,                   ^H 

Teach  me  the  way  to  die  T' 

And  clus'd  his  dauntless  eye  ;                        ^^| 

On  the  stone  they  cut,  "  The  Forty-lhird          ^M 

0  never  «aw  I  sif ht  like  that  1 

The  sergeant  Hung  down  tlag^ 
Kren  the  nfcT  bound  his  brow 

Taught  him  the  way  to  die  !  *'                          ^H 

T  is  forty  years  from  then  till  now  —           ^H 

With  a  wet  and  bloody  rag. 
Then  look'd  at  locks  and  fix^  their  steel, 

The  grave  gapes  at  my  feet  —                    ^H 

Yet  when  I  think  of  such  a  boy                        ^^| 

But  never  made  reply, 

I  feel  my  old  heart  beat.                                 ^^| 

Until  he  sobb'd  out  once  again, 
**  Teaeh  me  the  way  to  die  !  " 

And  from  my  sleep  I  sometimes  wake,           ^^1 

Hearing  a  feeble  ory,                                          1 
And  a  voice  that  says,  **  Now,  Forty-t)drd«      ^J 

Then,  with  a  shout  that  flew  to  God, 

Teaeb  me  the  way  to  die  I  '*                         ^H 

They  strode  into  the  fray  ; 

■ 

Sofjn 

Fcitcf)                                      H 

THE  LAIRD  OF  SCHELYNLAW 

red.                                                         ^^1 
And  the  bumte  brattles  down,                      ^H 

BCRCLnnjiW  Tower  is  fair  on  the  brae, 

Its  muirs  are  green  and  wide, 
And  SchelynlaiTs  ewes  are   the  brawest 

And  there  are  nae  no  knowea  at  SebeljiK     ^^ 

law's,                                                              1 

ewee 

With  the  heather  and  bent  mm  bfowiu        ^M 

In  A*  Ibt  country-ode. 

^^^^J 
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But  wife,  three  baims  are  a*  £rae  Mm  gane, 

Twa  sons  in  a  deidly  raid  ; 
And  but  yestreen  hh  bonnle  lass  Jea& 

In  Tratiuaif  kirkyard  was  laid, 

A  lane  anld  man  in  bis  ain  auld  keep,^ 
Wliat  wne  could  wiflh  bim  ill  ? 

Kot  e*en  Traquair  wi^  bis  black  faii^  heart 
Aud  Ids  loons  that  titnge  tbt;  bill. 

Out  in  the  mom  ta  the  muirlaii< 

Rode  ane  frae  Scheljnlaw's  g 
Into  the  mist  of  tbe  biO  he  rode. 

His  eirand  migbt  not  wait. 

Tbe  opening  arms  of  the  grey  hiJ' 

Folded  tbe  rtder  dim  ; 
Ob,  cloud  of  the  nmir  1  't  is  agme 

Ye  hide  in  your  mbtj  rim. 

Up  be  made  for  the  Black  Sjke  Rig, 
And  round  by  the  Fiagland  Gteo, 

But  he  turned  and  turned  him  aye  in  the 
mist ; 
Its  glower  was  as  faces  of  men  ! 

And  oft  a  voice  sounded  low  in  his  ear, 
"  Tlie  sun  is  no'  gaun  to  daw  — 

For  that  straik  o'  blude  and  that  clot  o' 
blude, 
On  the  breist  o'  aidd  Schelynlaw  ! " 

'Twas   late   o'   nicht  —  to   the   House   of 
Traquair 

A  horseman  came  jaded  and  rude, 
None  asked  him  whence  or  why  he  came, 

Nor  whose  on  his  hands  was  the  blude. 


**But    bae    ye    the    Bond?"    said 

Traquair, 
**  Tbe  Bond  i'  faith  I  ha«  ; 
The  deid  sigu  isae  mair,  tbe  lands  are  tiun% 
But  foul  was  the  stroke  I  gB« ; 

**  I  've  ridden  wi*  you  ower  ruoss  a^d  fell, 

In  moonltght  aud  iu  mirk, 
And  moEie  a  stalwart  man  1  've  bewn,^ 
shrive  m^f  Haly  Kirk  I 

rinshope  Tarn  and  Wulms  Will 

leWf  and  Jock  o^  the  Ha*  ; 

here 's  tny  riebt  baud  to  burn  in  fljun^ 

uld  I  bring  back  auld  Scbelynlaw  1  ** 

ytiUw's  lauds  were  ne'er  bought  m 

sold^ 

t  tbey  fell  to  tbe  house  of  Traquair ; 
Took  0*  Griestou  that  rode  tliat  mofH 
IS  ne'er  seen  to  ride  ony  miur. 

Htgb  iu  state  roae  tbe  noble  Earl, 

Well  did  he  please  the  King  ; 
He  could  tell  any  lie  to  the  States  or  the 
Kirk, 

His  warrant  the  signet-ring. 

Many  a  year  has  come  and  gone, 
His  pride  and  his  power  are  away, 

A  graceless  son  has  the  old  lord's  lands, 
And  the  father's  hairs  are  grey. 

The  Court  is  back  to  Edinburgh  town, 
Lairds  and  braw  leddies  ride  there  ; 

A  dole  some  eive  to  a  bow'd-down  many 
In  pity,  —  ^t  is  auld  Traquair  I 
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The  old  mayor  climb'd  the  belfry  tower, 
The  ringers  ran  by  two,  by  three  ; 

•*  Pull,  if  ye  never  pidl'd  before  ; 

Good  ringers,  pull  your  best,"  quoth  he. 

"  Play  uppe,  play  uppe,  O  Boston  bells  I 

Ply  all  your  changes,  all  your  swells. 
Play  uppe,  *The  Brides  of  Enderby.'" 


Men  say  it  was  a  stolen  tyde  — 

The  Lord  that  sent  it.  He  knows  aU*, 

But  in  myne  ears  doth  still  abide 
The  message  that  the  bells  let  fall : 

And  there  was  nought  of  strange,  beside 

The  flight  of  mews  and  peewits  pied 
By  millions  crouch'd  on  the  old  sea  wall 

I  sat  and  spun  within  the  doore, 
My  thread  brake  off,  I  rais'd  myne  eyeSi 

The  leyel  sun,  like  ruddy  ore. 
Lay  sinking  in  the  barren  skies  ; 


And  dark  agninst  day's  golden  death 
She  moYed  where  Lindis  wand  ere  th, 
Mjr  BOime's  faire  wife,  Elizabeth. 

•*Ctwha  I  Cusha  I  Cuaha  I  '*  calliug, 
Ere  the  carW  dews  were  falling, 
Farre  away  1  heard  her  song, 
**  Cuftha  !  Cusha  I  "  all  along  ; 
Where  the  reedy  Lindis  iloweth, 

Flowethf  tioweth, 
From  the  meads  where  melick  groweth 
Faintly  came  her  milking  soDg  — 

•*  Cuaha  1  Casha !  Coaha  I "  callttig, 
«•  For  the  dewi  will  aooiie  be  falling  ; 
Leare  yoor  meadow  graaaea  mellow, 

Mellow,  mellow ; 
Quit  your  cowslips,  cowslips  yellow  ; 
Come  uppe,  Whitefoot,  come  uppe,  Light* 

foot ; 
Quit  the  stalks  of  parsley  hollow, 

Hollow,  hollow  ; 
Ckime  uppe,  Jetty,  rise  and  follow, 
From  the  closers  lift  your  head  ; 
Come  uppe,  Whitefoot,  come  uppe,  Light- 

foot» 
Come  tippe,  Jetty,  rise  and  follow. 
Jetty,  to  the  milking  shod*  ** 

If  it  be  long,  ay,  long  ago, 

When  I  begin  ne  to  think  ho  we  long, 
Againe  I  hear  the  Lindis  tlow. 

Swift  as  an  arrowe,  sharpe  and  strong  ; 
And  all  the  aire,  it  seenieth  uiee, 
Bin  full  of  floating  bolls  (sayth  shee). 
That  ring  the  tunc  of  Enderby. 

Alle  fresh  the  level  pasture  lay, 
And  aot  a  ahadowe  mote  be  seene, 

Save  where  full  fyvc  good  miles  away 
The  steeple  tower'd  from  out  the  ^reene  ; 

And  lo  !  the  great  bell  farre  and  wide 

Was  beard  in  all  the  country  side 

That  Saturday  at  eventide, 

Tlie  iwanberds  where  their  sedges  are 
Mor*d  on  in  snnset^s  golden  breath, 
The  shepherde  lads  I  heard  afarre, 
And  my  sonnets  wife»  EU»»beth  ; 
Till  floating  o*er  the  grassy  sea 
Came  downe  that  kyncUy  message  free, 
The  •*  Brides  of  Mavis  Enderby.** 

Then  some  looked  uppe  into  the  aky^ 
Add  all  along  where  Lindis  flows 


To  where  the  gfoodly  vessels  lie. 

And  where  the  lordly  steeple  shows. 
They  saydc,  **And  why  should  this  thing 

be? 
What  danger  lowers  by  land  or  sea  ? 
They  ring  the  tune  of  Enderby  1 

**  For  evil  news  from  Mablethorpe, 

Of  pyrate  galleys  warping  down  ; 
For  shippes  ashore  beyond  the  scorpe, 

Tliey  have  not  spar'd  to  wake  the  towne : 
But  while  the  west  bin  red  to  see. 
And  storms  be  none,  and  pyrates  flee. 
Why  ring  *The  Brides  of  Enderby '?" 

I  looked  without,  and  lo  I  my  sonne 

Came  riding dowue  with  might  and  main  : 

He  rais'd  a  shout  as  he  drew  on. 
Till  all  the  welkin  rang  again, 

«  Elizabeth  !  Elizab^-th  I  '* 

(A  sweeter  woman  ne'er  drew  breath 

Than  my  Sonne's  wife,  Eliiabeth*) 

"  The  olde  sea  wall  (he  cried)  is  downe. 

The  rising  tide  comes  on  apace, 
And  boats  adrift  in  yonder  towQe 

Go  sailing  uppe  the  market-place.** 
He  shook  as  one  that  looks  on  death  : 
'*  God  save  you,  mother  I  *'  straight  he  satth  | 
**  Where  is  my  wife,  Elixabeth  ?  " 

**  Good  Sonne,  where  Lindis  winds  her  way. 
With  her  two  bairns  1  marked  her  long  ; 
And  ere  yon  bells  beganne  to  play 
Afar  I  heard  her  milking  song/' 
He  looked  acro-^  the  gra&»y  lea, 
To  right,  to  left,  '*  IIo,  Enderby  J  - 
They  rang  **The  Brides  of  Enderby  l" 

With  that  he  cried  and  beat  hia  bfeact  J 

For,  lo  I  along  the  river^s  bed 
A  mighty  eygre  rear'd  his  crest. 

And  nppe  the  Lindiii  raging  sped. 
It  swept  with  thunderous  noises  loud  ; 
8hap*d  like  a  curling  snow-white  cloudy 
Or  like  a  demon  in  a  shroud. 

And  rearing  Lindis  backward  pressed 
Shook  all  her  ^emblin^  batiltea  amatoe  ; 

Then  madly  at  the  eygre  s  breast 

Flung  nppe  her  weltering  walk  again. 

Then  buikes  cmdib  downe  with  ruin  and 
root^ — 

Then  beaten  foam  flew  round  about  — 

Then  all  the  mighty  floods  were  out. 
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So  farre,  so  fast  the  ©jgre  dravej 

Tile  heart  had  hardly  ttuie  to  be«it 
Before  a  shallow  ae^thmg  wavie 

Bobbed  in  the  gnLSB«8  at  oure  feet  i 
The  feet  had  liardly  time  to  flee 
Before  it  brake  againfit  the  knee, 
And.  all  the  world  was  in  tbo  Bea. 

Upon  the  roofe  we  sate  that  night. 
The  noise  of  bells  went  sweeniii!?'  bv  t 

I  jnark*d  the  lofty  beacon  ligL 
Stream  from  the  church  to 
high  — 

A  luiid  mark  and  dread  to  nee  : 

And  aw8ome  belU  they  were  t 

That  in  the  dark  rang  *<  Kndes 

They  rang  the  sailor  lada  to  g- 
From  roofe  to  roofe  who  fei 
And  I  —  my  Bonne  wan  at  my  i 
And  yet  the  ruddy  beacon  gfoi 
And  yet  he  moan  d  beneath  hh  nreaUif 
"  O  come  in  life,  or  come  in  death  i 

0  lost  I  my  love,  Elizabeth." 

And  didst  thou  visit  him  no  more  ? 

Thou   didst,  thou  didst,  my    daughter 
deare  ; 
The  waters  laid  thee  at  his  doore, 

Ere  yet  the  early  dawn  was  clear. 
Thy  pretty  balms  in  fast  embrace, 
The  ufted  sun  shone  on  thy  face, 
Downe  drifted  to  thy  dwelling-place. 

That  flow  str«3w'd  wrecks  about  the  grass, 
That    ebbe    swept    out    the    flocks    to 
sea  ; 

A  fatal  ebbe  and  flow,  alas  I 

To  manye  more  than  myne  and  mee  ; 

But  each  will  mourn  his  own  (she  saith)  ; 

And  sweeter  woman  ne'er  drew  breath 

Than  my  sonnets  wife,  Elizabeth. 

1  shall  never  hear  her  more 
By  the  reedy  Lindis  shore, 
«Cusha!  Cusha!  Cusha !  "  calling, 
Ere  the  early  dews  be  falling  ; 

I  shall  never  hear  her  song, 
*'  Cusha  I  Cusha  I "  all  along 
Where  the  sunny  Lindis  floweth, 

Goeth,  floweth  ; 
From  the  meads  where  melick  g^weth, 

When  the  water  winding  down, 

Onward  floweth  to  the  town. 


^ 


I  shall  never  see  her  more 

Where  the  reeda  and  rushes  qoiveTi 

Sbtverj  quiver  ; 
Stand  beside  the  sobbing  river , 
Sobbiogf  throbbing,  in  iu  falllDg 
To  Ihe  sandy  loneaouie  »hore  ; 
I  shall  never  bear  her  calling, 
**  Leave  your  meaiiow  gfasaes  mellair. 

Mellow,  mellow  ; 
Outt  yonr  cowslips,  cowslips  yellow  ^ 

0  uppe,  Whitefoot,  coine  uppe,  light* 
foot ; 

ytnir  pipes  of  parsley  hollow, 

HoHow,  hollow; 
e  uppe,  Light  foot,  rise  and  follow  ; 

Lightfoot,  Whittiiooi^ 

1  your  clovers  lift  the  head  i 
B  uppe,  Jetty,  follow,  follow^ 
r,  to  the  milking  shed/* 

SAILING   BEYOND   SEAS 


Methought     the    stars    were     bHokisf 
bright. 
And  the  old  brig's  sails  unfurlM  ; 
I  said,  **  I  will  sail  to  my  love  this  night 

At  the  other  side  of  the  world." 
I  stepp'd  aboard,  —  we  sailed  so  fast,  — 

The  sun  shot  up  from  the  bourn  ; 
But  a  dove  that  perch*d  upon  the  mast 
Did  mourn,  and  mourn,  and  mourn. 
O  fair  dove  I  O  fond  dove  ! 

And  dove  with  the  white  breast. 
Let  me  alone,  the  dream  is  my  own, 
And  my  heart  is  full  of  rest. 

My  true  love  fares  on  this  great  hill. 

Feeding  his  sheep  for  aye  ; 
I  look*d  in  his  hut,  but  all  was  still. 

My  love  was  gone  away. 
I  went  to  gaze  in  the  forest  creek. 

And  the  dove  moum'd  on  apace  ; 
No  flame  did  flash,  nor  fair  blue  reek 
Rose  up  to  show  me  his  place. 
O  last  love  I   O  first  love  I 

My  love  with  the  true  heart. 
To  think  I   have  come   to  this  your 
home. 
And  yet  —  we  are  apart  I 

My  love  !  He  stood  at  my  right  hand, 
His  eyes  were  grave  and  sweet. 

Methou^^ht  he  said,  **  Jn  this  far  land, 
O,  is  it  thus  we  meet  ? 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H^^^^^^^H       ^^^^^^^^HiBl^ 
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Ah.  maid  most  dear,  I  atn  not  here  ; 

I  climb'd  to  reach  her  cottage  door  ;                 H 

I  liHve  uo  place,  —  no  part,  — 

0  sweetly  my  love  sings  !                                H 

No  dwelling  more  by  sea  or  8hore» 

Like  a  shaft  of'light  her  voice  breaks  forth^      ^M 

But  only  in  thy  heart.** 

My  soul  to  meet  it  sprinp                              ^M 

As  the  shining  water  leap'd  of  old,                  ^H 

When  stirr  d  by  angel  winga.                  ^^^H 

O  fair  clove  !  O  fond  dove  1 

Till  night  ro»e  over  the  boam. 

Tlie  do  re  on  the  nuastf  as  we  sailed  fafit^ 

Aye  longing  to  list  anew,                     ^^^H 

^        Did  mourn,  and  mourUf  and  mourn. 

Awake  and  in  my  dream,                ^^^H 

1 

But  never  a  song  she  sang  like  thiB^           ^| 

I 

Sewing  her  long  white  seam*           ^^^H 

■  THE   LONG  WHITE   SEAM 

^^^^M 

■ 

Fair  fall  the  lights,  the  harbor  Ughtt,        ^^H 

^m^  came  round  the  harbor  buoy. 

That  brought  me  in  to  thee,                           ^^| 

^tt*he  UghtA  Ijegitn  to  ^Ivnm, 

No  wave  the  laad-loek  d  water  stiiT*d| 

And  jieacc  dro(>  down  on  that  low  roof             ^| 

For  the  sight  that  I  did  »<ee,                           ^M 

The  cragH  were  white  aa  cream  ; 

And    the  voice,   my  dear,   that    rang  m     ^M 

Aikd  I  marked  my  love  by  candle-light 

clear                                                         ^M 

Sewing  her  long  white  sunni. 

All  for  the  lore  of  me.                                   ^H 

It  *»  aye  sewing  ashore,  my  dear, 

For  0,  for  0,  with  brows  bent  low             ^M 

Watch  and  ateer  at  sea, 

By  the  candle's  flick u ring  gleam,            ^M 
Her'wedding  gown  it  was  she  wrought,      ^t 

^k    It  'a  reef  and  furl,  and  haul  the  line, 

■       Set  tail  and  think  of  thee. 

Sewing  the  long  white  seam.                  ^M 

^B                    iloBtre  Uya 

)ptr  ^o^a                           ^H 

ROSSING  THE  BLACKWATER 

Tlieir  spears  were  bristling                   ^^^H 

A.  n,  1603 

On  th*  other  bank  :                           ^^H 
Tet  we  stood  steady,                            ^^^H 
And  each  good  bhtde,                          ^^^H 

We  stood  so  steady, 

All  under  fire, 

Ere  the  mom  did  fade,                       ^^^H 

We  stood  BO  steady. 

At  their  life-blood  dmnk.               ^^H 

Our  long  spears  ready 

^^^H 

To  vent  our  ire  : 

"  Hnrrab  !  for  Freeilom  1  **                   ^^H 

To  dash  on  the  Saxon, 

Came  from  our  van,                          ^^^^| 

Our  mortal  foe, 

"  Hurrah  !  for  Freedom  I                       ^^H 

And  hiy  him  low 

Our  swords  ^  we  *U  feed  'em            ^^^| 

In  the  bloody  mire. 

As  best  we  can  —                             ^^^^B 

With  vengeance  we  *ll  feed  'em !  *           ^H 

'Twas  by  Blackwater, 

Then  down  we  crashed,                         ^^^^^ 

When  snows  were  white, 

Through  the  wild  ford  duh'd,           ^^H 

T  was  by  Bkckwater, 

And  the  fray  hegmn.                        ^^^| 

Our  foe&  for  the  slaughter 

^^^H 

Stood  full  in  sight  i 
But  wc  were  ready 

Horses  to  horses,                               ^^^| 

And  man  to  man  :                           ^^^^^ 

With  our  long  spears, 
K       And  we  had  no  tears 

OVr  dying  horses,                               ^^^H 
And  blood  and  corses,                        ^^^B 

■           Bat  we  *d  win  the  fight 

O'SulIivaiu                                       ^^H 

■ 

Our  general,  tliunder'df                       ^^^^| 

H       Tlieir  bidleta  caine  whistling 

And  we  were  not  slack                        ^^^H 

H            Vfou  onr  rank, 

To -sky  at  his  hack                             ^^H 

H       Their  bullets  came  whistling, 

Till  the  flgUt  beg«a*                      ^^^H 
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O,  how  we  scattered 

The  foemen  then,  ^— 
Slaughtered  and  scatt^r'd, 
And  chased  and  ahatter'd^ 

By  fihore  and  glen  ! 
To  the  wall  of  Mpyallt} 
Few  fled  that  daj  : 
Will  they  bar  our  way 
When  we  come  again  ? 


Our  dead  fibres  we  buried, 

They  were  but  few* 
Oar  dead  freres  we  buri^ 
Where  the  dark  waves  hurriedp 

And  flash 'd  and  fi^w  i 
0  «weet  be  their  Bluniber 
Wlio  thus  have  died 
lu  the  battle's  tide, 

luisfail,  for  you  f 


TO  GOD  AND   IREU 

I  BIT  beside  my  darling's  j  A 

Who  in  the  prison  died 
And  though  my  tears  faJ^ 

I  think  of  bim  with  pi 
Ay,  softly  fall  tny  teara 
For  one  to  God  aud  Irehiuu  kruc. 

"  I  loTC  iny  God  o'er  all,  "be  said, 
"  And  then  I  love  my  land, 

And  next  I  love  my  Lily  sweet, 
Who  pledged  me  her  white  hand  ; 

To  each  —  to  all  —  I  *m  ever  true, 

To  God,  to  Ireland,  and  to  you." 


ffo  tender  nurse  bis  bard  bed  smcKJth'c 

Or  stjftlj  raifi'd  hii  hea^l  ; 
Se  fell  asleep  and  woke  in  heayea 

Ere  I  knew  he  was  dead  ; 
Tet  why  should  I  mv  darling  me  f 
ie  wa$  to  God  and  Ireland  true, 


Ob,  *t  is  a  glorious  memory  \ 
I  'm  prouder  than  a  queen. 

To  flit  besidi^  my  hc?rt)*M  grave 
And  think  on  what  has  been  ; 

And,  O  my  darling,  I  am  true 

To  God  —  to  Ireland  —  and  to  you  I 


I 


i^amilton  %ihi 


REMEMBER  OR   FORGET 

I  SAT  beside  the  streamlet, 

I  watch'd  the  water  flow. 
As  we  together  watch'd  it 

One  little  year  ago  : 
The  soft  rain  pattered  on  the  leaves. 

The  April  grass  was  wet 
Ah  !  folly  to  remember ; 

'T  is  wiser  to  forget. 

The  nightingales  made  vocal 

June^s  palace  pav*d  with  gold  ; 
I  watch*d  the  rose  you  gave  me 

Its  warm  red  heart  unfold  ; 
But  breath  of  rose  and  bird's  song 

Were  fraught  with  wild  regret. 
'T  is  madness  to  remember  ; 

'T  were  wisdom  to  forget. 

I  stood  among  the  gold  com, 
Alas  I  no  more,  I  knew. 


To  gather  gleaner's  measure 
Of  the  love  that  fell  from  you. 

For  me,  no  gracious  harvest  — 
Would  God  we  ne'er  had  met ! 

T  is  hard,  Love,  to  remember,  but 
'T  is  harder  to  forget. 

Tlie  streamlet  now  is  frozen, 

The  nightingales  are  fled. 
The  cornnelds  are  deserted. 

And  every  rose  is  dead. 
I  sit  beside  my  lonely  fire, 

And  pray  for  wisdom  yet  ? 
For  calmness  to  remember. 

Or  courage  to  forget. 

THE    DANUBE  RIVER 

Do  you  recall  that  night  in  June, 

Upon  the  Danube  river  ? 
We  listen'd  to  a  L&ndler  tune, 

We  watch'd  the  moonbeams  quiver. 


^^H 

aId£  — i 

5KIPSEY 

329         1 

I  oft  since  then  have  watchM  the  mooQ, 

When  stars  upon  thy  pillow  shiJie,                     1 

But  uever,  love,  oh  !  never. 

At  thy  heart's  door  I  stand  and  beat,                     1 

Can  I  forget  tliat  night  in  June, 

Though  we  are  parted.        ^J 

Adown  the  Danube  river. 

^^H 

THE  FORSAKEN                   ^1 

Our  boat  kept  meunre  with  ita  oar, 

The  music  roue  in  anatches, 

She  sat  beside  the  mountain  springs,             ^^M 

From  peasants  dancing  on  the  ahore 
With  boisterous  sougs  and  catches. 

Her  feet  were  on  the  water's  brinks            ^^M 

And  oft  she  wept  when  she  beheld                  ^^M 

I  know  not  why  that  LHudler  rang 

The  birtls  tlmt  lighted  there  to  drink  ;        ^^ 

Through  all  my  soul  —  but  never 

She  wept :  but  as  they  spre^id  their  wings,            1 

^jLu  I  forget  the  songs  they  euiug 

Her  sweet  voice  followed  them  on  high  »            1 

Adown  the  Danube  river. 

**  He  will  return  —  I  know  him  well ;                    1 

He  would  not  leave  me  here  to  die."           ^^fl 

WHEN  WE  ARE   PARTED 

^^M 

And  there  she  sati  as  months  roird  on,           ^^M 

Whex  we  are  parted  let  me  lie 

Unmindful  of  the  cliauging  year  ;               ^^M 

In  some  far  comer  of  thy  heart. 

She  heeded  not  the  sun,  or  snow,                     ^^| 

Silent,  and  from  the  world  apart, 

All  seasons  were  alike  to  her.                        ^^M 

Like  a  forgotten  melody  : 

She  looked  upon  the  frozen  stream,                 ^^| 

Forgotten  of  the  world  beside. 
Cherished  by  one,  and  one  alone. 

She  listened  to  the  night  bird's  cry  :             ^^M 
**  He  will  return  —  I  know  him  well ;             ^^M 

For  some  lov'd  memory  of  its  own  ; 

He  would  not  leave  me  here  to  die.'*          ^^M 

So  let  me  in  thy  heart  abide 

^^M 

When  we  are  parted. 

And  still  she  aits  beside  the  springs,               ^^M 

And  combs  the  gold  drips  of  her  hair ;       ^H 

Tf^Tien  we  are  parted,  keep  for  me 

Red  berries  for  a  bridal  crown                         ^^M 

The  sacred  stilhjt?ss  of  the  night ; 

At  early  mom  she  nlaces  tliere.                   ^^M 
At  every  shadow  on  the  grass                          ^^M 

That  hour,  sweet  Love,  is  mine  by  right ; 

IjCt  others  claim  the  day  of  thee  I 

She  starts,  and  murmurs  with  a  ligh*          ^^| 

The  cold  world  sleepitig  at  our  feet. 

**  He  will  return  —  I  know  him  well  ;             ^^M 

My  spirit  shall  discourse  with  thine  ;  — 

He  would  not  leave  me  here  to  die.  **         ^^H 

Sio^epi)  Mi90ti?                                 ^ 

MOTHER  WEPT 

''  May  he,'*  many  »  go«iiip  cried,                ^H 

*•  Be  from  peril  kept  i  **                        ^H 

Mother  wept,  and  father  sighM ; 

Father  hid  his  face  and  sighed«                ^^M 

With  delight  a-gluw 
Cried  the  kd,  **  To-morrow,"  cried, 

Mother  turned  and  wept.                     ^^M 

^H 

"To  the  pit  I  go." 

THE  DEWDROP                   ^M 

Up  and  down  the  place  he  sped, 
Greeted  old  and  young, 

Ah,  be  not  vain.     In  yon  flower-bellj        ^^M 

As  rare  a  |»f  arl^  did  I  anpear,                  ^^M 
As  ever  grcm  in  ocean  shelC                        ^^^ 

Far  and  wide  the  tidings  sprejid. 

CkppM  his  hands  and  sung. 

To  dangle  at  a  Helenas  ear.                     ^^M 

Came  his  cronies,  some  to  gasa 

So  was  I  till  a  cruel  bUst                              ^H 

Rapt  in  wonder ;  some 

Arose  and  swept  me  to  the  groundt         ^H 

Free  with  counsel  ;  some  with  praise  ; 

When,  in  the  jewel  of  the  past,                     ^H 

Some  with  envy  dumb. 

Earth  but  a  drop  of  watisr  loimd*           ^H 
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THE   BUTTERFLY 

Thk  butterfly  frora  flower  to  flower 
The  urehiu  chaa'd  ;  aud,  wheu  at  lait 


He  caught  it  in  my  ladv*s  bower^ 
He  cried,  '<  Ha,  ba  1  *^  and  held  it 


fast 


THE   ISLAND  OF  SHA 

Yis,  Cara  mine,  I  know  tlmt  1  f 

Upon  the  sensbore  soor 
And  watch  the  wavea  that  dii 
strand. 

And  the  immortal  moon. 

One   mew  will    hover  'mid    the  f 

damp 

Tlmt  clogs  the  bi^eexes  there, 
One  star  suspend  her  solitary  lamp, 
High  in  the  viewless  air. 

My  straining  eyes  will  mark    a    distant 
oar, 

Grazing  the  supple  sea, 
And  a  light  pinnace  speeding  to  the  shore, 

And  in  it  thou  wilt  be. 

The  empty  veins  with  life  no  more  are 
warm, 

The  eyes  no  longer  shine, 
The  pale  star  gazes  through  the  pallid  form. 

What  matter  ?  thou  art  mine. 

The  Love  which,  while  it  walk'd  the  earth, 
could  meet 
No  place  to  lay  its  head. 
Now  reigns  unchallenged  in  the  winding- 
sheet, 
Nor  fears  its  kindred  dead. 

For  Love   dwells  with   the   dead,  though 
more  sedate, 

Chasten'd,  and  mild  it  seems  ; 
While  Avarice,  Envy,  Jealousy,  and  Hate, 

With  them  are  only  dreams. 

I  step  into  the  boat,  our  steady  prore 
Furrows  the  still  moonlight ; 

The  sea  is  merry  with  our  plashine  oar. 
With  our  quick  rudder  white. 


Awhile  he  langb'^d,  but  MOon  he  wept, 
WhL'&  looking  at  the  prize  Im  'd  i^u^hl 

He  fotiud  he  had  to  ruin  swept 
The  very  glory  be  had  sought. 


IfCI 

i  haa  pa 
Well  ^ 


nd  haa  passed  thy  lipSi  but  yet  I  \mcm 

'"  "  where  ouj*  eonrse  will  be  ;         | 
lave  tbe  wom*out  world— ^b  It  uot 
BO  ?  — 

The  Lmeorrupted  sea 


isSj  and  g^m  some  isle  in  whose  swett 
shade 
Even  Slavery  is  free  ; 
AniL  ^areleaa  Care  on  smoothest  rofie-leafef 

kid 
Becomes  Tranquillity. 

Far,  far  the  haunts  where,  rob'd  in  gory 
weeds. 
Grim  War  his  court  doth  hold, 
And    mumbling    Superstition    counts    his 
beads, 
And  Avarice  his  gold. 

But  Love  and  Death,  the  comrades  and  the 
twins. 
Uninterrupted  reign  ; 
Where   is   it  that  one   ends  and  one  be- 
gins ? 
And  are  they  one  or  twain  ? 

And  all  is  like  thy  soul,  pensive  and  fair, 
Veil'd  in  a  shaaowy  dress. 

And  strewn  with  gems  more  rich  were  they 
more  rare. 
And  steep'd  in  balmineas. 

No  drossy  shape  of  earthliness  appears 
On  the  phantastic  coas^ 

No  grosser  sound  strikes  the  attuned  ean 
Than  footfall  of  a  ghost. 

Seclusion,  quiet,  silence,  slumber,  dreams. 
No  murmur  of  a  breath  ; 

The  same  still   image   on   the   same  still 
streams. 
Of  Love  caressing  Death. 
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So    lei    118    liaBteti,    Love  I      Our   steady 
proro 

Furrows  tbe  still  moonlij^bt ; 
Tbe  sea  is  merry  with  our  pliiithiiig  o.ir, 

Wttb  our  quiek  rudder  white. 


THE   FAIR  CIRCASSIAN 

Forty  Viziers  saw  I  go 
Up  to  tbe  Seraglio, 
Burning,  each  and  every  maHf 
For  the  f  at  CircaAsiait, 

Ere  the  mom  had  disappear*d| 
Every  Vizier  wore  a  beard  ; 
Ere  tbe  afternoon  was  bom, 
Every  Vizier  came  back  sbom. 

**  Let  tbe  man  that  woos  to  win 
Woo  with  an  unhairy  chin  ;  *' 
Thus  she  said»  and  as  she  bid 
Each  devoted  Vizier  did. 

From  tbe  beards  a  cord  she  made, 
Loop*d  it  to  the  balustrade, 
Glided  down  and  weut  away 
To  her  own  Circassia. 

When  the  Sultan  beard,  waxM  be 
8omewhai  wroth,  and  presently 
In  the  ooose  themselves  did  letul 
Every  Vixier  did  suspend. 

Bagea  all,  this  rhyme  who  read, 
GnArd  your  beards  with  prudent  heed. 
And  beware  the  wily  plans 
Of  tbe  fair  Ciroassiaiia. 


THE   BALLAD   OF  THE   BOAT 

Tax  stream  was  smooth  as  glass,  we  said  : 

**  Arbe  and  let  *»  away  j " 
Tbe  Siren  sang  beside  the  boat  that  in  the 

rushes  lay ; 
And  spread  the  sail,  and  strong  the  oar,  we 

gaily  took  our  way. 
When   shall   the   sandv   bar   be    oroes'd? 

When  shall  we  find  tbe  bay  ? 

The  broadening  flood  swells  slowly  out  o*er 

cattle-dotted  plains, 
Tlie  stream  is  strong  and  turbulent,  and 

dork  with  heavy  rains, 


The  laborer  looks  up  to  see  our  shallop 

speed  away. 
When   shall   the   sandy  bar  be    eross'd  ? 

When  shall  we  find  the  bay  ? 

Now  are  the  clouds  like  Bery  shrouds  ;  the 

sun,  superbly  large, 
Slow  as  an  oak  to  woodiuan's  stroke  sinks 

Jlaining  nt  their  nmrge. 
The  waves  are  bright  with  mirror*d  light 

as  jat^inths  on  our  way. 
When  shall   the    sandy  bar  be   crossed? 

When  shall  we  find  tbe  bay  ? 

The  moon  is  high  up  in  the  sky,  and  now 
no  more  we  see 

The  spreading  river's  either  bank,  and 
surging  distantly 

There  booms  a  sullen  thunder  as  of  break- 
ers far  away. 

Now  shall  the  sandy  bar  be  eross'd,  now 
shall  we  find  the  bay  1 

Tbe  seagull  shrieks  high  overhead,  and 

dimly  to  our  sight 
The  moonlit  crests  of  foaming  waves  gleam 

towering  through  the  night. 
We  *ll  steal  upon  the  mermaid  soon,  and 

start  her  from  her  lay* 
When  once  the  sandy  bar  is  crossed,  and 

we  are  in  the  bay. 

What  rises  white  and  awful  as  a  shroad- 

enfolded  ghost  ? 
What   roar  of  rampant  tumult  btifsts  in 

clangor  on  the  coast  ? 
Pull  back  I  pull  back  t     The  raging  flood 

sweeps  every  oar  away. 
O  stream,  is  tliis  thy  bar  of  sand  T   O  boat| 

is  this  the  bay  7 

THE   LYRICAL   POEM 

Passion  tbe  fathomless  spring,  and  words 

the  precipthite  waters, 
Eliytbm  ttie  bank  that  binds  these  to  thei? 

musical  bed. 


THE  DIDACTIC  POEM 

S0CJLLS8S,  eolorless  strain,  thy  words  are 

the  words  of  wisdom. 
Is  not  a  mule  a  mnle>  bear  be  a  boidea  of 

gold? 
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ON   AN   URN 

Both  thou  aiid  I  aHkey  my  Bacchic  um^ 
From  cl«y  are  spvtmg,  and  must  to  clay  re- 
turn ; 
But  happier  fate  this  day  in  mine  and  thinef 
For  I  am  full  of  life,  and  thou  at  wine  ; 
Our  powers  for  mutual  aid  united  be. 
Keep  thou  me  blithe,  aad  flowing  I  ^U  keep 
thee. 

AGE 

I  WILL  not  mil,  or  ^eve  when  i 
Frosts  the  elow^jourueyiDg  blood 

see 
Tbe  loTelier  leaves  hang  yelloi 

tree, 
The  nimbler  brooks  in  icy  fetters  ^ 
Methinka  the  aged  eye,  that  first ' 
The  fitful  ra?agie  of  December  w: 
Then  knew  himaalf  indeed  deai        inre^ft 

child, 
Seeing   the   common  doom,  that  all  com- 

peird. 
No  kindred  we  to  her  beloved  broods, 
If,  dying  these,  we  drew  a  selfish  breath  ; 
But  one  path  travel  all  her  multitudes. 
And  none  dispute  the  solemn  Voice  that 

saith  : 


**  SuUf  to  thy  aetting ;    to  your   ^atomi^ 

woods  ; 
Stream,  to  thy  sea  ;  and  man,  nnio  thr 

death  f" 


TO  AMERICA 

AFTER    READIKG     SOME     UNGENEROUS 
CRITICISMS 

'  though  thy  Muse  the  singer's  ait' 

essay 

ip  now  over-loud,  now  oYer4ow  ? 

ut  the  augury  that  makes  her  so 

}  high  things  she  bath  in  charge  to 

say, 

hall  the  giantess  of  gold  and  clay, 

ilh  two  oceaus,  crowned  with  Arctio 

snow^ 

l*d  with  shining  seas  of  MexjeOt 

'*d  to  trim  proportion  in  a  day  ? 
xuuu  iivt  too  great  I    Thy  miUion-Dillow*d 

surge 
Of  life  bewilders  speech,  as  shoreless  sea 
Confounds  the  rang^g  eye  from  verge  to 

verge 
With  mazy  strife  or  smooth  immensity. 
Not  soon  or  easily  shall  thence  emer^ 
A  Homer  or  a  Shakespeare  worUiy  thee. 


3[o|)n  €obl)untcr 


THE  BANSHEE 

Green,  in  the  wizard  arms 
Of  the  foam-bearded  Atlantic, 
An  isle  of  old  enchantment, 
A  melancholy  isle, 
Enchanted  and  dreaming  lies  : 
And  there,  by  Shannon's  flowing, 
In  the  moonlight,  spectre-thin, 
The  spectre  Erin  sits. 

An  aged  desolation. 

She  sits  by  old  Shannon's  flowing, 

A  mother  of  many  children. 

Of  children  exil'd  and  dead. 

In  her  home,  with  bent  head,  homeless, 

Clasping  her  knees  she  sits. 

Keening,  keening  ! 

And  at  her  keene  the  fairy-grass 
Trembles  on  don  and  barrow ; 


Around  the  foot  of  her  ancient  crosses 
The    grave-grass  shakes    and    the  nettle 

swings  ; 
In  haunted  glens  the  meadow-sweet 
Flings  to  the  night  wind 
Her  mystic  mournful  perfume  ; 
The  sad  spearmint  by  holy  wells 
Breathes  melancholy  balm. 
Sometimes  she  lifts  her  head. 
With  blue  eyes  tearless. 
And  gazes  athwart  the  reck  of  night 
Upon  things  long  past, 
Upon  things  to  come. 

And  sometimes,  when  the  moon 

Brings  tempest  upon  the  deep, 

And  rous'd  Atlantic  thunders    from  his 

caverns  in  the  west, 
The  wolfhound  at  her  feet 
Springs  up  with  a  mighty  bay. 


^^^^^^^^^r^^H 
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And  chords  of  mysterj   sound  from  the 

And   the   Swan,   Fianoula,  wails  o*er  thd    ^J 

wild  harp  at  her  side, 

waters  of  IniAfail,                                    ^^M 

Strung  from  tfae  heart  of  poeta  ; 
1      And  »he  flies  on  the  wingsi  of  tempeat 

Chanting  her  song  of  destiny,                            ^H 

The  rune  of  the  weaving  Fates.                              1 

i      Around  her  shuddering  iftlCf 

And  the  nations  hear  in  the  void  and  quok-          J 

With  gray  hair  streaming  : 

iug  time  of  ni^ht,                                     ^^1 

A  meteor  of  eril  omeOt 

Sad  unto  dawning,  dirges,                                 ^^| 

The  spectre  of  hope  forlorn, 

Solemn  dirges,                                                       ^^M 

Keeniug,  keening  t 

And  snatches  of  bardic  song  ;                           ^^M 

Their  souls  quake  in  the  void  and  quaking     ^^ 

She  keenes,  and  the  strings  of  her  wild 

time  of  night,                                                  1 

harp  shiver 

And  tbey  dream  uf  the  weird  of  kingSy           ^^M 

On  the  gusts  of  night : 

And  tyniniuej)  moulting,  sick                            ^^M 

Moyle  she  keenes« 
O'er  the  »ea  of  Milith,  and  the  Strait  of 

In  the  dreadful  wind  of  change.                       ^^B 

Wail  no  more,  lonely  one,  mother  of  exiles^     ^J 

Strongbow, 

wail  no  more,                                             ^^M 

And  the  Ocean  of  Columbus* 

Banshee  of  the  world  —  no  more  t                    ^^H 

Thy  sorrows  are  the  world*s,  thou  art  no          1 

And  the  Fianna  heart  and  the  ghost  of  her 

more  alone  j                                               ^J 

cloudy  boveriag  heroes  ;                       i 

Thy  wrongs,  the  world's,                                  ^H 

H.  M>t.  M 

m  Cprto^itt                             ^1 

THE   GLORY  OF  MOTION 

And  rolling  and  Bowing  beneath  us  like 

ocean, 

Three  twangs  of  the  horn,  and  they  're  all 

Gray  waves  of  the  high  ridge  and  furrow 

out  of  cover  I 

glide  on, 

Must  brave   you,  old  bulJ-flneh»  that  V 

And  small  flying  fences  in  musical  motion. 

right  in  the  way  I 

Before   us,  beneath   us,  behind   us,  are 

A  ntab,  and  a  bound,  and  a  crash,  and  I  *m 

gone. 

over  I 
They  're  silent  and  racing  and  for'ard 

O  puissant  of  bone  and  of  stnew  availing, 
On  thee  how  I  've  long'd  for  the  brooks 

away  ; 

Fly,  C hurley  1  my  darlmg  t     Away  and  we 

and  the  showers  1 

follow  ; 

0  white-breaated  camel,  the  meek  and  nn* 

There  *s  no  earth  or  cover  for  mile  upon 

failing, 

mile  ; 

To  speed  through  the  gUre  of  the  long 
desert  hqois  1 

We  're  wing'd  with  the  flight  of  the  stork 

and  the  swallow  ; 

And,  bright   little  barba,  ye  make  worthy 

1         The   heart  of  the  eagle  is  ours  for  a 

pretences 

1                whUe. 

To  go  with  the  going  of  Solomon V  tirea  ; 

1 

But  you  stride  not  the  stride,  and  yoo  fly    ^m 

The    pasture>huid    knows    not    of    rough 

not  the  fences  !                                         ^^t 

plough  or  harrow  I 
The  hoo^  echo  hollow  and  soft  on  the 

And  all  the  wide  Hejaz  is  naught  to  the    ^^M 

shires.                                                             J 

sward; 

^J 

The   soul   of    the   horses   goes    into  our 

O  gay  gondolier  !  from  ihy  nigbt-flttting     ^H 
shallop                                                     ^^M 

marrow ; 

My  saddle  's  a  kingdom,  and  I  am  its 

I  have  heard  the  soft  pulses  of  oar  and           | 

loidi 

g^tATi                                                              ^M 
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But   sweeter  the  rliythinicaj   ruflh  of   tbe 
gallop, 
The  fire  iii  the  Buddie,  the  flight  of  the 
star. 
Old    mare,   my    beloved,    no    stouter    or 
faater 
Hath  aver  strode  uoder  a  man  at  his 
need  ; 
Be  glad  I0  the  hand  and  embraoe  of  thj 
0iastcr, 
And  pant  to  the  paaaionatt 
speed* 


RUS    FN   URBE 

PtoETS  lire  singing  the  whole  wor 

Of  May  in  melody,  joys  for  Jiiuis  ^ 
Dusting  their  feet  in  the  careless  clovefj 
And  filling  their  hearts  with  the  black- 
bird's tune. 
The  **  brown   bright   nightingale  "  strikes 
with  pity 
The  sensitive  heart  of  a  count  or  clown  ; 
But  where  is  the  song  for  our  leafy  city, 
And  where  the  rhymes  for  our  lovely 
town  ? 

^'O    for    the    Thames,  and    its    rippling 
reaches, 
Where    almond     rushes,    and     breezes 
sport  I 
Take  me  a  walk  under  Bumham  Beeches  ; 
Give  me  a  dinner  at  Hampton  Court !  " 
Poets,  be  still,  though  your  hearts  I  harden  ; 
We  've  flowers  by  day  and  have  scents  at 
dark. 
The  limes  are  in  leaf  in  the  cockney  garden. 
And  lilacs  blossom  in  Regent's  Park. 

"  Come  for  a  blow,"  says  a  reckless  fellow, 
Bum'd   red  and    brown    by   passionate 
sun  ; 
^  Come  to  the  downs,  where  the  gorse  is 
yellow  ; 
The  season  of  kisses  has  just  begun  I 
Come  to  the  fields  where  bluebells  shiver, 
Hear  cuckoo's  carol,  or  plaint  of  dove  ; 
Come  for  a  row  on  the  silent  river  ; 
Come   to   the   meadows   and    learn    to 
love  I" 


Can  there  e'er  lie  a  thought  to  an  eldexl/ 

pei-son 
So  keen,  bo  Inapiring,  so  hard  to  forget, 

So  fully  adapted  to  break  into  hurg^ou 
As  this  —  that  the  steel  is  n*t  out  of  Mm 

yf  t ; 

That  flying  speed  tickles  one's  brain  with  4 
feather  ; 
That  oue's   horse  can  restoi^   one  tha 
years  that  are  gone  j 
spite  of  gray  winter  and  weariM 
weatherj 
blood  and  the  paoe  carry  on,  cany  onf 


I 


will    come  when    this  wealth 
over 

often'd  color  and  perfect  tone  ^ — 
jLui       ac  *a  better  than  fields  of  clover  ; 
I  »    come    when    blos<K)tniag   May  hai 
flown. 
When  dust  and  dirt  of  a  trampled  city 
Have     dragg'd     the    yellow    laburnum 
down, 
1 11  take  my  holiday  —  more 's  the  pity  — 
And  turn  my  back  upon  London  town. 

Margaret !  am  I  so  wrong  to  love  it, 
This  misty  town  that  your  face  shines 
through  ? 
A  crown  of  blossom  is  wav'd  above  it ; 
But  heart  and  life   of  the  whirl  — '/  tf 
you/ 
Margaret !    pearl !    I    have    sought    and 
found  you  ; 
And,  though  the  paths  of  the  wind  are 
free, 
I  '11  follow  the  ways  of  the  world  aroond 
you. 
And  build  my  nest  on  the  nearest  tree  I 


LILIAN   ADELAIDE    NEILSON 

What  shall  my  gift  be  to  the  dead  one 

lying 
Wrapp'd  in  the  mantle  of    her  mother 

earth? 
No  tear,  no  voice,  no  prayer,  or  any  agh- 

ing, 
Gives  back  her  face  made  beautiful  hj 

birth. 


CLEMENT  SCOTT —  SARAH  WI 


Honor  was  dii6  io  otie   whose  soul   was 
tender^ 
\\lto9e  uature  quickeuM  at  the  toucb  of 
art  ; 
Now  that  the  struggle  *s  over,  God  will  send 
her 
Meroy  aod  peace  to  soothe  ber  troubled 
heart 

Tears  will  be  abed ;  for  who  dare  rabe  the 
Anger 
Of  scorn  when  all  is  buried  In  the  grave  ? 
Some  pity  uear  her  oiemory  will  linger  : 
Upoo  lile^e  Atonny  sea  abe  tcws'd  —  a 
wave  I 

Life^a  weary  hill  abe  bravely  fell  in  breast- 
ing* 
Her  work   was   done ;  '*  Ob,  take    toe 
home,"  abe  aigba ; 


Whisper  it  low,  she  sleeps  not,  "she  is 
resting,"  — 
So  fell  the  curtain  ^  and  she  olos^d  her  eyes. 

The  flowers  she  tov'd  will  deck  the  oroas 
that  shows  us 
Where  all  remains  of  what  was  once  ao 
fair. 
Yes  1  she  is  dead,  bat  still,  perhaps,  abc 
knows  U3 
Who    say  **  Implora    pace  t "  for    oor 
prayer. 

They  gave    love's  playthings,  who  were 
wont  to  win  her. 


As  Juliet  caax'd  to  bappineaa  ber  nnrae  ; 
j^oodtieia  i 

her, 


But  If  who  knew  the  goodtteia  that  was  in 


Place  humbly  on  ber  grave — tbia  leal  of 
veraei 


j&aral|  IDillwnisf 


OMAR  AND  THE   PERSIAN 

The  victor  stood  beside  the  spoil|  and  by 

the  grinning  dend  : 
^The   lana    is  ours,  the  foe  is  ours,  now 

rest,  my  men,  "  he  said. 
But  while  he  spoke  there  caine  a  band  of 

foot-sore,  panting  men  : 
"The    latest   prisoner,  tny    lord,  we  took 

Hm  in  the  glen. 
And   left   behijid  deaid   hostages  that  we 

would  come  again.'* 

The  victor  spoke  :  **  TIiou,   Persian   dog ! 

hast  cost  more  lives  than  thine. 
That  was  thy  will,  and  thou  shuuldst  die 

full  thrice,  if  I  bad  mine. 
Doat  know  thy  fate,   thy  just    reward  ?  " 

The  Persian  bent  his  head, 
^1  know  both  sides  of  victory,  and  only 

grieve/'  be  said, 
"Because   there    will    be    none    to    ftgbt 

^aiujit  thee  when  I  atu  dead. 

^  No  Persian  faints  at  sight  of  Death,  —  we 
know  his  face  too  well,  — 

He  wait*  for  tts  on  mountain  aide,  ia  town, 
or  abciter'd  dell ; 


But  I  crave  a  cup  of  wine,  thy  first  and 

latest  Imjou, 
For  I    have  gi}tie  three  days  athirst,  and 

fear  lest  I  may  swoon, 
Or  even  wrong  mine  enemy,  by  dying  now, 

too  soon.** 

The  cup  was  brought ;  but  ere  be  drank 

the  Persian  shuddered  white. 
Omar  replied,  ♦*  What  fearest  thou  ?    Tb© 

wme  is  clear  and  bright ; 
We  are  no  poisoners,  not  we,  nor  traitors 

to  a  guest. 
No  dart    behind,   nor   dart   within,   shall 

pierce  thy  gallant  breast  ; 
Tiil  thou  hast  draiuM  the  drauglit,  O  to^ 

thou  dost  in  safety  rest." 

The  Persian  stnll'd,  with  parched  lipa,ti|KMl 

the  foe  men  round. 
Then  pour'd   the  precious  iiqnid  out,  uiw 

tasted,  on  the  groiwd. 
'«  TUl  that  is  drunk,  f  live,''  said  he, ''  and 

while  1  live,  I  tight  ; 
So,  see  you  to  yoiir  victory,  for  *f  ia  tutdooe 

this  night  ; 
Omar  the  worthy,  battle   fair  k  but  thj 

godlike  righL" 
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Upsprang  a  wrathful  armj  then,  —  Omar 

r«9trftin'd  them  ftll, 
Upon  no  battle-field  had  rung  more  olea? 

bis  martial  caJl^ 
Tbe  dead  men's  hsdr  beaide  bb  feet  as  bj  a 

breese  was  stirred, 


The  farthest  henchman  in  the   csmi^  the 

noble  mandate  beard  i 
**  Hold  i  if  there   be  a  «icred  thmg^  it  a 

tbe  warrior*H  word*" 


igaxit 


TO   DAPHNE 

Lnre  apple-blossom  J  white  and  n 

Like    haes    of    dawn,    whicb 

Eoon  ; 

Like  bloom  of  peach,  no  softly  ap 

Like  thorn  of  May  aud  ruse  oj 

Oh,  sweet  t  oh^  fair  1  beyond  oon 

Are  Daphne's  cheeks, 
Are  Daphne's  blushing  cheeks,  I  swear. 

That  pretty  tose^  which  comes  and  goes 
Like  April  sunshine  in  the  sky, 


command  it  when  I  choose  — 

how  it  lisea  if  I  cry. 

reet  1  oh^  fair  I  beyond  compaft^, 

Are  Daphne's  cheeks, 
daphne's  blushing  cheeksj  I  swe&r^ 

rhen  it  lies  round  lips  and  eje% 
1  fades  away,  again  to  spring, 
vQTf  sure,  could  ask  for  more 
A  imu  still  to  cry,  and  still  to  sing: 
Oh,  sweet  I  oil,  fair  1   beyond  compaFCf 

Are  Daphjie-g  cheeks, 
Are  Daphne's  blushing  cheeks,  I  swear. 


I 


Xatip  Stnbjerap 


SONNET 

(SUGGESTED   BY   MR.  WATTS'S   PICTURE  OF   LOVE 
AND   death) 

Yea,  Love  is  strong  as  life  ;  he  casts  out 

fear, 
And  wrath,  and  hate,  and  all  our  envious 

foes  ; 
He  stands  upon  the  threshold,  quick  to  close 
The  gate  of  happiness  ere  should  appear 
Death's  dreaded  presence  —  ay,  but  Death 

di'aws  near, 
And  large  and  gray  the  towering  outline 

grows. 
Whose  face  is  veil'd  and  hid  ;  and  yet  Love 

knows 
lull  well,  too  well,  alas  I   that   Death    is 

here. 
Death  tramples  on  the  roses  ;  Death  comes 

in, 
Though  Love,  with  outstretch'd  arms  and 

wings  outspread. 


Would  bar  the  way  —  poor  Love,  who* 

wings  begin 
To  droop,  half-torn  as  are  the  roses  dead 
Already  at  his  feet  —  but  Death  must  win, 
And  Love  grows  faint  beneath  that  ponde^ 

ous  tread  I 


MY   HEART   IS   A   LUTE 

Alas,  that  my  heart  is  a  lute. 

Whereon  you  have  leam'd  to  play  ! 

For  a  many  years  it  was  mute. 

Until  one  summer's  day 
You  took  it,  and  touch'd  it,  and  made  it 

thrill, 
And  it  thrills  and  throbs,  and  quivers  still  1 

I  had  known  you,  dear,  so  long  I 
Yet  my  heart  did  not  tell  me  why 
It  should  burst  one  mom  into  song, 
And  wake  to  new  life  with  a  cry. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^F 

^^^B^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^I^^I^H^^^^^B^^^^I  ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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Like  A  babe  tb^t  sees  the  ligbt  of  the  sun, 

So  no  hand  but  yours  can  win                              1 

And  for  whom  this  great  world   tiaa  just 

And  wake  it  to  minstrelsy  ;                                  1 

begiio^ 

Yet  leave    it    not    sileut    too    long,  nor          1 

alone,                                                              1 

Tour  lute  is  enAhrinM,  eas'd  in, 

Lest    the  strings  should  break,  and   the         J 

Kepi  close  with  love's  magic  key, 

■ 

VARIOUS  DISTINCTIVE  POETS                            H 

Cfiomaj^  450tt}on  ^aht                            H 

OLD  SOULS 

So  well  they  knew  the  olden  note                     ^H 

Few  heeded  what  the  tinker  spake,          ^H 

The  world,  not  btish'd,  laj  as  in  trance  ; 

Though  here  and  there  an  ear  it  Bmot«             ^H 

It  saw  the  future  in  its  van, 

And  scemM  a  sudden  hold  to  take  ;         ^^t 

And  drew  its  riches  iu  advance 

Bat  they  had  not  the  time  to  staj,                   ^^H 

To  meet  the  greedy  wants  of  man  ; 

And  it  would  do  some  other  day.                    ^^M 

Till  length  of  days,  untimely  sped, 

^H 

Left  its  account  unaudited. 

Still  on  his  way  the  tinker  wends,                    ^H 

Though  jobs  be  far  between  and  few  s     ^H 

Th«  sun,  untirM,  still  rose  and  set,  — 

But  here  and  there  a  soul  he  mends                ^H 

Swerv*d  not  an  instant  from  its  beat  ; 

And  makes  it  look  as  good  as  uew*         ^^M 
Once  set  to  work,  once  fairly  hir'd,                 ^^H 

It  had  not  lost  a  moment  yet, 

Nor  nsed  in  vain  its  Ught  and  heat ; 

His  dull  old  hammer  seems  inspired.               ^^M 

But,  as  in  trance,  from  when  it  rase 

^^H 

To  when  it  aatik,  man  crav'd  repose. 

Over  the  task  his  f cAtureji  glow  ;                    ^^M 

He  knocks  away  the  rusty  ilakee ;          ^^M 

A  holy  light  that  shone  of  yore 

He  saw,  despised,  and  left  behind : 

A  spark  Hies  off  at  ever^  blow  ;                     ^^M 

At  every  rap  new  life  awakea.                 ^^M 

His  heart  was  rotting  to  the  core 

The  soul  once  eleansM  of  outwaid  mOt         ^^M 

LockM  in  the  slumbers  of  the  mind  : 

His  subtle  handicraft  begins.                            ^^M 

Not  beat  of  drum,  nor  sound  of  fife, 

^H 

Could  rouse  it  to  a  sense  of  life. 

Like  iron  nnanoeal*d  and  crude,                       ^^M 

The  soul  is  plunged  into  the  blast ;         ^H 

A  cry  was  heard,  inton*d  and  slow, 

To  temper  it,  however  rude,                            ^^M 
T  IS  next  in  holy  water  cast  ;                  ^H 

Of  one  who  had  no  wares  to  vend  : 

And   he   cJl^d  out,    *' Old    souls    to 

Then  on  the  anvil  it  receives                            ^^M 

The  nimblest  stroke  tlie  tinker  gifM.             ^H 

mend!" 

^^H 

Jte  neddled  on  from  door  to  door,  * 
And  looked  not  up  to  rich  or  poor* 

The  tinker's  task  is  at  an  end  :                              1 

Stamped  waa  the  cross  by  that  last  blow           1 

Again  his  crv,  **  Old  souls  to  mend  f  *'                    1 
Is  bearJI  in  accents  dull  and  low.              ^J 

Fia  step  kept  on  as  if  in  pace 

With  some  old  timepiece  in  his  head, 

He  pauses  not  to  seek  his  pay,  —                    ^^M 

llor  ever  did  its  way  retrace  ; 

That  too  will  do  another  day.                         ^H 

Nor  right  nor  left  tumM  he  his  tread, 

^H 

But  utter*d  still  his  tinker's  cry 

One  stops  and  saya,  **  This  soul  of  mine         ^H 

To  din  the  «an  of  passar»<'bj. 

Em  been  a  tidy  piece  of  wart                 ^H 
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But  riist  and  rot  in  it  combme, 

And  DOW  corruption  laj^  it  bare. 
Give  it  a  look  t  there  was  a  day 
Wh^xi  it  the  moruing  hjmu  could  saj,'^ 

The  tinker  looks  iiito  hb  eye, 

And  tiiere  detects  besetting  sitif 
The  deeeut  old-esttiblish'd  lie, 

That  cft^eps  through  all   the    chinks 
within. 
Lank  are  ita  tendrils,  thick  it$ 
And  Hke  a  worm's  nett  coU  tht 

Xrfike  flowers  that  deadly  berries  b< 

His  seed,  if  tended  from  th^ 
Had  grown  in  beauty  with  the 

Like  deodura  drawn  to  Go 
Now,  like  a  dank  and  eiirly  bra^c. 
It  fosters  venom  for  the  su&ke. 

The  tinker  takes  the  weed  in  tow. 

And  roots  it  out  with  tooth  a^  nail  ; 

Hb  labor  patient  to  bestow, 

Lest  like  the  herd  of  uieu  he  fail. 

How  best  to  extirpate  the  weed 

Has  grown  with  him  into  a  creed. 

His  tack  is  steady,  slow,  and  sore  : 

He  plucks  it  out,  despite  the  howl, 

With  gentle  hand  and  look  demure, 
As  cunnin^^  maiden  draws  a  fowl. 

He  knows  the  job  he  is  about, 

And  pulls  till  all  the  lie  is  out. 

**  Now  steadfastly  regard  the  man 

Who  wrought  your  cure  of  rust  and 
'    rot! 

Ton  saw  him  ere  the  work  began  : 
Is  he  the  same,  or  is  he  not  ? 

Tou  saw  the  tinker  ;  now  behold 

The  Envoy  of  a  God  of  old." 

This  said,  he  on  the  forehead  stamps 

The  downward  stroke  and  one  across, 

Then  straight  upon  his  way  he  tramps  ; 
His  time  for  profit,  not  for  loss  ; 

His  task  no  sooner  at  an  end 

Than  out  he  cries,  **  Old  souls  to  mend  I " 

As  night  comes  on  he  enters  doors, 
He  crosses  halls,  he  goes  upstairs, 

He  reaches  first  and  second  floors, 
Still  busied  on  his  own  affairs. 

None  stop  him  or  a  question  ask  ; 

None  heed  the  workman  at  his  task. 


Despite  his  cry,  "  Old  soub  to  mend  I  ^ 
Whitjh  into  dull  expression  breaks^ 

Not  mov'd  are  they^  "or  ear  tbey  lend 
To  him  who  from  old  habit  speaks ; 

Yet  does  the  deep  and  one*ton*d  cij 

Send  thrills  along  eternity. 

He  gads  where  out-door  wretches  walk^ 
Where  outcasts  uuder  arching  creep  3 

A*«rtT»p  tbem  holds  his  simple  talk. 

[e  lets  then)  hear  him  in  their  ^leepb^ 
who  his  name  have  still  denied, 
;&  thetn  see  him  crucified. 

^al  stepg  be  takes  a  stand 

0  light  the  beauties  to  the  ball  \ 

Ids  a  lantern  in  his  band^ 

jid  lets  titia  simple  saying  falL 

deem  him  but  some  sorry  wit 

ig  the  Holy  Spirit's  writ* 

Thcj  know  not  souls  can  rust  and  rot^ 
And  deem  him,  while  be  says  his  say, 

The  tipsy  watchman  who  forgot 

To  call  out,  "  Carriage  stops  the  way  \ " 

They  know  not  w^hat  it  can  portend, 

This  mocking  cry,  "  Old  soms  to  mend  I " 

While  standing  on  the  palace  stone, 
He  is  in  workhouse,  brothel,  jail ; 

He  is  to  play  and  ball-room  gone, 
To  hear  again  the  beauties  rail ; 

With  tender  pity  to  behold 

The  dead  alive  in  pearls  and  gold. 

In  meaning  deep,  in  whispers  low 
As  bubble  bursting  on  the  air, 

He  lets  the  solemn  warning  flow 

Through  jewell'd  ears  of  creatures  fair, 

Who,  while  they  dance,  their  paces  blend 

With  his  mild  words, "  Old  souls  to  mend !  * 

And  when  to  church  their  sins  they  take, 
And  bring  them  back  to  lunch  again, 

And  fun  of  empty  sermons  make, 

He  whispers  softly  in  their  train  ; 

And  sits  with  them  if  two  or  more 

Think  of  a  promise  made  of  yore. 

Of  those  who  stay  behind  to  sup, 

And  in  remembrance  eat  the  bread. 

He  leads  the  conscience  to  the  cup, 
His  hands  across  the  table  spread. 

When  contrite  hearts  before  him  bend, 

Glad  are  his  words,  *'  Old  souls  to  mexid  f ' 


B^^^^^^^I  ^^H 
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The  little  oiicg  bi'fi)re  the  font 

Go  here,  go  there,  they  cite  his  word^                    M 

He  cl4u»ps  withiti  hia  iinii»  to  bless  ; 

White  he  himself  is  nigh  forgot.                ^H 

For  ChUdho^xl's  pint!  ntul  gtiileless  front 

He  hears  them  use  the  name  of  Lord,              ^^M 

Smiles  back  his  ov%'u  sweet  gentleness. 

He  present  though  they  know  him  noti     ^^t 

**  Of  such/'  he  aays,  **  my  kin^om  is, 

Though  he  be  there,  they  vision  lack,                    1 

For  they  betray  uut  wkh  a  kUs," 

And  talk  of  him  behind  his  back.                     ^^fl 

He  goes  to  hear  the  vicars  preach  : 

Such  is  the  Church  and  such  the  State.            ^^B 

They  t!a  not  always  know  hh  fiice, 

Both  set  him  up  and  put  him  dowu^^          1 
Below  the  houses  of  debate,                                     1 

Him  they  pretend  the  way  to  teach, 

And,  H,^  one  absent,  ask  his  grace. 

Above  the  jewels  of  the  crown.                        1 

Not  then  hb  words,  **  Old  souls  to  mend  1 " 

But  when  '< Old  souls  to  mend  1  '*  he  sa^e^       ^M 

Their  spirits  pieroe  or  bosoms  rend* 

They  send  him  off  about  his  ways*                   ^H 

He  goes  to  see  the  priests  revere 

He  is  the  bumble,  lowly  one,                             ^^M 

His  imaffe  as  he  l&v  in  death  : 
They  do  not  know  that  be  is  there  ; 

In  coat  of  ruMty  velveteen,                         ^^H 

Who  to  his  daily  work  has  gone  ;                    ^^M 

1               They  do  not  feel  his  living  breath. 

In  sleeves  of  lawn  not  ever  seen.              ^^M 

Though  to  his  secret  they  pretend 

No  mitre  on  his  forehead  sticks  :                      ^^H 

With  incense  sweet,  old  souls  to  mend. 

His  crown  is  thorny,  and  it  pricks.                   ^^M 

>      He  goes  to  bear  the  grand  debate 

On  it  the  dews  of  mercy  shine  ; 

That  makes  his  own  religion  law  ; 

From  heaven  at  dawn  of  day  they  fell ; 

But  him  the  members,  as  he  sate 

And  it  he  wears  by  right  divine, 

Below  the  gangway,  never  saw. 

Like  earthly  kings^  if  truth  they  tell ; 

They  us'd  his  name  to  ser%e  their  end. 

And  up  to  heaven  the  few  to  send, 

ile  still  cries  out,  ♦*  Old  souls  to  mend  1 "       ^^ 

And  others  left  old  souls  to  mend. 

Before  the  church-exchange  he  stands, 

■ 

'              Where  those  who  buy  and  sell  him,  meet ; 

THE  SIBYL                        ^M 

i      He  sees  his  livings  ohanging  hands, 

■ 

And  shakes  the  dust  from  off  his  feet. 

A  MAID  who  mindful  of  her  playful  time       ^^M 

Blaybe  his  weary  head  he  bows, 

Steps  to  her  summer,  beiiring  childhood    ^^U 

While  from  hit  side  fresh  ichor  flows. 

on 

To  worn  an  V  beauty,  heedless  of  her  prime : 

From  mitred  peers  he  turns  his  face. 

Tlie  early  day  but  not  the  pastime  gone  ; 
She  is  the  Sibyl,  uttering  a  doom 

Where  priests  convoked  in  session  plot^ 

He  would  remind  them  of  his  grace 

Out  of  her  spotless  bloom. 

But  for  his  now  too  bumble  lot  ; 

80  his  dull  cry  on  ears  devout 

She  is  the  Sibyl ;  seek  not,  then^  her  voice  ;  — ^     ^^ 

He  murmurs  sadly  from  without. 

A  laugh,  a  song,  a  sorrow,  but  thy  share,    ^H 

W^ith  woes  at  hand  for  many  who  rejoice         ^^ 

He  goes  where  judge  the  law  defends, 

That  she  shall  utter  ;  that   shall  many          1 

And  takes  the  life  he  can't  bestow^ 

hear;                                                         ^1 

And  soul  of  sinner  recommends 

That  warn  all  hetfts  who  eeek  of  her  their    ^M 

To  grace  above,  but  not  below  ; 

fates,                                                      ^M 

Keserving  for  a  fresh  surpru^e 

Her  love  but  one  awaita.                                   ^^M 

Whom  it  shall  meet  in  Paradi<^, 

^^M 

She  is  the  Sibyl  ;  days  that  distant  lio             ^H 

He  go^B  to  meeting,  where  the  saint 

Beud  to  tlie  promiiie  that  her  word  shall    ^^M 

Exempts  himself  from  deadly  ire, 

give                                                          ^H 

But  in  a  strain  admirM  and  quaint 

Already  has  she  eye*  that  prophesy,                ^^M 

Consigns  all  others  to  the  fire, 

For  of  ber  beauty  sluUl  all  l»eauty  livei        ^^ 

While  of  tjie  dam^i'd  he  mocks  the  howl, 

Unknown  to  her,  in  her  slow  opening  blooi^          J 

And  00  the  ttoker  dro|Mi  bis  soowL 

She  turns  the  leaves  of  doom^                           ^^m 
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FROM  HIS  PARAPHRASE  OF  THE 

rubAiyAt  of  OMAR  khayyAm 

OVERTURE 

Wake  t     For  tbe  Siui  who  scatt^r'd  into 

flight 
'The  stars  before  him  from  th® 
night, 
Diives   aigbt    along    with    tbei^ 
Heflr^D,  and  strikes 
The  Suite's  turret  wilh  a  ihaft  of       it 

Before  the  phantom  of  falae  morti 
Methought  a  Voice  within  the  taw 
**  When     all     the    tenipte    ia    yrts 
within. 
Why  noda  the  dj^wsy  worshipper  outside  ? 

And,  as  the  Cock  crew,  those  who  stood 

he fore 
The    tavern    shouted  —  "Open    then  the 

door  I 
You  know  how  little  while  we  have  to 

stay, 
And,  once  departed,  may  return  no  more." 

PARADISE    ENOW 

With  me  along  the  strip  of  herbage  strown 
That  just  divides  tbe  desert  from  the  sown, 
Where  name  of  slave  and  sultdn  is  for- 
got— 
And  peace    to    Mihmdd    on    his   golden 
throne  I 

A  book  of  verses  underneath  the  bough, 
A  jug  of  wine,  a  loaf  of  bread  —  and  Thou 

beside  me  singing  in  the  wilderness  — 
Oh,  wilderness  were  Paradise  enow  I 

Some  for  the  glories  of  this  world ;  and 

some 
Sigh  for  the  Prophet's  Paradise  to  come  ; 
Ab,  take  the  cash,  and  let  the  credit  go. 
Nor  heed  the  rumble  of  a  distant  drum  I 

Look  to  the  blowing  Rose  about  us  —  "  Lo, 

Laughing,"  she   says,  ''into   the   world  I 

blow. 

At  once  the  silken  tassel  of  mv  purse 

Tear,  and  its  treasure  on  the  garden  throw." 


And  those  who  husbanded  the  golden  gtrm, 
And  thoae  who  flung  it  to  the  windi  like 
rainj 
Alike  to  no  such  auretite  earth  are  turoU 
As,  buried  once,  meu  want  dug  up  ttgnio. 

The   worldly  hope  men  set    their  hearii 
upon 

ashes  —  or  it  prospers  ;  and  anon, 
i  snow  upon  the  desert* &  dusty  fitee^ 
ng  a  little  hour  or  two —  was  gooei 

I  in  thin  battered  cararaUBerai 

9   portals   are   altetnate    Kight  sdA 

f  5ult4n  after  Sultan  with  his  pomp      i 
I  his   destiu'd    hour,  and   went   hia 
way,  I 

They  say  the  lion  and  the  lizard  keep 

The  courts   where  Janishjd  gloried  and 

drank  deep : 
And  Bahrdm,  that  great  hunter  —  the 

wild  ass 
Stamps  o'er  his  head,  but  cannot  break  his 

sleep. 

I  sometimes  think  that  never  blows  so  red 
The  rose  as  where  some  buried  Ctesar  bled ; 

That  every  hyacinth  the  garden  wears 
Dropped  in  her  lap  from  some  once  lovely 
head. 

And  this  reviving  herb  whose  tender  green 
Fledges  the  river-lip  on  which  we  lean  — 

Ah,  lean  upon  it  lightly  I  for  who  knoivs 
From  what  once  lovely  lip  it  springs  ns- 
seen  I 

Ah,  my  Beloved,  fill  the  cup  that  dears 
To-day  of  past  regrets  and  future  fears: 

To-morrow  I  —  Why  to-morrow  I  may  be 
Myself  with  Yesterday's  sev'n    thoosand 
years. 

For  some  we  lov'd,  the  loveliest  and  the 

best 
That  from  hb  vintage  rolling  Time  htf 

prest. 
Have  drunk  their  cup  a  round  or  two  be* 

fore. 
And  one  by  one  crept  silently  to  rest. 
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And  we,  that  uow  make  merry  in  the  room 
They  left,  and  Summer  dresses   in  new 

bloom, 
Ourselves  must  we  beneath  the  couch  of 

earth 
Descend  —  ourselves  to  make  a  couch  — 

for  whom  ? 

Ah,  make  the  most  of  what  we  yet  may 

spend, 
Before  we  too  into  the  dust  descend; 

Dust  into  dust,  and  under  dust,  to  lie. 
Sans  wine,  sans  song,  sans  singer,  and  — 

sans  end! 

THE    MASTER-KNOT 

Up    from    Earth's    centre    through    the 

Seventh  Gate 
I  rose,  and  on  the  throne  of  Saturn  sate. 

And  many  a  knot  unraveird  by  the  road  ; 
But  not  the  master-knot  of  human  fate. 

There  was  the  door  to  which  I  found  no  key ; 

There  was  the  veil  through  which  I  could 

not  see  ; 

Some  little  talk  awhile  of  Me  and  Thee 

There  was  —  and  then  no  more  of  Thee 

and  Me. 

Earth  could  not  answer  ;  nor  the  seas  that 

mourn 
In  flowing  purple,  of  their  Lord  forlorn  ; 
Nor  rolling  Heaven,  with  all  his  signs 
reveald 
And  hidden  by  the  sleeve  of  night  and  mom. 

Then  of  the  Thee  in  Me  who  works  behind 
The  veil,  I  lifted  up  my  hands  to  find 

A  lamp  amid  the  darkness  ;  and  I  heard. 
As  from  Without  —  <«  The  Me  toUhin  Thee 
blind!" 

Then  to  the  lip  of  this  poor  earthen  urn 
I  lean'rl,  the  secret  of  my  life  to  learn  : 
Aud  lip  to  lip  it  murmur'd  —  **  While 
you  live. 
Drink !  —  for,  once  dead,  you  never  shall 
return." 

I  think  the  Vessel,  that  with  fugitive  > 
Articulation  answer'd,  once  did  live. 
And  drink  ;   and  ah  !  the  passive  lip  I 
kiss'd. 
How  many  kisses  might  it  take — and  give ! 


For  I  remember  stopping  by  the  way 

To  viratch  a  Potter  thumping  his  wet  Clay : 

And  with  its  all-obliterated  tongue 
It  murmur'd —  **  Gently,  brother,  gently, 
pray!" 

Listen  —  a  moment  listen  I  —  Of  the  same 
Poor  earth  from  which  that  human  whisper 

came 
The  luckless  mould  in  which  mankind 

was  cast 
They  did  compose,  and  call'd  him  by  the 


And  not  a  drop  that  from  our  oups  we 

throw 
For  earth  to  drink  of,  but  may  steal  below 
To  quench  the  fire  of  anguish  in  some 

eye 
There  hidden  —  far  beneath,  and  long  aga 

THE  PHANTOM    CARAVAN 

And  if  the  wine  you  drink,  the  lip  yoa 
press. 

End  in  what  all  begins  and  ends  in  —  Tes  \ 
Think  then  you  are  To-day  what  Yester- 
day 

You  were  —  To-morrow  you  shall  not  be 
less. 

So  when  the  Anfi;el  of  the  darker  drink 
At  last  shall  find  you  by  the  river-brink. 
And,  offering  his  cup,  invite  your  Soul 
Forth  to  your  Dps  to  quaff  —  you  shall  not 
shrink. 

Why,  if  the  Soul  can  flin?  the  dust  aside, 
And  naked  on  the  air  of  Heaven  ride, 
Wer  't  not  a  shame  —  wer  't  not  a  shame 
for  him 
In  this  clay  carcase  crippled  to  abide  ? 

'T  is  but  a  tent  where  takes  his  one-day's 

rest 
A  Sultdn  to  the  realm  of  Death  addrest ; 
The  SultUn  rises,  and  the  dark  Fenisk 
Strikes,  and  prepares  it  for  another  guest. 

And  fear  not  lest  existence  dosing  your 
Account,  and  mine,  should  know  Uie  like 

no  more  ; 
The  £temal  &Ud  from  that  bowl  has 

pour'd 
Millions  of  bubbles  like  ns,  and  will  poor. 
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When  you  and  I  beliind  the  veil  are  pRst^ 
Oh  but  tU©  lung  long  while  the  world  shali 
last, 
Which  of  our  coming  and  departure  heeck 
Ab  the  Sev%  Seas  should  heed  a  pebble- 

A  moment's  halt  —  a  momentary  taste 
Of  Beins  from  the  well  amid  the  waste  — 
And    lo  I  —  the    phantom    c"— "•—    * — 
reached 
^hs  Kothing  it  set  out  from  ^ 
haate  1 

THE    MOVING    FINGER    WH 

X  tent  my  Soul  through  the  inrip 
8ome  letter  of  that  ofter-Hfe  to 
And  by  and  by  my  Soul  retii 
And  auswer'd  "I  myself  am 
HeU." 

HeaT'ii  but  the  vision  of  fidfilFd  desire, 
And  Hell  the  Bhadow  of  a  soul  on  fire, 
Cast  on    the  darknefis  into  which   oui^ 
selves, 
So  late  emerged  from,  shall  so  soon  expire. 

We  are  no  other  than  a  moving  row 
Of  magic  shadow-shapes  that  come  and  go 
Hound  with   this  sun-illumin'd  lantern 
held 
In  midnight  by  the  Master  of  the  Show; 

Impotent  pieces  of  the  game  He  plays 
Upon  this    checker-board    of  mghts  and 

days  ; 
Hither  and  thither  moves,  and  checks, 

and  slays, 
And  one  by  one  back  in  the  closet  lays. 

The  ball  no  Question  makes  of  ayes  and  noes 

But  right  or  left  as  strikes  the  Player  goes  ; 

And  He  that  toss'd  you  down  into  the 

field. 
He  knows  about  it  all  —  he  knows  —  HE 

knows ! 

The  Moving  Finger  writes  ;  and,  having 

writ, 
Moves  on  :  nor  all  your  piety  nor  wit 

Shall  lure  it  back  to  cancel  half  a  line. 
Nor  all  your  tears  wash  out  a  word  of  it. 


And  that  inverted  bowl  they  call  the  Skji 
Whei^  under  cmwling  cooped  we  live  aod 
die, 
Lift  not  yo&r  hands  to  It  f of  help  —  tm 
It 
Ab  impotently  rolls  as  you  or  L 

AND    YET — ^AND    YET  f 

'^"*  "\  that  Spring  ehould  vayish  witJi  ^ 
rose  1 

Youth's     sweet-scented    tnanuscript 
should  close  1 

nightingale   that    m    the   branches 
Bang, 

leuce,  and  whether  flown  again,  who 
knows  ! 

I  hut  the  desert  of  the  fouiitaln  yieM 
flinipse  —  if  dimly,  yet   indeed,  i^ 

veat'd, 

which  the  fainting  traveller  jBighl 

spring. 
As  spring  the   trampled  herbage  of  the 

Would  but  some  winged  Angel  ere  too  late 
AiTCst  the  yet  unfolded  roll  of  fate, 

And  make  the  stern  Recorder  otherwise 
Enregister,  or  quite  obliterate  ! 

Ah  Love  I  could  you  and  I  with  Him  con- 
spire 

To  grasp  this  sorry  scheme  of  things  entire, 
Would  not  we  shatter  it  to  bits — and 
then 

Re-mould  it  nearer  to  the  heart's  desire  I 


Ton  rising  moon  that  looks  for  ns  again  — 
How  oft  hereafter  will  she  wax  and  wane ; 

How  oft  hereafter  rising  look  for  us 
Through  this  same  garden  —  and  for  one 
in  vain ! 

And  when  like  her,  oh  Sdki,  you  shall  psss 
Among  the   guests  star-scatter'd  on  the 

grass, 
And  in  your  blissful  errand  reach  the 

spot 
Where  i  made  one  —  turn  down  an  empt} 

glass  1 
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SONG   FROM  "PARACELSUS" 

Over  the  sea  our  galleys  went, 
With  cleaving  prows  in  order  brave, 
To  a  speeding  wind  and  a  bounding  wave  — 

A  gallant  armament : 
Each  bark  built  out  of  a  forest-tree, 

Left  leafy  and  rough  as  first  it  grew, 
And  nail'd  all  over  the  gaping  sides, 
Within  aud  without,  with  olack-bull  hides, 
Seeth'd  in  fat  and  suppled  in  flame. 
To  bear  the  playful  billow's  game  ; 
So  each  good  slup  was  rude  to  see, 
Rude  and  bare  to  the  outward  view, 

But  each  upbore  a  stately  tent ; 
Where  cedar-pales  in  sceuted  row 
Kept  out  the  flakes  of  the  danciiie  brine  : 
And  an  awning  droop*d  the  mast  oelow. 
In  fold  on  fold  of  the  purple  fine. 
That  neither  noontide,  nor  star-shine. 
Nor  moonlight  cold  which  nmketh  mad, 

Mifi^ht  pierce  the  regal  tenement. 
When  the  sun  dawn'd,  oh,  gay  and  glad 
We  set  the  sail  and  plied  the  oar  ; 
But  when  the  night- wind  blew  like  breath, 
For  joy  of  one  day's  voyage  more. 
We  sang  together  on  the  wide  sea. 
Like  men  at  peace  on  a  peaceful  shore  ; 
Each  sail  was  loos'd  to  the  wind  so  free. 
Each  helm  made  sure  by  the  twilight  star. 
And  in  a  sleep  as  calm  as  death, 
We,  the  strangers  from  afar, 

Lay  stretch'd  along,  each  weary  crew 
In  a  circle  round  its  wondrous  tent. 
Whence  gleam'd  soft  light  and  curl'd  rich 
scent. 

And,  with  light  and  perfume,  music  too : 
So  the  stars  wheel'd  round,  and  the  darkness 

past, 
And  at  mom  we  started  beside  the  mast. 
And  still  each  ship  was  sailing  fast  I 

One  mom,  the  land  appear'd  I  —  a  speck 
Dim  trembling  betwixt  sea  and  sky  — 
Avoid  it,  cried  our  pilot,  check 

The  shout,  restrain  the  longing  eye  I 
But  the  heaviifg  sea  was  black  behmd 
For  many  a  night  and  many  a  day. 
And  land,  though  but  a  rock,  drew  nigh  ; 
60  we  broke  the  cedar  pales  away. 
Let  the  purple  awning  flap  in  the  wind. 

Ana  a  statue  bright  was  on  every  deck  I 


We  shouted,  every  man  of  ns. 

And  steer'd  right  into  the  harbor  thofly 

With  pomp  and  ptean  glorious. 

An  hundred  shapes  of  lucid  stone  I 

All  day  we  built  a  shrine  for  eaoh-^ 
A  shrine  of  rock  for  every  one  — 
Nor  paus'd  we  till  in  the  westerine  son 

We  sate  together  on  the  beach 
To  sing,  because  our  task  was  done  ; 
When  lo  1  what  shouts  and  merry  songs  ! 
What  laughter  all  the  distance  stirs  ! 
What  raft  comes  loaded  with  its  throngs 
Of  gentle  islanders  ? 
"  The  isles  are  just  at  hand,"  they  cried  ; 

"  Like  cloudlets  faint  at  even  sleeping, 
Our  temple-gates  are  open'd  wide. 

Our  olive-groves  tluck  shade  are  keep- 
ing 
For  the  lucid  shapes  you  bring"  —  they 

cried. 
Oh,  then  we  awoke  with  sudden  start 
From  our  deep  dream  ;  we  knew,  too  late. 
How  bare  the  rock,  how  desolate. 
To  which  we  had  flung  our  precious  freight : 

Yet  we  caird  out  —  "  Depart  ! 
Our  gifts,  once  g^ven,  must  here  abide  : 

Our  work  is  done  ;  we  have  no  heart 
To  mar  our  work,  though  vain  "  —  we  cried. 

CAVALIER  TUNES 

I 

MARCHING  ALONG 

Kentish  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  King, 
Bidding  the  crop-headed  Parliament  swing : 
And,  pressing  a  troop  unable  to  stoop 
And  see  the  rogues  flourish  and  honest  folk 

droop. 
Marching  along,  fifty-score  strong. 
Great-hearted  gentlemen,  singing  this  son^ 

God  for  King  Charles  I  Pym  and  such  carles 
To  the  Devil  that  prompts  'em  their  tre»» 

sonous  paries  ! 
Cavaliers,  up  I     Lips  from  the  cup. 
Hands  from  the  pasty,  nor  bite  take  nor  sup 
TQlyou're  — 

(CWu«) 
Marching  ahng,  Jtfty^ttcore  strong. 
Great-hearted  gendmen^  singing  this  san^ 
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Hampden  to  heU,  and  his  obsequies'  knell 
Serve  Ha^elrig,  Fieunes,  aud  young  Harry 

as  wcUT 
England ,  gowl  cheer  !     Rupert  is  near  ( 
Kentiah  and  loyalists,  keep  we  not  hete, 
(Chomt) 
Marching  alonff^^Ji^-gcore  ttronff^ 
Greathearted  genileTneti,nngmff  tku  soagf 

Tbeiif  God  far  King  Cliarles  I    Vfm  and 

his  snarls 
To  the  Devil  tliat  pricks  oa  itiel 

cnrles  I 
Hold  by  tJie  rightp  you  double  j^ 
So»  onward  to  Nottiugfaain^  fre 

figbt, 

3far€h  we  along,  ^fy'Scon  m 
Greai^hearled  genUemefif  tinging 

II 

GI\'E  A  ROUSE 

King  Charles,  and  who'll  do  him  right 

now  ? 
King  Charles,  and  who's  ripe   for  fight 

now? 
Give    a  rouse :    here  's,  in  hell's  despite 

now, 
King  Charles  I 

Who  gave  me  the  goods  that  went  since  ? 
Who  rais'd  me  the  house  that  sank  once  ? 
Who  help'd  me  to  gold  I  spent  since  ? 
Who  found  me  in  wine  you  drank  once  ? 

(Ch(n-U8) 
King  Charles^   and   who  *U  do    him  right 

nowf 
King   Charles,  and   who  's   ripe  for  Jight 

now  f 
Give  a  rouse :  here  '*,  in  helVs  despite  now. 
King  Charles! 

To  whom  us*d  my  boy  Greorge  quaff  else. 
By  the  old  fool's  side  that  begot  him  ? 
For  whom  did  he  cheer  and  laugh  else, 
While  Noll's  damn'd  troopers  shot  him  ? 

{Chorus) 
King   Charles,   and  who  *U   do    him  right 

now  f 
King   Charles,   and   who  's  ripe  for  fght 

now  f 
Give  a  rouse :  here '«,  in  helTs  despite  now, 
King  Charles/ 


III 

BOOT  AND  SADDLE 

Boot,  ffaddlo,  to  horse,  and  away  I 
Rescue  my  castle  before  the  hot  day 
Brightens  to  blue  from  its  ailrery  gtaj, 

(Chorus) 
Booti  saddle,  to  h&ra,  and  awatf  I 

past  the   suburbs,  a^le^p  aj  you 

say  ; 

'9  the  Mead  iher^,  will  listen  and 

pmy 

s  luck  to  galkats  tMt  strike  up  thd 

lay  — 

(Chorm) 
addUf  tfi  horse,  atid  auMty  /  '* 


1 


imles  o^,  like  a  roebuck  at  bay,        i 

Castle  Brancepetb  the  Roundhead 

array  ; 
Who  -auglifl,  **  Good  fellows  er«  tUis,  by  v 

my  fay,  ^ 

(Chorus^ 
Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  ana  away  !  ** 

Who  ?    My  wife  Gertrude  ;  that,  honest 

and  gay, 
Laughs  when  you  talk  of    surrendering, 

"  Nay  I 
I  Ve  better  counsellors  ;  what  counsel  thejr  ? 

(Chorus) 
*  Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away  I '  '* 


MY   LAST  DUCHESS 

FERRARA 

That  's  my  last  Duchess  painted  on  the 
wall, 

Looking  as  if  she  were  alive.     I  call 

That  piece  a  wonder,  now  :  Frk  Pandolf  6 
hands 

Work'd  busily  a  day,  and  there  she  stands. 

Will 't  please  you  sit  and  look  at  her  ?  I 
said 

"  Frk  Pandolf  "  by  desigfu  :  for  never  read 

Strangers  like  you  that  pictur'd  counte- 
nance, 

The  depth  and  passion  of  its  earnest  glance. 

But  to  myself  they  tum'd  (since  none  pots 
by 

The  curtain  I  have  drawn  for  yoo,  but  1} 
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knd  seewM  as  ihej  would  ask  me,  if  thej 

durst. 
How  Biich  a  glance  oame  there  ;  80|  not  the 

ttr^^t 
Are  you  to  turn  and  ask  tbua.    Sir,  't  wad 

not 
tier  bus  baud*  A  presence  ooly,  coll'd  that 

8|Xit 

Of  jov  into  tbe  Duchess'  cheek  :  perhaps 
^^'rk  t'auduif  chanced  to  bSlj  **  Her  mantle 

laps 
Jtw    my    lady*8    wrUt    too    much,"    or 

**  Paint 
Miut  never  hope  to  reproduce  the  faint 
(lall-tlush  that  dies  alotig  her  throat : "  such 

ft  tuff 
Was    courtesy,    she    thought,    and    cause 

enough 
For  calling  up  that  spot  of  joy.     She  bad 
A   heart — bow   slxall   I   say?  —  too   soon 

made  glad. 
Too  easily  impressed  ;  she  likM  whatever 
She  look  d  on,  and  her  looks  went  every- 
where. 
Sir,  *t  was  all  one  t   My  favor  at  her  breast, 
The  dropping  of  the  daylight  in  the  West, 
The  bough  of  cherries  some  oflicious  fool 
Bruke  in  the  orchard  for  her^  the  white  mule 
hbe  rode  with  round  the  ten-ace  —  all  and 

each 
Would  draw  from  her  alike  the  approving 

speech, 
Or  blush,  at  least.      She  thank'd  men,  — 

good  I  but  thank'd 
Somehow — I   know  not  how  —  as  if  she 

rank'd 
Ikly  gift  of  a  nbe-hundred -rears-old  name 
VVHth  anybody's  gift.  Who  M  stoop  to  blame 
This  sort  of  tnfUug  ?     Even  IukI  you  skill 
In  speech  —  (which  I  have  not)  —  to  make 

your  will 
"iiuite  clear  to  such  an  one,  and  say,  "  Just 

this 
Jr  that  in  you  disgusts  me  ;  here  yon  miss, 
Qr  there  exceed  the  mark" — and  if  she 

let 
Herself  be  1esson*d  so,  nor  plainly  net 
Her  wits  to  yours,  forsooth,  and  made  ex- 

Lease, 
—  £'eii  then  would  be  some  stooping  ;  and 
I  choose 
Kever  to  stoop*     Oh  air,  she  smll*d,  no 
doubt, 
WheoeVr  1  passed  her ;    but  who  pass'd 
without 


This  grew  ;  I  gave 

There 


Much  the  same  smile  7 

oomiimuds  ; 
Then  all  srailes  stopped  together. 

she  stauds 
As  if  alive.    Will 't  please  you  rise  ?   We  *U 

meet 
The  company  below,  then*     I  repeat. 
The   Count  your  master's  known   manifl> 

cenee 
la  ample  warrant  that  no  just  pretence 
Of  mine  for  dowry  will  be  disallowed  ; 
Thuiigh  his  fair  daughter's  self,  as  1  avow'd 
At  starting,  is  my  object.     Nay,  wo  *1J  go 
Together    down,    sir*       Notice    NeptnnOt 

though, 
Taming  a  sea-horse,  thought  a  nuitj. 
Which  Claus  of  Iniisbrudc  oast  in  broaitt 

for  me  ? 


INCIDENT  OF  THE  FRENCH 
CAMP 

You  know,  we  French  stormM  Ratisbon  : 

A  mile  or  so  away 
On  a  little  mound,  Napoleon 

Stood  on  our  storming-day  ; 
With  neck  out-thrust,  you  fancy  how« 

Legs  wide,  arms  locked  behind. 
As  if  to  balance  the  prone  brow 

Oppressive  with  its  mind. 

Just  as  perhaps  he  mus'd  *'  My  plant 

That  soar,  to  earth  may  fall. 
Let  once  my  army  It^advr  Lannei 

Waver  at  yonder  wall, "  — 
Out  'twixt  the  battery  smokes  there  flew 

A  rider,  bound  on  liouud 
FulUg^vllopiug  ;  nor  bridle  drew 

Until  he  reach'd  the  mound. 

Then  off  there  flung  in  smiling  joj. 

And  held  himself  erect 
By  Just  his  borse*s  manCi  a  boy  : 

\  ou  hardly  could  suspect  — 
(So  tight  he  kept  bis  lips  compresa*d« 

Scarce  any  blood  oame  through) 
You  look'd  tnric^  ere  yon  saw  his  breast 

Wns  all  but  shot  tn  two. 

"Well,"   cried   he.   «Enip«ron   hy   God'l 
grace 

We  *ve  got  yon  Ratisbon  f 
The  Marshal  *»  in  the  market-place, 

And  you  11  be  f^ 


; 
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To  neB  ypur  flag-btrd  flap  hii  vana 

Where  I^  to  Ktart^s  desire. 
Perch'd  him  I "     The  chiefs  ejt  flash'd  ; 
hts  pljyiH 

Soar'd  up  ag»in  like  ibe. 

The  chiefs  eje  flushed  ;  hut  prt^eently 

Softeird  itself,  as  sheathes 
A  film  the  motheF-eagle's  eve 

When  her  briiis-d  eaglet  btcftthe*. 
<  You  're  womided  I "   "  Nay/'  the  soldier^s 
pride 
Tonch'd  to  the  quick,  hi 
"I  'm  kill'd.  Sire  I  "     Am 
Smiling  the  boj  fell  dei 

IN   A   GONDO 


He  mngi 


hem 


X  SEKD  mj  heart  up  to  theei  \ 

la  this  my  aiiigiug* 
Fqi  the  stars  help  ine,  and  the  sea  beazs 
]);irt.  ; 
The  very  night  is  clinging 
Closer  to  Venice'  streets  to  leave  one  space 

Above  me,  whence  thy  face 
May  light   my  joyous  heart  to  thee   its 
dwelling-place. 

Slie  speaks 

Say  after  me,  and  try  to  say 

My  very  words,  as  if  each  word 

Came  from  you  of  your  own  accord, 

In  your  own  voice,  in  your  own  way  : 

"  This  woman's  heart  and  soul  and  brain 

Are  mine  as  much  as  this  gold  chain 

She  bids  me  wear  ;  which     (say  again) 

''  I  choose  to  make  by  cherishing 

A  precious  thing,  or  choose  to  fling 

Over  the  boat-side,  ring  by  ring." 

And  yet    once    more   say   ...   no   word 

more  I 
Since  words  are  only  words.    Give  o'er  I 

Unless  you  call  me,  all  the  same, 

Familiarly  by  my  pet  name, 

Which  if  the  Three  should  hear  you  call. 

And  me  reply  to,  would  proclaim 

At  once  our  secret  to  them  all. 

Ask  of  me,  too,  command  me,  blame  — 

Do,  break  down  the  partition-wall 

'Twixt  us,  the  daylight  world  beholds 

Cnrtain'd  in  dusk  and  splendid  folds  ! 


What 's  left  hut  —  all  of  me  to  tsiMe  ? 

I  am  the  Three*s  ;  prevent  the  in,  sbke 
Your  thirst  !  *T  is  said,  the  Anib  fiag«^ 
III  pHictisiiig  with  gems,  cbh  kwse 
Tbeir  subtle  spirit  in  his  cruce 
And  leave  but  ashes  r  so,  sweet  niiig«^l 
Leave  them  my  ashes  when  thy  use 
Sueks  uut  my  soul,  thy  heritnge  \ 

He  dng^ 

^mt  we  glide,  and  past,  and  past ! 

What  'a  that  poor  Agn^sie  aoing 
^ere  they  make  the  shutt«?fE  fiuit  ? 

Gray  Zanobi  's  just  a- wooing 
To  his  couch  the  purchased  bride  i 

Past  we  glide  t 

?kst  we  glide,  and  paat,  and  past  I 

Why  '»  the  Pucci  Palace  daring 
jUce  a  beaeou  to  the  bla^t  ? 

Guests  by  hundreds,  not  one  cAnng 
f  the  dear  host's  neck  were  wiied ; 

P^t  we  glide  I 

She  sings 

The  moth's  kiss,  first  I 

Kiss  me  as  if  you  made  believe 

You  were  not  sure,  this  eve, 

How  my  face,  your  flower,  had  purs'd 

Its  pet^s  up  ;  so,  here  and  there 

You  brush  it,  till  I  g^w  aware 

Who  wants  me,  and  wide  ope  I  burst 

The  bee's  kiss,  now  I 
Kiss  me  as  if  you  enter'd  gay 
My  heart  at  some  noonday,  — 
A  bud  that  dares  not  disallow 
The  claim,  so,  all  is  render'd  up. 
And  passively  its  shatter'd  cup 
Over  your  head  to  sleep  I  bow. 

He  sings 

What  are  we  two  ? 

I  am  a  Jew, 

And  carry  thee,  farther  than  friends  < 

pursue. 
To  a  feast  of  our  tribe; 
Where  they  need  thee  to  bribe 
The  devil  that  blasts  them  unless  he  imb 
Thy  .  .  .     Scatter  the  vision  for  ever  I  ^ 

now. 
As  of  old,  I  am  I,  thou  art  thou  I 


^^^^^^^H 

^^H 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^I^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 
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Nor  stop  till,  where  the  cold  sea  ravea           ^^H 

TiilCr, 

fiy  Li(h/s  wet  accursed  graves,                       ^^^H 

ftboFe  where  the  destiDtea  Imr 

They  scoop  mine,  roll  me  to  itd  brink*         ^^^H 

their  full  pUy 

And  .  .  «  on  thy  breast  1  sink  1                   ^^^H 

ier  ray 

^^^^H 

^Iti  otie  aiuioiuice  there  b  wither- 

She  replies,  mu$ing                      ^^H 

8cjitter  the   visiou   for  ever  1 

Dip  your  arm  o^er  the  boat  aide,  elbow*^^^H 

now. 

deep,                                                     ^^H 

;  am  I,  thou  art  thou  \ 

As  I  do  :  thus  :  were  death  so  unlike  sleep/^^^l 

Caught  this  way  7     Death  *s  to  fear  from        V 

He  muses 

flame  or  steel,                                               H 

Or  poison  doubtless  ;  but  from  water —         H 

prere  belt,  to  roam  or  rest  7 

feell                                                            ■ 

kp  or  the  water's  breast  ? 

^H 

reltow  imllet-sbeaTes, 

Go  find  the  bottom  I    Would  you  stay  me  ?       ^| 

fuuiii  iihiiUowa,  just 

There  I                                                          ■ 

tep-lilj  leaves, 

Now  pluck  a  great  blade  of  that  ribbon^  ^^H 

m  Death't  blaek  fingers,  thnuit 

grans                                                     ^^H 

1,  whom  release  he  must ; 

To  plait  in  where  the  foolish  jewel  was,      ^^^H 

were  best  od  Summer  eves  7 

I  tiuug  away  :  stnoe  you  have  prais'd  Qtf '^^H 

hair,                                                            ^M 

He  speaks^  musing 

*T  is  proper  to  be  cbotce  in  what  I  wear*            ^M 

3ould  thought  of  mine  improve 

Hiipeaki                                H 

lioiilder  let  there  spring 

Row  home  7  must  we  row  borne?  Too  surely         H 

"om  thU,  another  wing  ; 

Know  I  where  its  front  *s  demurely                      ^| 

t    lees    and    feet,    shall    move 

Over  the  Giiid**cca  piFd  ;                               ^^^B 

1 

Window  lust  with  window  mating,  ^^^^1 
Door  on  door  exactly  waiting,                      ^^^^| 

must  they  spring,  to  bleud 
flesh,  but  I  intend 

All  *s  the  set  face  of  a  child  :                        ^^^^| 

deepen  to  the  end. 

But  behbd  it,  where  *s  a  trace                     ^^^^^| 

to  biimiug  gold, 

Of  tho  staidness  and  reserve,                       ^^^H 

ings  crescent- wis©  enfold 

And  formal  lines  without  a  curve^               ^^^^H 

3l  self,  from  *nt*ath  your  feet 

In  the  aanie  child's  playing^face  7                ^^^H 

r  head,  where,  \l\  they  meet 

No  two  windows  look  one  way                     ^^^H 

ion  sword-blade*  hiirrd 

0*er  the  small  sea- water  thread                   ^^^^H 

t>m  you  to  the  worhl  \ 

Below  them.     Ah,  the  autumn  da^             ^^^H 

thou,  th«  only  '^eal  I 

I,  paasing,  saw  you  overhead  t                      ^^^H 

iway  tills  m»d  ideal 

First,  out  a  cloud  of  curtain  blew,                 ^^^H 

Dor  inotious  to  depart  f 

Then  a  sweet  cry,  and  last  came  yoo^       ^^^H 

tfow,  stay  ever  aa  thou  aii  \ 

To  catch  your  lory  that  muat  oeeda                   ^B 

Eftcape  just  then,  of  all  times  then,              ^^^^M 

Stiil  Atf  musu 

To  ueask  a  tall  plant's  fleecy  seeds  ^^^H 
Ana  make  me  happiest  of  men.                    ^^^1 

i  Three  should  catch  at  last 

I  soarce  eoidd  breathe  to  see  you  reaoh             ^H 

jar  ?     While  there  'a  ciist 

So  far  Imck  o'er  the  balcony,  ^^^H 
To  t?atch  him  ere  he  olimb*d  tocj  high           ^^^H 

c  about  mv  head,  and  fast 

m  me,  llimsetf  has  past 
brou^h  mv  back  ;  1  reel ; 
1  it  tuuu  r  feel  ? 

Aliove  you  in  the  Smyrna  jiem^h,                  ^^^^M 

That  quick  the  round  smooth  cord  of  gol^^^^H 

This  coird  hair  on  your  head,  unroll  d,        ^^^H 

Fell  down  you  like  a  gorgtK)n)i  Mtake            ^^^^| 

B  these  three  godless  knaves, 

The  Roman  girU  were  wont,  of  old,             ^^^^M 

Hirob  that  saitita  and  saves^ 

When  Rome  there  waSt  for  eoolneia*  sake  ^^^H 
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To  kt  lie  curling  o-er  Iheb  bo^oma. 

Dear  lorj,  maj  \\h  Ijeak  retiuii 

Ever  its  delicate  rose  stain » 

Aa  if  the  wounded  lotus-bloBsoms 

Had  marked  their  title f  to  know  again. 

Stay  longer  yet,  for  otbera^  sake 

Tliaa  mine  1    What  should  your  chamber 

do? 
• — With  all  its  rarities  that  acrhe 
In  silence  while  day  ksta,  but  wake 
At  night-time  and  their  life  renew, 
Suspended  just  to  pleaiure  you 
Who  brought  agaiuat  their  will  to| 
These  objects,  and,  while  day  lasts,  „  __ . , 
Around  tliem  such  a  niagie  tether 
That  dumb  they  look  ^  your  hnrp,  believe, 
With  all  the  Hensitive  tight  strings 
Whieh  <lare  not  speak,  now  to  itself 
Breathes  slumberouslj,  as  if  i^ome  elf 
Went  in  and  out  the  chords,  —  his  wingi 
Make  murmur,  wheresoe'er  they  graze, 
As  an  angel  may,  between  the  ma^e 
Of  midnight  palace-pillars,  on 
And  oHt  to  sow  God*s  plai^neSt  liave  gone 
Through  guilty  glorious  Babylon. 
And  while  such  murmurs  flow,  the  nymph 
Bends  o'er  the  harp-top  from  her  shell 
As  the  dry  limpet  for  the  lymph 
Come  with  a  tune  he  knows  so  well. 
And  how  your  statues'  hearts  must  swell  I 
And  how  your  pictures  must  descend 
To  see  each  other,  friend  with  friend  ! 
Oh,  could  you  take  them  by  surprise, 
You  'd  find  Schidone's  eager  Duke 
Doing  the  quaintest  courtesies 
To  that  prim  saint  by  Haste-thee-Luke  ! 
And,  deeper  into  her  rock  den, 
Bold  Castelfranco's  Magdalen 
You  'd  find  retreated  from  the  ken 
Of  that  rob'd  counsel-keeping  Sep  — 
As  if  the  Tizian  thinks  of  her, 
And  is  not,  rather,  gravely  bent 
On  seeing  for  himself  what  toys 
Are  these  his  progeny  invent, 
What  litter  now  the  board  employs 
Whereon  he  sign'd  a  document 
That  got  him  murder'd  !     Each  enjoys 
Its  night  so  well,  you  cannot  break 
The  sport  up  :  so,  indeed  must  make 
More  stay  with  me,  for  others'  sake. 

She  speaks 

To-morrow,  if  a  harp-string,  say, 
Is  used  to  tie  the  jasmine  rack 


I 


"J 

1 


That  overHoodfl  my  room  with  sweets^ 
Contrive  your  Zorzi  somehow  meets 
My  Eaniae  I    If  the  ribbon  's  black, 
The  Three  are  watehing  i  keep  away  1 


Your  gondola  —  let  Zorzi  wreathe 
A  mesh  of  water- weeds  aljout 
Its  prow,  as  if  he  unaware 
Had    struck    some    quay    or    bridge-loot 
stair  I 

T  may  throw  a  paper  out 

u  and  be  go  unaerneath. 

'i  Zame's  vigilant  taper;  lale  aie 

we* 

:>ne  minute  more  to-night  with  me  ? 
(le  your  paat  aelf  of  a  month  ago  1 
u  the  bashful  gallant,  t  will  be 
idy  with  the  colder  bretist  than  Mnosf, 
bow  yott,  as  becomes,  nor  touch  ray 
hand 

than  I  touch  yours  when  I  step 
land. 
Just  say,  "  AH  thanks,  Siora  f  "  — 

Heart  to  heart 
And  lips  to  lips  !    Yet  once  more,  ere  we 

part, 
Clasp  me  and  make  me  thine,  as  mine  thoa 
art! 

He  is  surprised,  and  stabbed 

It  was  ordain'd  to  be  so,  sweet  I  —  and  best 
Comes  now,  beneath  thine  eyes,  upon  thy 

breast. 
Still  kiss  me  !     Care  not  for  the  cowards  I 

Care 
Only  to  put  aside  thy  beauteous  hair 
My  blood  will  hurt !     The  Three,  I  do  not 

scorn 
To  death,  because  they  never  liv'd  :  hut  I 
Have  liv'd  indeed,  and  so  —  (yet  one  more 

kiss)  —  can  die  1 


SONG   FROM   "PIPPA  PASSES'^ 

The  year 's  at  the  spring. 
And  day  's  at  the  morn  ; 
Morning 's  at  seven  ; 
The  hill-side 's  dew-pearl'd  ; 
The  lark 's  on  the  wing  ; 
The  snail 's  on  the  thorn  ; 
God 's  in  His  heaven  — 
All 's  right  with  the  world. 
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•HOW  THEY  BROUGHT  THE 
GOOD  NEWS  FROM  GHENT 
TO  AIX** 

Ct6-] 

I  6PRAX0  to  the  stimip,  and  Jorui,  and  he  ; 
I  galloped,  Dirck  gallup'd,  we  galloped  all 

three  ; 
^*  Good  apeed  f  **   cried  the  watch,  u  the 

ffate-bolts  undrew ; 
"'Speed I  ^  echoed  the  wsU  to  lu  galloping 

tlirough ; 
Behind  shut  the  postem,  the  lights  sank  to 

rest, 
And  into  the  midnight  we  galloped  abreast 

Not  a  word  to  each   other ;  we  kept  the 

creat  pace 
Neck    by    neck,    stride   by   stride,    never 

changing  our  place  ; 
I  tum*d  in  my  ttaddlo  and  made  its  girtha 

tight, 
Then  sbortenM  each  stirrtip,  and  set  the 

pique  right, 
Kebuckled  the  cheek-etrap,  chained  slacker 

the  bit, 
lior  gallop 'd  less  steadily  Bohuid  a  whit. 

T  was  iQoonset  at  starting  ;  but  while  we 

drew  near 
Lokcren*    the    cocks    crew    and    twilight 

dawn'd  clear  ; 
At  Boom,  a  great  yellow  star  «ame  out  to 

At  DEiifeld,  't  was  morning  as  plain  as  could 

be; 
And  from  Mechelm  church-steeple  we  heard 

the  half  chime, 
So,  Joris  broke  silence  witli,  "  Yet  there  is 

time  1  ** 

At  Aershot,  up  leap'd  of  a  sudden  the  sou. 
And  agfunjit  him   the   cattle   gtoud   black 

erery  one, 
To  stare  thro'  the  mist  at  na  galloping  past, 
And  I  saw  my  stout  gallcrper  Roland  at 

laat. 
With  resdlate  shoulders,  each  butting  away 
yiie  haie,  as  some  btuJf  river  headland  its 

spray  : 

And  his  low  head  and  erest,  just  one  sharp 

ear  bent  back 
For  toy  voice,  and  the  other  prick'd  out 

on  hii  Inok  ; 


And  one  eye's   black   intelligence,^ — ever 

that  glance 
O'er  its  white  edge  at  me,  his  own  master, 

askance  1 
And  the  thick  heavy  spume-flakes  whicb 

aye  and  anon 
His  fierce  lips  shook  upwards  in  galloping 

on.  • 

By    Hasselt,   Dirck    groau*d  ;  and    cried 

Joris  **  Stay  spur  ! 
Tour  Roos   gallop*d   bravely,  the   fault  *a 

nut  in  her. 
We  *11  remember  at  AIk  '*  — for  one  heard 

the  quick  wheeze 
Of  her  chest,  saw  the  stretch'd  neck  and 

ataggering  knees, 
And  sunk  tail,  ai»d  horrible  heave  of  the 

flank. 
As  down  on   her  haunches  she  shuddered 

and  sank. 

80,  we  were  left  galloping,  Joris  and  I, 
Past  Looz  and  past  Tongres,  no  cloud  in 

the  sky  ; 
The  broad   sun   above   laugh 'd  a  pitiless 

laugh, 
'Neath   our  feet  broke  the  brittle  bright 

stubble  like  chaif ; 
Till  over  by  Dalhem  a  dome<«pire  sprang 

white, 
And  *'  Gallop,"  gasped  Joris,  "for  Aix  is  in 

sight  1 

«*How  they  11  greet  nal^^and  all  in  a 

moment  his  roan 
Boird  neck  and  croup  over,  lay  dead  as  a 

stone  ; 
And   there  was  my  Roland  to  bear  the 

whole  weight 
Of  the  news  which  alone  cxmld  save  AJx 

from  her  fate, 
With  his  nostrils  like  pits  full  of  blood  to 

the  brim, 
And  with  circles  of  red  for  his  eye-sockets* 

rim. 

Then  I  ca«t  loose  my  buff  coat,  each  holster 

let  fall. 
Shook  off  both  my  jack-t»oots,  let  go  belt 

and  all. 
Stood  up  in  the  stirmp,  leaned,  patted  hii 

ear, 
Call*d  m^  Roland  his  pet  name,  my  1 

without  peer  ; 
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Clapp'd  mj  haiidi,  langh'd  and  tang,  any 

noisep  bad  or  good. 
Till  at  length  into  Aiz  Boland  gaUop'd 

andftood. 

And  all  I  remember  is,  friends  floddng 

round 
As  I  sat  with  his  head  'twixt  my  knees  on 

the  ground ; 
And  no  voiee  but  was  praising  this  Roland 

of  mine, 
As  I  poured   down  his   throat   our'  last 

measure  of  wine, 
Whieh  (the  burgesses  voted  by  common 

consent) 
Was  no  more  than  his  due  who  brought 

good  news  from  Ghent. 


THE  LOST  LEADER 

JUBT  for  a  handful  of  silver  he  left  us, 

Just  for  a  ribbon  to  stick  in  his  coat  — 
Found  the  one  gift  of  which  fortune  bereft 

Lost  all  the  others  she  lets  us  devote  ; 
They,  with  the  gold  to  give,  dol'd  him  out 
silver, 
So  much  was  theirs  who  so  little  allow'd  ; 
How  all  our  copper  had  gone  for  his  ser- 
vice! 
Rags  —  were  they  purple,  his  heart  had 
been  proud  ! 
We  that  had  lov'd  him  so,  followed  him, 
honor'd  him, 
Liy*d  in  bis  mild  and  magnificent  eye, 
Leam'd  his  great    language,  caught  his 
clear  accents, 
Made  him  our  pattern  to  live  and  to 
die! 
Shakespeare  was  of  us,  Milton  was  for  us, 
Bums,  Shelley,  were  with  us, —  they 
watch  from  their  graves  ! 
He  alone  breaks  from  the  van  and  the  free- 
men, 
He  alone  sinks  to  the  rear  and  the  slaves  ! 

We  shall  march  prospering,  —  not  thro* 
his  presence  ; 
Songs  may  inspirit  us,  —  not  from  his 
lyre; 
Deeds  will  be  done, — while  he  boasts  his 
quiescence, 
Still  bidding  crouch  whom  the  rest  bade 
aspire. 


Blot  out  his  name^  then,  feooid  mm  kit 

aoolmora. 
One  task  more  deelin'd,  one  mote  fos^ 

pathnntrod. 
One  more  devil'a^riumph  andsonowfoi 

One  wrong  more  to  man,  one  nMie  iBsatt 
toGodI 
Life's  night  begins :  let  him  never  mm 
back  tons! 
There  would  be  doubt,  hesitatioi^  aad 


Foreed  praise  on  our  part  —  the^^immsrsf 
twilight, 
Never  glad  confident  morning  again  I 
Best  fight  on  well,  for  we  taught  hua— 
strike  gallantly, 
Menace  our  heart  ere  we  master  his  own; 
Then  let  him  reoeive  the  new  knowkdgB 
and  wait  us, 
Fkrdon'd    in  heaven,  the  fint  hj  ti» 
throne! 


YOUTH  AND  ART 

It  once  might  have  been,  once  only  : 
We  lodged  in  a  street  together. 

You,  a  sparrow  on  the  housetop  lonely, 
I,  a  lone  she-bird  of  his  feather. 

Your  trade  was  with  sticks  and  clay. 
You  tbuvib'd,  thrust,  patted  and  polish'd, 

Then  laugh'd,  <*  They  will  see,  some  day, 
Smith  made,  and  Gibson  demolish'd.^ 

My  business  was  song,  song,  song  ; 

1  chirped,  cheep'd,  trill'd  and  twitter'd, 
**  Kate  Brown 's  on  the  boards  ere  long. 

And  Grisi's  existence  embitter'd  1 " 

I  eam'd  no  more  by  a  warble 
Than  you  by  a  sketch  in  plaster ; 

Yon  wanted  a  piece  of  marble, 
I  needed  a  music-master. 

We  studied  bard  in  our  styles, 

Chipp'd  each  at  a  crust  like  Hindoos, 

For  air,  look'd  out  on  the  tiles. 

For  fun,  watch'd  each  other's  windows. 

You  lounged,  like  a  boy  of  the  South, 
Cap  and  blouse — nay,  a  bit  of  beard  too  j 

Or  you  got  it,  rubbing  your  mouth 
With  fingers  the  clay  adher'd  to. 


/Lnd  I  —  tooD  managed  to  find 

Weak  poults  Id  the  tiower-feoce  facing. 
Was  forced  to  put  up  a  blind 

And  bo  safe  in  my  corBet-lacing, 

Ko  harm  I     It  waa  not  my  fault 

If  you  newer  tnm'd  your  eye^s  tail  ap 

As  I  shook  upon  £  in  alt^ 
Or  ran  the  chromatic  scale  up  : 

For  spring  hade  the  sparrows  pair, 
And  the  boys  and  girls  gave  guesses, 

And  Btalls  in  our  street  lookM  rare 
With  bulrush  and  watercresses. 

Why  did  not  you  ptnch  a  flower 
In  a  pellet  of  clay  and  fling  it  f 

Why  did  not  I  put  a  power 
Of  thanks  in  a  look,  or  ting  it  ? 

I  did  look,  sharp  as  a  lynx:, 
(And  yet  the  memory  rankles) 

When  models  arriv'd,  some  minx 
Tripped  up  stairs,  she  and  her  ankles. 

But  I  think  I  gaTe  yon  as  good  \ 

**  That  foreign  fellow,  —  wlio  can  know 

How  she  pays,  in  a  playful  niuod, 
For  his  tuning  her  that  piano  ?  *^ 

Could  yon  say  so,  and  never  say, 

**  Snppose  we  join  hands  and  fortunes. 

And  I  fetch  her  from  over  the  way. 
Her,  piano,  and   long  tunes  and  short 
tunes  ?  " 

Ko,  no  ;  joti  would  not  be  rash. 
Nor  I  rasher  and  something  over  ; 

You  *Te  to  settle  yet  Gibson's  hash, 
And  Grisi  yet  lives  in  clover. 

Bnt  you  meet  the  Prinee  at  the  Board, 
1  *m  queen  myself  at  ItaU-parht 

I  *Te  married  a  rich  old  lord^ 
And  you  're  dubb*d  knight  and  an  R.  A. 

Each  life  V  unfulfilPd,  yon  see  ; 

It  hangs  still,  patchy  and  RCraDpy  ; 
Wa  have  not  sigh'd  dec'p,  laugh^a  me, 

Starr'd,  feasted,  despaired,  —  b^en  happ> ; 

And  nobody  calls  yon  a  dunce, 
And  people  suppose  me  clever  ; 

this  could  but  have  happen*d  once, 
And  we  miss'd  it,  lost  it  foreTer. 


HOME  THOUGHTS   FROM 
ABROAD 


Oh,  to  be  in  England  now  that  April  ^s 

there 
And  whoever  wakes  in  England  sees,  some 

morning,  unaware, 
That  the  lowest  boughs  and  the  briiBbwood 

sheaf 
Round  the  elm-tree  bole  are  in  tiuy  leaf. 
While  the  cliaffinch  sings  on  the  orchard 

bou^h 
In  England  —  now  I 


And  after  April,  whrn  May  follows 

And  tho  white-throat  builds,  aud  all  the 

swallows  ! 
Hark,  wViere   my  blossom*d   pear-tree   in 

the  hedge 
Leans  to  the  field  and  scatters  on  the  clover 
Blossoms    and    dewdrops —  at    the    bent 

spray's  edge  — 
That 's  the  wise  thrush  :  he  sings  ea43b  loog 

twice  over 
Lest  you  should  think  he  never  could  re- 
capture 
The  first  fine  careless  rupture  1 
And*  though  the  fields  look  rough  with 

hoary  dew, 
All  will  be  gny  when  noontide  wakes  anew 
The  buttercups,  the  little  children's  dower, 
Far  brighter  than  this  gaudy  melon-flower  t 


A   FACE 

If  one  could   have  that   little   heed   ol 

hers  J 
Psinted  upon  a  backgrotmd  of  pale  gold. 
Such  as  the  Tuscan's  early  art  prefers  ! 
No  shade   encroaching  oo  the   matchless 

mould 
Of  those  two  lipe,  which  should  be  opening 

soft 
In  the   pure   profile  ;   not   as  when  aht 

laughs. 
For  that  s^ils  all :  but  rather  as  if  aloft 
Yon   hyacmth,   she    lovos    so,    lean*d    its 

staff's 
Burthen  of  hone^-oolor'd  buds  to  kiss 
And  capture  'twizt  the  lips  apart  for  this. 


I 
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H     I 


Then  her  litlie  Djeck,  three  fliigera  might 

surround, 
Haw  it  (shtjidd  waver,  on  the  pale  gold 

ground, 
Up  to  the  fruitrnfthsp^d,   perfect   chin    it 

lifts  I 
I  know,  Correggio  lores  to  inaflSj  in  rifU 
Of  heaven,  his  iingel  ffices,  orb  on  orb 
Bfeakiug  itit  outline,  burning  shftdes  ab- 
sorb ; 
But  tbe9^  are  only  moAs^d  th#re 

tbinlEi 
Waiting  to  see  some  wonder  mome 
Grow  out,  stand  full,  fade  slow  aj 

fThat  'a   the  pale  ground   ^ou  'd  ec 

sweet  lace  by). 
All  hcfiyen,  meanwhile,  condensM  into 

eye 
Which  fears  io  loae  the  wonder,  iho 

wiuk« 


••DE   GUSTIBUS  — " 


Your  ghost  will  walk,  you  lover  of  trees, 

(If  our  loves  remain) 

in  an  English  lane, 
By  a  cornfield-side  ar-flutter  with  poppies. 
Hark,  those  two  in  the  hazel  coppice  — 
A  boy  and  a  girl,  if  the  good  fates  please, 

Making  love,  say,  — 

The  happier  they  I 
Draw  yourself  up  from  the  light  of  the 

moon. 
And  let  them  pass,  as  they  will  too  soon. 

With  the  beanflower's  boon, 

And  the  blackbird's  tune, 

And  May,  and  June  ! 


What  I  love  best  in  all  the  world 
Is  a  castle,  precipice-encurl'd, 
In  a  gash  ot  the  wind-griev'd  Apennine. 
Or  look  for  me,  old  feUow  of  mme, 
(If  I  get  my  head  from  out  the  mouth 
0'  the  grave,  and  loose  my  spirit's  bands, 
And  come  again  to  the  land  of  lands)  — 
In  a  sea-side  house  to  the  farther  South, 
Where  the  bak'd  cicala  dies  of  drouth, 
And  one  sharp  tree  —  *t  is  a  cypress—^ 
standsi 


By  the  mauy  bondred  years  red-nut^ 
Rough  iron-flpikM,  ripe  frnit-o^ercmstedt 
My  sentinel  to  guard  the  satids 
To  tlie  water's  edge.     For,  wliat  eJtpaa^^ 
Before  the  house,  nut  the  great  opaque 
Blue  breadth  of  mA  without  a  bn^ak  ? 
While,  Ln  the  house,  for  ever  cniinblrs 
Borne  fmgment  of  the  frescoed  walls* 
From  blistera  where  a  leorpiou  sprAwU. 
A  fi^rl  bfire^footed  brings,  and  lumhl^ 

on  the  pavement,  greeo-flesli  meloQE 

lays  there  's  news  to-day  — ^  tbe  king 

ihat  at,  tonchM  in  the  liver-wing, 

with  his  Bourbon  arm  in  a  sliug  : 

^  hopes  they  have  not  cangbt  tlie  ff  loM 

my  Italy  I 

I  Mary's  saying  aerves  for  me  — 

When  fortune  s  malioe 

tmt  her  Calaiii) 

my  heart  and  you.  will  sea 

d  inside  of  it*  "  Italy/' 

lovers  old  are  I  and  she  t  

So  it  always  was,  so  shall  ever  he*        55 


THE  BISHOP  ORDERS  HIS  TOMB 
AT  SAINT  PRAXED'S  CHURCH 

ROME,    15  — 

Vanttt,  saith  the  preacher,  Tanityj 
Draw  round  my  bed :  is  Anselm  keeping 

back? 
Nephews  —  sons  mine ...  ah  Grod,  I  know 

not!    Well  — 
She,  men  would  have  to  be  your  mother 

once, 
Old  Gandolf  envied  me,  so  fair  she  wt>  I 
What 's  done  is  done,  and  she  ia  dead  be- 
side, 
Dead  long  ago,  and  I  am  Bishop  sinee, 
And  as  she  died  so  mnst  we  die  oorselfeii 
And  thence  ye  may  perceive  the  worid'ti 

dream. 
Life,  how  and  what  is  it  ?     As  here  I  lie 
In  this  state-chamber,  dying  by  degrees, 
Hours  and  long  hours  in  the  dead  night,  1 

ask, 
"Do  I  live,  am  I  dead?"    Peace,  peaee 

seems  all. 
Saint  Praxed's  ever  was  the  choreh  for 

peace; 
And  so,  about  this  tomb  of  mine.    I  foogbt 
With  tooth  and  nail  to  Mve  my  niohe,  J* 

know : 
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—  Old   Gandolf  coxe&^d  tne,  despite   mj 

care; 
Shrewd   was   that    snatch   from    out    th^ 

comer  South 
lie  graced  his  carrion  with,  God  curae  the 

same  1 
Yet  still  my  Dtcbe  is  not  so  cramped  but 

thence 
One  sees  the  palpit  on  the  cpistle-«ide, 
And  somewhat  of  the  choir,  those  silent 

seats, 
And  np  iuto  the  aery  dome  where  live 
The  angelSf  and  a  sunbeam 's  sure  to  lurk  : 
And  I  shall  lill  my  Rlab  of  basalt  there. 
And  'neath  my  tabertiacle  take  my  rest. 
With  those  nine  columns  round  me,  two  and 

two, 
The   odd   one   at  mj  feet  where  Ansel m 

stands  : 
Pe»ch-bl«»s»om   marble  all,   tJje   rare,  the 

ripe 
As  fresh- pour'd  red  wine  of  a  migrhty  pnlse, 
«—  Old  (iandolf  with  his  paltry  onion-stone. 
Put  me  where  I  may  look  at  him  !     True 

peach. 
Rosy  and  tiawless  :  how  t  eam*d  the  priie  i 
Draw    close :    that    conflagration    of    my 

charoh 

—  What   then  ?     So   much   was  savM    if 

aug^ht  were  miss'd  t 
My  sons,  ye  would  not  be  my  death  ?    Go 

dig 
The  white-grape  Tincyard  where  the  ml- 

press  stood, 
Drop  water  pently  till  the  surface  sink,  . 
And  if  ye  fand  .  ,  ,  Ah  God,  I  know  not, 

ir  .  . . 

Bedded  in  store  of  rotten  figleaves  soft, 
And  corded  up  in  a  tight  olive-frail, 
Sooe  hiinp,  ah  God,  of  lapi^  iaztdi. 
Big  IS  a  Jew^s  head  cut  off  at  the  nape, 
Blue  as  a  vein  o'er  the  Madonna's  breast  .  . 
Sons,  all  have  I  l>etjucathed  you,  villas,  all, 
Thai  brave  Frascnti  vitla  with  iU  bath, 
60,  let  the  blue  lump  poise  between  my 

knees, 
Like  God  the  Father's  globe  on  both  his 

hands 
Te  worship  in  the  Jesa  Chnreh  so  gay» 
For  Gandolf  shaU  not  choose  but  see  and 

burst ! 
Swift  as  a  weaver's  shuttle  fleet  our  years  : 
Hail  ffoeili  to  the  mve,  and  where  is  he  ? 
^  '   I    sav,   baaaJi   for    my   alab.  aona? 

Black  — 


T  was  ever  antlqae«black  I  meant  1    How 

else 
Shall  ye  contrast   my  frieze  to  oome  be* 

ueath  ? 
The  bas-relief  in  bronze  ye  promisVl  roe. 
Those  Pans  and  Nymphs  ye  wot  of,  and 

perchance 
Some  tripod,  th}Tsua,  with  a  vase  or  80, 
The  Saviour  at  his  »eniiou  on  the  mount, 
Saint  Fraxed  m  a  glory,  and  one  Pan 
Ready  to  twitch  tlie  Nymph's  last  garmenl 

off. 
And  Moses  with  the  tables  .  ,  .  but  I  know  * 
Te  mark  me  not  I     What  do  they  whisper 

thee. 
Child  of  my  bowels,  Anselm  ?  Ah,  ye  hope 
To  revel  down  my  villas  while  I  gasp 
Brick'd  o*er  with  beggar*s  mouldy  traver- 
tine 
Which  Gandolf  from  his  tomlvtop  chuckles 

at! 
Nay,  boys,  ye  love  me  —  all  of  jasper,  then  ! 
'T  is  jasper  ye  stand  pledged  to,  lest  I 

grieve 
My  bath  must  needs  be  left  behind,  alas  I 
One  bltx^k,  pure  green  a^  a  pistaehio-uut. 
There 's   plenty  jasper  somewhere   in   the 

world  — 
And  have  I  not  Saint  Praxed*s  ear  to  pray 
Horses   for  ye,  and  brown   Greek   mana<^ 

scripts, 
And  mistresses  with  great  smooth  marbly 

limbs  ? 
—  That  *s  if  ye  carve  my  epitaph  aright, 
Choice  Latin,  pickM  phrase,  Tully^s  every 

word, 
No  gaudy  ware  tike  Gandolfs  second  line  — 
Tully,    my    masters  7     Ulpiau    serves  his 

need  ? 
And  then  how  shall  I  lie  through  eemtnriefl^ 
And  hear  the  blessed  mutter  of  the  mnas. 
And  see  God  made  and  eaten  all  day  long, 
And  feel  the  steady  candle-flame,  and  taste 
Good    strong    thick    stupefying     inuonse> 

smoke  I 
For  as  I  lie  here,  hours  of  the  dead  night. 
Dying  in  state  and  by  such  slow  degrees, 
I  fold  my  arms  as  if  they  clasp'd  a  crook. 
And  strvtch  my  fe«t  forth  straight  aa  stone 

can  point, 
Ami  let  the  bedclothes,  for  a  mortoloth* 

drop 
Into  great  laps  and  folds  of  sculptor's  work  : 
And  as  yon  tapers  dwindle,  and  strange 

ibotighta  I 
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Grow,  wiUj  a  certnia  htmituing  in  iny  eartp 
About  the  life  before  I  liv'd  tbis  life, 
And    thii   lif^s   tuo,   popes,   cardiuab  and 

priests, 
Baint  Praxed  at  bb  Bermon  on  the  mounts 
Your  tall  pale  niotber  with  ber  talkhig  eyoni 
And  Dew-round  Agate  utixs  as  frc»b  as  day, 
And  marble^a  language,  Latin  pi]»|  dJA^ 

cr«et* 

—  Aha,  KLUCK9GKBAT  qaoth  oir'  ^-^-^^  ** 
No  Tully,  said  I,  Ulpbu  at  the 

Evil  and  brit;f  hath  been  my  p 
All  lapk,  all,  so  11^  I  Eke  I  gi 
My  Tillas  I  Will  ye  ever  eat  l 
Ever  your  eyes  were  a£  a  liitap 
Tbey  glitter  like  your  iriotb< 

soulf 
O^  ye  would   heighten  my   inij 

frieze. 
Piece  out  ita  »tarv'd  design,  an 

vase 
With  grapes,  and  add  a  vis^or  and  a  Tertaj 
And  to  the  tripod  ye  would  tie  a  lynx 
That    ill   his  struggle  throws  the    thyrsus 

To  comfort  me  on  my  entablature 

Wherein  I  am  to  lie  till  I  must  ask, 

"  Do  I  live,  am  I  dead  ?  "  There,  leave  me, 

there  I 
For  ye  have  stabb'd  me  with  ingratitude 
To  death  :  ye  wish  it  —  God,  ye  wish  it  I 

Stone  — 
Gritstone,    a-crumble  I    Clammy     squares 

which  sweat 
As  if  the  corpse  they  keep  were  oozing 

through  — 
And  no  more  lapis  to  delight  the  world  ! 
Well,    go  I     I    bless    ye.     Fewer  tapers 

there. 
But  in  a  row :  and,  going,  torn  your  backs 

—  Ay,  like  departing  altar-rainistrants. 
And  leave  me  in  my  church,  the  church  for 

peace 
That  I  may  watch  at  leisure  if  he  leers  — 
Old  Gandolf  —  at  me,  from  his  onion-stone. 
As  still  he  envied  me,  so  fair  she  was  ! 


MEETING   AT   NIGHT 

The  gray  sea  and  the  long  black  land  ; 
And    the    yellow    half -moon    large    and 

low  : 
And  the  startled  little  waves  that  leap 
in  fiery  ringlets  from  their  sleep, 


As  I  gain  the  cove  with  pusbtng  prow, 
And  quench  its  speed  i*  the  slushy  ''-" 


Then  a  mile  of  warm  Rea-seettted  beach ; 
Three  lie  Ids  to  cross  till  a  farm  appears: 
A  tap  at  the  pane^  the  quick  sharp  scrttei 
And  blue  spurt  of  a  lighted  cnntcb, 
And  a  voice  lei.%  loud^  through  joys  sni 

fears, 
"^^'^  the  two  hearts  beating  each  ta  eajoht 


PARTING   AT   HORNING 

B  the  eape  of  a  «ndden  came  the  sei, 

he  sun  looked  overthc!  moTiDtain^srtnii 
ttmight  was  a  path  of  gold  for  him, 
Jie  need  of  a  world  of  oien  for  nje. 


EVELYN   HOPE 

Bkautiftji.  Evelyn  Hope  is  dead  ? 

Sit  and  watch  by  her  Hide  an  hour. 
That  IB  her  book-shelf,  tliis  ber  bed  ; 

She  pluck'd    that   piece   of  geranimih 
flower, 
Beginning  to  die  too,  in  the  glass  ; 

Little  has  yet  been  chan^d,  I  think : 
The  shutters  are  shut,  no  light  may  pass 

Save  two  long  rays  thro'  the  hinge's  chink. 

Sixteen  years  old  when  she  died  t 

Perhaps  she  had  scarcely  heard  my  name ; 
It. was  not  her  time  to  love  ;  beside. 

Her  life  had  many  a  hope  and  aim, 
Duties  enough  and  little  cares, 

And  now  was  quiet,  now  astir, 
Till  God's  hand  beckon'd  unawares,  — 

And  the  sweet  white  brow  is  all  of  her. 

Is  it  too  late  then,  Evelyn  Hope  ? 

What,  your  soul  was  pure  and  true, 
The  good  stars  met  in  your  horoscope, 

Made  you  of  spirit,  fire  and  dew  — 
And,  just  because  I  was  thrice  as  old 

And  our  paths  in  the  world  diverged  M 
wide. 
Each  was  nought  to  each,  must  I  he  told  T 

We  were  fellow  mortals,  nought  bendef 

No,  indeed  !  for  God  above 

Is  great  to  grant,  as  mighty  to  make, 
And  creates  the  love  to  reward  the  love : 

I  claim  you  still,  for  my  own  love's  sske' 
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Del  ay  M  it  may  be  for  more  H\res  yet. 

What  else  should  be  be  set  for,  with  his 

Throagh  worlds  I  fibiill  tru verse,  DOt  a 

staff? 

few: 

What,  save  to  waylay  with  Us  lies,  en- 

Miieh is  to  leanif  mucb  to  for^t 

snare 

Ere  the  time  be  come  for  taking  you. 

All  travellers  who  might  find  him  posted 

there, 

But  tbe  time  will  €omef  at  last  it  will, 

And  ask  tbe  road  ?    I  guess'd  what  skull* 

When,   Evelyn    Hope,  wbal    tneani  (I 

like  laugh 

shall  say) 

Would  break,  what  crutch  'gin  write  mj 

In  tbe  lower  eartb,  in  tbe  years  long  stilli 

epitaph 

That  body  and  soul  so  pure  and  giiy  ? 

For  pastime  in  tbe  dusty  thoroughfare. 

Why  your  hair  was  amber,  I  shall  divine, 
And  your  mouth  of  your  oi^n  geranium's 

If  at  liis  counsel  I  should  turn  aside                 ^^M 
Into  that  omiuons  tract  which,  all  agree,     ^^ 

red  — 

kiid  what  you  would  do  with  me,  in  fine, 

Hides  the  Dark  Tower,  Yet  acq uiesci ugly 

In  the  new  life  come  in  tbe  old  one's 

I  did  turn  as  be  poiuted  :  neither  pride 
Nor  hope  rekindling  at  the  end  des<Tiyd, 

stead. 

So   much   as    gladness    that   some   end 

1   have  liv'd  (I  shall  say)  so  mucb  since 
then. 
Given  np  myself  so  many  times, 

might  be. 

For,    what    with    my    whole    world-wide 

Gained  me  the  gains  of  various  men, 

wandering, 

RansackM  tbe  ages,  spoil'd  the  climes  ; 

What  with  my  seareh  drawn  out  thro* 

Yet  one  thing,  one,  in  ray  soul's  full  scope, 

years,  my  bop© 

Either  I  missM  or  itself  missed  me  : 

Dwindled  into  a  ghost  not  fit  to  nope 

And  I  want  and  find  you,  Evelyn  Uope  1 

With  that  obstreperous  joy  suooeaa  would 

What  is  tbe  issue  ?'let  us  see  !                    ' 

bring:,—                                                   ^M 
I  hardly  tried  now  to  rebuke  the  spring            ^^M 
My  iieart  made^  finding  failure   in   its 

I  lov'd  yon,  Evelyn,  all  tbe  while  f 

My  heart  seemed  full  as  it  could  bold ; 

scope. 

There  was  place  and  to  spare  for  the  frank 

jo}tog  smile, 

As  when  a  sick  man  very  near  to  death 

And  the  red  young  mouth,  and  tbe  hair's 

Seems  dead  indeed,  and  feels  begin  and 

young  gold. 

end 

So   hash,  —  I   ¥riU  give  you  this  leaf  to 

The  tears  and  takes  the  farewell  of  each 

keep  : 

hiend, 

8e%   I  shut  it  inside    tbe   sweet   oold 

And  hear*  one  bid  the  other  so,  draw  breath 
Freelier  outside,  ("since  ul  la  o'er,**  hm 

handl 

There,  that  is  onr  secret :  go  to  sleep  } 

saitb. 

You    will    wake,   and    remember,    and 

"  And  the  blow  fallen  no  grieving  can 

underitand. 

amend  ; '') 

While  some  discuss  if  near  the  other  graves 

•CHILDE  ROLAND  TO  THE  DARK 

Be  room  enough  for  this,  and  when  a  day 

TOWER   CAME*'* 

Suits  best  for  carrying  the  corpse  away. 

With  care  about  tbe  bannerit  scarves  and 

Ut  first  thought  was,  he  lied  in  every 

staves. 

And  still  the  man  hears  all,  and  only  craves     ^m 

Tint  boarj  eripple,  with  malicious  eye 

He  mav  not  shame  such  tender  love  and     ^^| 

Aiimioe  tn  watch  tbe  working  of  his  lie 

stiy.                                                           ^ 

Ob  tainci,  and  mouth  scarce  uV>le  to  alfonl 

Thus,  I  had  so  long  suffered,  in  this  quests             1 

•cor'd 

Heard  failure  prophesied  so  oft,  beeu  writ           1 

Its    ^*l^^  at  one    more  victim  gaui*d 

8o  many  times  among  "  The  Band  "  —  to      ^J 

thereby. 

^M 

1  Bm  Edgmr**  m 

aiicln<'LMr.'*                                                                 ^H 
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The   luiigbts  who  to  the    Dark  ToweT*i 

search  addressed 
Their    atepi  —  that  just  to  fail  as  thej, 

Beem'd  best. 
And  all  the  doubt  wae  now  —  should  I 

befit? 

So,  quiet  as  despaiJ',  I  tum'd  froTn  hiiiij 
That  hateful  cripple,  out  of  hia  higbwaj 
Into  the  path  he  pointed.     All  the  day 
Had  boeti  a  dfciiry  one  at  best,  and  dim 
Wa3  aettUng  to  its  elose,  yet  shot  one  grim 
Ked  leer  to  see  the  plaui  catch  its  est  my  < 

Por  mark  1  no  sooner  was  I  fairly  fonnd 
Pledged  to  the  plain,  after  a  pace  or  twoj 
Than,  pausing  to  throw  hoickward  a  Last 
Tiew 
0*er  the  safe  road,  *t  was  gone  ;  gray  plain 

all  rcjund  : 
NothrEig  but  plain  to  the  horizon *g  bound* 
I  might  go  on ;  nought  else  remained  to  do. 

So,  on  I  went.     I  think  I  never  saw 
Such  Btarv'd    ignoble   nature ;  nothing 

throve  : 
For  flowers  —  as  well  expect  ft  eedar 
grove  i 
But  cockle,  spurge,  flccor*liag  to  their  law 
Might  propagate*  their  kind,  with  none  to 
awe, 
You  *d  think  ;  a  bun-  had  been  atreasnre 
trove, 

^o  I  pennry,  inertness  and  griraace. 

In  some  strange   sort,  were  tbo  land^a 

portion.     **  So© 
Or  shut  your  eyes/*  said  Nature  peevishly, 
"It  nothing  skills  ;  I  cannot  help  my  case  : 
*T  is  the  Last  Judgment's  ftte  must  cure  this 
place, 
Calcine  its  dods  and  set  my  prisoners 
free." 

U  there  pnsh'd  any  rugged  tlmtle-stalk 
Above  its  matcs^  the  head  wsa  chopped  ; 

the  bents 
Were  jealous  else.    What  made  those 
holes  and  rents 
In  the  dock^i  harsh  swarth  leaves,  bmisM 

as  to  baulk 
All  hope  of  greenness  ?    T  is  a  hmte  must 
walk 
Fashing  their  life  out,  with  a  brute's  in- 
tents* 


As  for  the  grasa,  it  grew  as  scant  as  bur 
In  leprofly  ;  ihin  dry  blades  prick'd  tbs 

nrnd 
Which   nndemeath  looked  kneaded  ap 
with  blood. 
One    stiff   blind    horse,    bis    ew&rf   bone 

a-stare. 
Stood  stupefied,  however  he  came  there : 
Thrust  out  post  service  from  the  devil^a 
stud  1 

Alive  ?    he   might   bo   dead  for  aught  I 
know. 
With  that  red,  gaunt  and  coUop^d  neck 

a-^  train. 
And    shut   ayes  underneath    the    rastj 
mane  ; 
Seldom  went  such  grcitesqneness  vrith  fioeh 

woe  ; 
1  never  saw  a  brute  I  bated  so ; 

He  must  be  wicked  to  deserve  socb  p^* 

I  shut  my  eyes  and  turned  them  on  my 

heart. 
As  a  man  calls  for  wine  before  he  fightfl, 
I  ask'd  one  draught  of  earlier^  happier 
sights. 
Ere  fitly  I  eonld  hope  to  play  mj  part. 
Think  Hrstt  fight  after wanls  —  the  soldier^i 
art : 
Cue  taste  of  the  old  time  sets  hH  to 
rights. 

Not  it  I    I  fancied  Cntbbert'S  reddeusg 

face 
Beneath  its  garniture  of  curly  gold^ 
Dear  fellow,  till  I  almost  felt  him  fold 
An  arm  in  mine  to  fix  me  to  the  place, 
That  way  he  ns*d.     Alas,  on©  nigbt^s  dis- 
grace I 
Out  went  my  heart's  new  fire  and  left  it 
cold. 

Giles   then,  the  soul  of  honor  —  there  he 
statids 
Frank  as  ten  years  ago  when  knighted 

first 
What  honest  man  should  dare  (he  sdd) 
he  durst. 
Good  —  but    the    scene    shifts —    faugh.' 

what  hangman  hands 
Pin  to  his  breast  a  p&rehment  ?    His  nwi 
bands 
Eead   it.     Poor  traitor,  spit  ispon  iiid 
curst  1 
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Better  this  {iresent  than  ft  past  like  that  ; 
Back   tlierefore   to  my  darkening  path 

aguiii  1 
No  found,  no  night  as  far  aa  eye  could 
strain. 
Will  the  night  send  a  howlet  or  a  bat  ? 
I  a<iked  :  when  Boinetbing  on  the  dismal  flat 
Came  to  arrest  tnj  thoughts  and  change 
their  train. 

A  sodden  little  rtver  crossM  my  path 
As  unexpected  as  a  seqietit  eoines. 
No  sluggish  ti<le  eongciiial  to  the  glooaas  ; 
rhis,  as  it  frothed  b^,  might  have  been  a 

bath 
For  the  ftend*9  glowing  hoof —  to  see  the 
wmth 
Of  its  black  eddy  bespate  with  flakes  and 
spumes. 

So  petty  yet  so  spiteful  t    All  along, 
Low  sembby  alders  kneel'd  down  over 

>t; 
DrenehM  willows  fiung  them  headlong 
in  a  fit 
Of  mute  de$|tair,  a  auioida]  throng  ! 
The   river  which  had  done  them  all   the 
wrong. 
Whatever  that  was,  roU'd    by,  deterred 
no  whit. 

Whicli,  while  I  forded,  —  good  saints,  how 
I  fearM 
To  set  my  foot  upon  a  deiid  roan*B  cheek, 
£ach  step,  or  feel  the  spear  I  thnmt  to 
seek 
For  hollows,  tangled  in  his  hair  or  beard  ! 
- —  It  may  have  been  a  water-rat  I  spcju-'d, 
Hut>  ugh  I  it  sounded  like  a  baby's  shriek. 

Glad  was  I  when  I  reach'd  the  other  bank. 
Now  for  a  better   country.     Vain   pre- 

sagel 
Who  were  the  strugglers,  what  war  did 
they  wage 
Whose  savage  trample  thus  could  pad  the 

dank 
Soil  to  a  nUsh  ?    Toads  in  a  poisoned  tank, 
Or  wUa  OKto  m  a  red-hot  iron  cage — 

rbe  fight  must  so  have  seem'd  in  that  fell 

cir<itie. 
What  pcnn'd  them  there,  with  all  the 

plain  to  choose  ? 
No  foot^print  leading  to  that  horrid 


None  out  of  it»    Mad  brewage  set  to  work 
Their  brains,  no  doubt,  like  galley-slaves 

the  Turk 
Fits  for  his  pastime,  Christians  agcinst 

Jews. 

And  more  than  that  —  a  furlong  on  —  why» 
there  ! 
^liat  bad  use  was  that  engine  for,  that 

wheel, 
Or  brake,  not  wheel  —  that  harrow  fit  to 
reel 
Men's  bodies  out  like  silk?  with  all  the 

air 
Of  Tophet*8  tool,  on  earth  left  unaware, 
Or  brought  to  sharpen  its  rusty  teeth  of 
steeX 

Then  came  a  bit  of  stubbM  ground,  once  a 
wood, 
Next  a  marsh,  it  would  seem,  and  now 

mere  earth 
Desperate  and  done  with  ;  (so  a  fool  finds 
mirth. 
Makes  a  thing  and  then  mars  it,  till  his 

mood 
Changes  and  off  he  goes  l)  within  a  rood  — 
Bog,  clay,  and   rubble,  sand  and  stark 
bUek  dearth. 

Now  blotches  rankling,  cotorM  gay  and  gnm, 
Now  patches  where  some  leanness  of  tho 

soil's 
Broke  into  moss  or  substances  like  lioils  ; 
Then  came  some  palsied  oalc,  a  cleft  iti  him 
Like  a  distorted  mouth  that  splits  its  rim 
Gaping  at  death,  and  dies  while  it  recoils* 

And  jnst  as  far  as  ever  from  the  end. 
Nought  in  the  distance  but  the  evening, 

nought 
To  point  my  footstep  further  I    At  the 


thought, 
black 
friend, 


A   great    black   bird»  Apollyon'a    bosons 


Saird  past,  nor  beat  his  wide  wing  dragon- 
penn*d 
That   brush 'd  my  cap  —  perchance  the 
guide  I  sought. 

For,  looking  up,  aware  I  somehow  grew, 
Spite  of  the  dusk^  the  plain  hail  given 

place 
All   round    to    monntaiiii — with    sndi 

tmm^  to  gruco 
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Mere  ugly  heighta  and  heaps  now  stolen  in 

Hww  thua  the  J  bad  sutpm'd  me, — ^ftolv© 
it,  you  ! 
How  to  get  ff om  them  waa  no  claare; 


Tet  half  T  seem'd  to  recognize  some  trick 
Of  mischief  happen 'd  to  me,  God  knows 

when  — 
In  a  bad  dream  perhapa. 
theu. 
Progress  this  way.    When,  in  tl 
Of  giving  up,  one  time  more,  d 
As  wlieu  a  trap  shuts  —  you  \ 
den. 

Bumingly  it  came  od  me  all  at  onr 
This  was  the  plaot  1  thoHe  two 

the  right, 
Coueh'd   like  two  bulk  locked  bom 
born  in  fight^ 
While,  to  the  ieft^  a  tall  acalp^d  mountain 

.  .  .  Dunce, 
Dotard,  a-doxing  at  the  vi'ry  nonce. 
After  a  life  spent  training  for  the  sight ! 

What  in  the  midst  lay  but  the  Tower  itself  ? 
The   round  squat  turret,  blind  as  the 

fool's  heart, 
Built  of  brown  stone,  without  a  counter- 
part 
In  the  whole  world.     The  tempest's  mock- 
ing elf 
Points  to  the  shipman  thus  the  unseen  shelf 
He  strikes  on,  only  when  the  timbers  start. 

Not  see?  because  of  night  perhaps?  — 
why,  day 
Came  back  again  for  that !  before  it  left, 
The  dying  sunset  kindled  through  a  cleft : 
The  hUls,  like  giants  at  a  hunting,  lay. 
Chin  upon  hand,  to  see  the  game  at  bay,  — 
<*  Now  stab  and  end  the  creature  —  to 
the  heft  I " 

Not  hear  ?  when  noise  was  everywhere  I  it 
toird 
Increasing  like  a  bell.  Names  in  my  ears 
Of  all  the  lost  adventurers  my  peers,  — 
How  such  a  one  was  strong,  and  such  was 

bold. 
And  such  was  fortunate,  yet  each  of  old 
Lost,  lost  I  one  moment  knell'd  the  woe 
of  years. 


There   they  stood,  ranged  along  the  tiiH 
sides,  met 
To  view  the  last  of  me,  a  living  frame 

For  one  more  picture  I  in  a  sheet  of  flam? 
I  saw  them  and  I  knew  them  alL  And  xtt 
Dauntless  the  shig-horn  to  my  Up$  I  9t*U 

And  blew  *♦  ChiMe  Rd^id  to  ih^  jMrk 
Tow€r  came** 

RESPECTABILITY 

^  had  the  world  in  its  caprice 
ign'd  to  proclaim  '^  I  know  you  \iuihj 
r*s  recogni^'d  your  pHghted  troths 
ponsor  for  yon  ;  live  in  p<*aee  1  " 
many  precious  months  and  jenre 
youth  had  passed ^  that  speed  so  fa^t, 
bre  we  found  it  out  at  last, 
rorld,  and  what  it  f eafs  ? 

much  of  priceless  life  were  speixt 

th  men  that  every  virtue  decic% 
.fujd  women  modela  of  their  seXf 

Society's  tnie  ornament,  — 

Ere  we  darVl  wnndt*r,  nights  like  thisi. 
Thro'  wind  and  rain,  and  watch  the  Seine, 
And  feel  the  Boulevart  break  again 

To  warmth  and  light  and  bliss  ? 

I  know  I  the  world  proscribes  not  love  ; 
Allows  my  fingers  to  caress 
Your  lips'  contour  and  downiness, 

Provided  it  supply  a  glove. 

The  world's  good  word  !  —  the  Institute  I 
Guizot  receives  Montalembert  I 
Eh  ?     Down  the  court  three  lampiom 
flare : 

Put  forward  your  best  foot  t 

MEMORABILIA 

Ah,  did  you  once  see  Shelley  plain. 
And  did  he  stop  and  speak  to  yon^ 

And  did  you  speidc  to  him  again  ? 
How  strange  it  seems,  and  new ! 

But  you  were  living  before  that, 
And  also  you  are  living  after  ; 

And  the  memory  I  started  at  — 
My  starting  moves  your  laughter  I 

I  cross'd  a  moor,  with  a  name  of  its  own 
And  a  certain  use  in  the  world,  no  doabt^ 

Yet  a  hand's-breadth  of  it  shines  alone 
'Mid  the  blank  miles  round  about  i 
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For  ihefc  I  picked  up  on  the  hefttbtt 
And  therc5  I  put  umid«  my  breast 

A  moiilteil  fcutner,  uu  eaglt^-featber  I 
Well,  1  forget  tbe  rest. 


ONE  WAY  OF   LOVE 

All  June  I  bound  the  rose  in  sheaves. 
Now,  rose  bv  rose,  I  strip  the  Usttves 
And  strow  tkem  where  Pauline  may  paas. 
She  will  not  turo  aside  ?     ALis  I 
Let  tbeui  lie.     Suppose  they  die  ? 
The  chance  was  they  might  take  her  eye. 

Jow  many  a  month  I  strove  to  suit 
These  stubborn  fineers  to  tbe  lute  I 
To-day  I  venture  all  I  know. 
She  will  not  bear  my  music  ?     So  f 
Break  the  string  ;  fold  music's  wing  : 
Suppose  Pauline  bad  bode  uie  sing  t 

My^  whole  life  long  I  leam*d  to  love. 

This  hour  my  utmost  art  I  prove 

And  speak  my  passion  —  heaven  or  hell  ? 

8he  will  Dot  give  me  heaven  ?     T  is  well  I 

Lose  who  may  —  I  still  can  say, 

Those  who  win  heaven,  bless'd  are  tbey  I 


ONE  WORD   MORE 

There  they  are,  my  ftfty  men  and  women 
Naming  me  the  llfty  poems  finished  1 
Take   them»  Love,  the   book   and  me  to- 
gether. 
Where  tbe  heart  lies,  let  the  brain  lie  also. 


i  made  a  century  of  sonnets. 
Made  and  wrote  tbe  in  tn  a  certain  volume 
Dinted  with  tbe  silver-pointed  peneQ 
Else  he  only  us'd  to  draw  Madonnas : 
These,  tbe  world    might  view  —  but  One, 

the  volume. 
Who  that  one,  you  ask  ?    Your  heart  in- 
structs yon. 
Ptd  she  live  and  love  K  all  her  lifetime  ? 
Did  she  dropt  his  lady  of  the  Koniiets, 
IMa,  and  let  it  drop  l>e&ide  her  pillow 
Where  it  lay  in  place  of  RafneVs  glory^ 
RafaePs  ebeek  so  duteous  and  so  loving  — 
Cheek»    tlto    world   was  wont    to    bail    a 

i»ainter*s, 
Eafacl  s   cheek,  her    love    hod   tom'd    a 


Ton  and  I  would  rather  read  that  volume, 
^ Taken  to  bis  beatiiig  bosom  by  it) 
Lean  and  liiit  the  bosom-beat^  of  Rafael, 
Would  we  not  ?  tbau  wonder  at    ^ladon* 

nas  — 
HeTf  San  Sisto  nfimea,  and  Hi^r,  Foligno, 
Her,  that  visits  Floi-ence  in  a  virion. 
Her,  that 's  left  with  liUes  in  tiie  louvre  — 
Seen  by  ua  aud  all  the  world  in  circle. 

Yon  and  I  will  never  read  that  volume. 
Guido  Rcni  like  bis  own  eye's  apple 
Guarded  long  the  treasure  b«jokand  lov'd  it, 
Guido  Reui  dying,  all  Bologna 
Cried,  and  the  world  with  it,  **  Ours  —  the 

treasure  1" 
Suddenly y  as  rare  things  will,  it  vanished. 

Dante  once  prepar*d  to  paint  an  angel  r 
Whom    to    pleaj*e  ?     \ou.    whisper  **  Ben* 

trice." 
While  he  mus^d  and  traeed  it  and  retraced 

it, 

(Perad venture  with  a  pen  corroded 

btill  by  drops  of  that  hot  ink  he  dipped 

for. 
When,   his  left-hand   i*   the    hair  o*   the 

wicked, 
Bock    he   held   the  brow  aud  priok'd  its 

stigma, 
Bit  into  tbe  live  man's  flesh  for  parchment, 
Loosed   him,   laugh*d    to  see  the   writing 

rankle. 
Let   the  wretch  go  festering   thro*   Flor- 
ence)— 
Dante,  who  lov'd  well  because  he  hated. 
Hated  wickedness  that  binders  loving, 
Dante  standing,  studying  bis  angel^  — 
In  there  broke  the  folk  of  his  Infenio. 
Says    he  —  **  Certain    people    of    impor- 
tance" 
(Such  he  gave  bis  daily,  dreadful  line  to) 
Entered  and  would  seize,  forsooth^  the  j^w><»t 
Says  the  poet  —  **  Then  I  stopped  my  paint- 

ing.^ 
You  and  I  would  rather  see  that  angel. 
Painted  by  the  tendemeas  of  Dante, 
Would  we  not?  —  than  read  a  frech  I» 
fenio. 

You  and  T  will  never  see  tlmt  picture. 
While  be  nius'd  on  love  and  Beatrice, 
While  be  soften'd  o*er  his  outlin*d  angel^ 
In   they  broke,  those    **  people   of  trnpof^ 
tanee:'' 


I 
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Wo  Mid  Bice  bear  the  loss  forever. 

What  of  Rafael's  fionnets,  Daitte*8  pictujce  ? 

This  :  no  ^ttlBt  livei  and  lovea  tlmt  lomgB 

uot 
Once,  and  onlj  once,  and  for  One  onlj, 
(Ah,  the  p^t^e  I)  to  find  his  love  a  language 
Fit  and  fair  snid  simple  and  sn^cieut  — 
Using  nature  that  *a  an  art  t<i  otiiers, 
Kotp  this  one  time}  art   that's  turo'd  hiB 

nature. 
Ay,  of  all  the  artLits  Wvmg^  loving^ 
None  but  would  forego  his  proper  dj 
Dues   he   p.iint  ?  he    fain  wonld 

poeni^  — 
Does  he  write  ?  he  fain  would  pfdu 

ture, 
Put  to  proof  art  alien  to  the  artistV         "* 
Once,  and  only  once,  and  for  One  i 
So  to  be  the  man  and  leave  the  art 
Save  the  nian^s  joy,  miss  the  nrtist^b  av^M^m. 

Wherefore  ?    Heaven's  gift  takea  earth's 

abatement  1 
He  who  iiniites  the  rock  and  ^spreads  the 

wat«r 
Bidding   drink  and  live  a  crowd  beneath 

him^ 
Even  he  J  the  minute  makes  immortal, 
Proves,  perchau(!e,  his  mortal  in  the  minute, 
Desecmtes,  Iwilike,  the  deed  in  doiug, 
While  he  smites,  how  can  he  but  remem- 

berj 
So  he  smote  before,  in  anch  a  peril, 
When   they  stood    and    mock  ^d  —  **  Shall 

smiting  help  «a  ?  " 
When  they  drank  atid  sneered  —  **  A  stroke 

is  easy  I  '* 
When  they  wip'd  their  mouths  and  went 

their  Joaraev, 
Throwing  him  for  thanks —  "  But  drought 

waa  pleaaant.  ** 

Thus  old  memories  mar  the  actual  tri- 
umph ; 

Tims  the  doing  savors  of  disrelish  ; 

Thus  achievement  lacks  a  gracious  some- 
what ; 

O'er-importun'd  brows  becloud  the  man- 
datei 

Carelessness  or  cousiciodane^ftj  the  gesture. 

For  he  bears  an  ancient  wrong  about  hinip 

Sees  and  knows  again  those  phnlatixM  faces, 

Heara,  yet  one  time  more,  the  'custom 'd 
prelude  — 


"How  shoiildst  thou,  of    all    men,  smil^ 

and  save  us  ?  " 
Guesses  what  is  like  to  prove  the  seijuel— » 
**  Egvpt*s  fleKh-pota  — nay,  the  drought  nu 

better," 

Ob,  the  crowd  must  hB,re  emphatic  w«^ 
rant  I 

Tlieirs,    the   Sinai -forehead**  cloven    hpX- 
Uance, 

arm^s  rod-sweep,  tougae''s    impetiaJ 
fiat, 
'  dares  the  man  put  off  the  prophet* 

&  love  oue  face  from  out  the  thoa 
sands, 
9  »he   Jethro'a  daugbteri  white  isd 

wifely, 

ftb©  but  the  ^^thiopian  bondslavr,) 
3uld  envy  yon  dutnb  pntient  camet^ 
ivg  a  reserve  of  st'anty  water 
.  to  save  bia  own  life  in  the  desert  j 
AvrHuy  in  the  desert  to  deliver 
(  Kneeling  down  to  let  bis  breast  be  openM) 
Hoard  and  life  together  for  hia  mistress. 

I  si  I  all  never,  in  the  years  remaining, 
Paint   you    pictures,    no,   nor     carve   yoa 

statues, 
IVIake  you  tnusic  that  should  all-express  me; 
S<i  it  seems  i  I  stand  on  my  attainment. 
Thja  of  verse  alone,  one  life  allows  nie  t 
Verse  and  nothing  else  have  I  to  give  yoa 
Other  height?  in  other  lives,  God  willing  — 
All  the  giiU  from  all  the  heights,  your  own, 

Love  1 

Yet  a  semblanee  of  resource  avails  ns  *^ 
Shade  so  tluely  touch'd,  love's  sense  muit 

seize  it. 
Take  these  lines,  look  lovingly  and  nearly, 
Lines    I  winte  the  first  time  and  the  last 

time. 
He  who  works  in  fresco,  steals  a  hair-bniih 
Cur  lis  the  liberal  hand,  subservient  proudlyj 
C\ranips  bi°^  spirit,  crowds  its  all  in  little, 
Blakes  a  strange  art  of  an  art  fain i liar, 
Fills  hi^  lady's  missnUmarge  with  floweret! 
He  who  bio wi*  thro'  bronze,  may  hreatlM 

tliro"  silver. 
Fitly  serenade  a  slumhrons  princess. 
He  who  writes,  may  write  for  once,  as  1  do 

Love,  yon  snw  mo  gather  men  and  woinei^ 
Live  or  dead  or  fashion'd  by  xny  fancj> 
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Eiller'Mieh  a»d  nil,  and  use  their  aervice, 
^peiik  from  every  moutfa,  —  the  spcvch,  a 

pijetti. 
Hardly  sludl  I  tell  my  joyg  and  sorrows, 
Hopes  and  fears,  belief  auil  diali«lieviiig  : 
I  am  iiiiue  aud    yours  —  the    rest    be  all 

men's, 
Karsbouk.  Cleon,  Norbert  and  the  fifty. 
Let  me  speak  this  oiice  in  my  true  person, 
Kot  a<  Lippo,  Roland  or  Andrea, 
Tliough    tlic  fruit  of  speech   be   just  this 

sentence  — 
Pray  you,  look  on  these  my  men  and  wo- 
men. 
Take  and  keep  my  fifty  piiems  finished  ; 
Where    luy    heart   lies,  let   uiy   l)raiji    lie 

alaol 
Poor  the  speech  ;  be  how  I  speak,  for  alt 
thinga. 

Not  btit    that  you    know   me  t    Lo,  the 

moon's  self  I 
Here  in  Loudon,  yonder  hite  in  Florcnee, 
btill  wo  find    her  face,  tbe  thric^e  traua^ 

figur'd. 
Curving  on  a  sky  imbrued  with  color, 
Drifted  »»ver  Fiesule  by  twilight, 
Came  ahe,  our  new  crescent  of  a  hair'a- 

breadth. 
Full  she  fliir^d  it,  lamping  Sammiuiato, 
Bounder  *twixt  the  cypresses,  and  roimder, 
Ferfcset  till  the  mghtingaks  npplaudod. 
Now,  a  piece  of  her  old  self,  impuveri&h''d, 
Hard  to  greet,  she  traTerses  the  boitae- 

roofs, 
Harries  witli  unhandsome  thrift  of  silver, 
Goes  dispirittnlly,  —  glfid  to  tini&h* 
What,  there's  nothing  in  the  moon  note- 
worthy ? 
Nay  —  for    if    that    moon  coold   love  a 

mortal, 
Use,  to  eliann  him  (so  to  fit  a  fancy) 
All  her  magif  (  t  is  the  old  sweet  niythos) 
She  would  turn  a  new  side  to  hi^r  tnortHl, 
t>tde  unseen  of  herdsman,  huntsman,  steera- 

mHn  — 
Blank  to  ZoroaKt4*r  on  his  terrace. 
Blind  to  Galileo  on  ULh  turret, 
Dumb  to   Homer,  dumb  to  Keats  —  him, 

even  t 
Think,  the  wonder  of  the  moonstruck  mor- 
tal— 
When  she   turns  round,  comes  again   in 

heaven. 
Opens  out  anew  for  worse  or  better? 


Proves  she  like  some  portent  of   an   ice* 

berg 
Swimming  full  upon  the  ship  it  founders. 
Hungry  with  huge  teeth  of  splinter'd  crys< 

tals? 
Proves  she  as  the  pav'd-work  of  a  sapphire 
^^een  by  Moses  when  he  ulimu'd  the  moun- 
tain? 
Moses,  Aaron,  Kadab  and  Abihu 
Climbed  and  saw  tite  very  God,  the  High* 

est, 
Stand  upon  the  pav'd-work  of  a  sapphire. 
Like  tbe  bodied  heaven  in  his  elearnejua 
Shone  Uic  stuue,  the  sapphire  of  that  pav*d* 

work. 
When  tlmy  nte  and  drank  and  saw  GcmI 
also  1 

What  were  seen  7     None  knows,  none  ever 

shall  know. 
Only  this  in  sure  —  the  sight  were  other, 
Not    the  miMurs  sxme    side,  born    late  tn 

Florence, 
Dying  now  imi>overish*d  here  in  London. 
God  be  thank  d,  the  meanest  of  his  crea^ 

tui-es 
Boasts  two  soul-sides,  one  to  face  the  world 

with. 
One  to   show  a   woman   when    be    loves 

her. 

This  I  say  of  me,  but  tliink  of  you.  Love  J 
This  to  you  —  yourself  my  moou  of  poets  t 
Ah,  but  that's  the  world^s  side  —  there's 

the  wonder  — 
Thus  they  see  )  on,  praise  yon,  think  they 

know  you. 
There  in  turn  1  stand  with  them  and  prais6 

you. 
Out  of  my  own  self,  1  dare  to  phrase  it. 
But  the   best  is  when  I  glide   from  out 

them, 
Cross  a  step  or  two  of  dubions  twilight, 
Come  out  on  tbe  other  side,  the  nov«d 
Silent  silver  liff^hts  and  darks  tmdream*d 

of.  '^ 

V^here  I  hush  and  bless  myself  with  si* 

lence. 

Oh«  their  Rafael  of  the  dear  Madonnas, 
Oh,  their  Dante  of  the  dread  Inferno, 
Wrote  one  song  —  and  in  my  bmin  I  sing 

it. 
Drew   one   angel  —  borne,    aee,   on    my 

bosom* 


^ 
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ABT  VOGLER 

(after  he  KA3  BEEN  EXTEMFOftlZING  UPON 
THE  MOMCAU  iltfSTRUMEKT  i>F  MU  IKV^M- 
TiON) 

Would  tb&t  the  strncture  brave,  the  mE-ui- 
fuld  taamc  I  butM^ 
Bidding  my  organ  Qht}\  calling  its  keys 
to  their  wurk, 
Clainiiiig  each   slave   of  the   soundi  at  a 
touch,  aa  when  Solooion  ^ 
An»ies  of  tuigi^b  that  soar, 
demons  that  lurk, 
MaUg  brute,  reptile^  ti j,  ^-  alieii  cj 
of  aim, 
Adverse,  eaoh  froai   the  othei 
bigb^  hell-deep  rcmov'd,  *- 
Should  rash,  into  sigLt  at  ouoe  as  i 
the  iu^ffable  Kame, 
And  pile  bim  a  palace  straight, 
lire  the  priucsesi  he  luv^  1 

Wotild  it  mirbt  tarry  like  his^  the  beauti^ 
ful  build ing  of  mine, 
This  wbirh  my  keys  hi  a  crowd  pressed 
and  importun*d  to  raise  ! 
Ah,  one  and  all,  how  they  help'd,  would 
dispart  now  and  now  combine, 
Zealous   to  hasten   the  work,   heighten 
their  master  his  praiue  ! 
And  one  would  bury  his  brow  with  a  blind 
plunge  down  to  hell. 
Burrow  awhile  and  build,  broad  on  the 
roots  of  things, 
Then  up   again  swim   into  sight,   having 
bas'd  me  my  palace  well. 
Founded  it,  fearless  of  flame,  flat  on  the 
nether  springs. 

And  another  would  mount  and  march,  like 
the  excellent  minion  he  was, 
Ay,' another  and  yet  another,  one  crowd 
but  with  many  a  crest, 
Raising  my  rampir'd  walls  of  gold  as  trans- 
parent as  glass, 
Eager  to  do  and  die,  yield  each  his  place 
to  the  rest : 
For  higher  still  and  higher  (as  a  runner  tips 
with  fire, 
When  a  great  illumination  surprises  a 
festal  night  — 
Outlining  round  and  round  Rome's  dome 
from  space  to  spire) 
Up,  the   pmnacled  glory  reach'd,  and 
the  pride  of  my  soul  was  in  sight. 


In  sight  7    Not  half  I  for  it  »eem'd  it  iiit 

eertnin*  to  nmtch  man's  btrtli, 
Nature    io   turn  conceiy'd,    obejing  ai 

impuiae  as  I ; 
And    the   emulous   heaven  y«aj*n'd  dowiv 

made  effort  to  reach  the  earth. 
As  the  earth  hud  doii&  her  best,  ia  ray 

pa^ioti,  to  scale  the  sky  : 
Novel  splendors  burst  forth,  gr&w  familiu 

and  dwelt  with  mine^ 

a  point  Dor  peak  but  founds  but  flz^d 

its  wandering  Mar ; 

p-'OTooTiSt  balls  of  hla^e  :  and  tbey  did 

not  pale  nor  pine, 

eai'th  bad  attaiD^d  to  heavao^  then 

wai  no  more  wmt  nor  far* 

ore  ;  for  there  wanted  not  who  walk^i 

in  the  glare  and  glow, 

tencea  plain  in  the  place  ;  or*  freata 

from  the  Frot«>plaat, 

h'd  for  ages  to  eome,  when  a  Mudlier 

wind  should  blow, 
Lur~d  now  to  Wgin  and  live,  in  a  hotui 

tn  thuir  likiiig  at  last  ; 
Or  else   the   wonderful    Dead   who  have 

pass'd  through  the  body  and  gone, 
But  were  back  once  more  to  breathe  m 

an  old  world  worth  their  new  : 
What  never  had  been,  was  now  ;  what  WHfl 

as  it  shall  be  anon  ; 
And   what    is, — shall    I    say,  matched 

both  ?  for  I  was  made  perfect  too. 

All  through  my  keys  that  gave  their  sounds 
to  a  wish  of  my  soul, 
All  through  my  soul  that  prais'd  as  its 
wish  flow'd  visibly  forth, 
All  through  music  and  me  !  For  think,  had 
I  painted  the  whole, 
Why,   there   it  had  stood,   to  see,  nor 
the  process  so  wonder-worth. 
Had  I  written  the  same,  made  verse  — 
still,  effect  proceeds  from  cause, 
Ye  know  why  the  forms  are  fair,  ye  hear 
how  the  tale  is  told  ; 
It  is  all  triumphant  art,  but  art  in  obedience 
to  laws, 
Painter  and  poet  are  proud,  in  the  artist- 
list  enroU'd  :  — 

But  here  is  the  finger  of  God,  a  flash  of  the 
will  that  can. 
Existent   behind   all    laws :    that  made 
them,  and,  lo,  they  are  1 


I 


( 


ROBERT  BROWNING 


363 


And  I  know  uot  tf,  Bave  its  thia^  sqoIi  gift 
be  allowM  to  t]iati« 
Tlaat  out  of  tliree  sounds  he  frame,  not  A 
fourth  sound,  but  a  atar* 
CoQiider  it  well  :  each  tone  of  our  scale  in 
Itself  is  ftougbt ; 
It  is  everywhere   111  the  world  ^ — loud, 
soft,  and  all  is  said  : 
Giro  it  to  me  to  u^e !     I  mix  it  with  two  in 
my  thought, 
And,  there  I     Ye  have  heard  nod  leen  : 
consider  and  bow  the  head  t 

Well*  it  is  gone  at  last,  the  palace  of  music 
I  rcar'd ; 
Gone !   and  the  good    tears   start,   the 
praises  that  come  too  slow  ; 
For  one  is  aitsur'd  at  first,  one  scarce  can 
aay  tliat  he  fear*d, 
Thml  he  even  gave  it  a  thought,  the  gone 
thing  was  to  go. 
Kerer  to  be  again  !    But  many  more  of  the 
kind    *^ 
As  gooii,  nay,  better  perchance  :  is  this 
your  comfort  to  me  ? 
To  tne,  who  must  be  sav^d  because  I  cling 
with  my  mind 
To  the  samei  same  self,  same  love,  same 
God  :  ay,  what  was,  shall  be. 

Therefore  to  whom  turn  I  but  to  Thee,  the 
ineffable  Name  ? 
Builder  and  maker,  thou,  of  houses  not 
made  with  bauds ! 
What,  have  fear  of  change  from  thee  who 
art  ever  the  same  ? 
Doubt  that  thj  power  can  fill  the  heart 
that  thy  power  expands  ? 
There  shall  never  be  oue  lost  good  t    What 
was,  shall  live  as  before  ; 
The  evil  is  null,  is  nought,  is  silenee  im- 
plying sound  ; 
What  was  good,  shall  be  good,  with,  for 
eril,  so  much  good  more  ; 
On  the  earth   the  broken  aros  ;  in  the 
heaven,  a  perfect  round. 

All  we  hfive  will'd  or  hop*d  or  dream'd  of 
good,  shall  exist  ; 
Not  itA  semblance,  but  itself ;  no  beauty, 
nor  good^  nor  power 
Wboae  voice  has  gone  forth,  but  each  sur- 
vives for  the  melodist, 
When  eternity  affirms  the  conoeptbo  of 
an  hour. 


The  high  that  proved  too  high,  the  heroic  for 
earth  too  hard. 
The  passioix  timt  left  the  ground  to  lose 
itself  in  the  sky, 
Are  music  sent  up  to  God  by  the  lover  and 
tht*  bard  ; 
Enough  that  he  heard  it  onoo  :  we  shall 
hear  it  by  and  by. 

And  what  is  our  failure  here  but  a  tri* 
umpb'i  evidence 
For  the  fulness  of  the  days  7     Have  we 
withered  or  agonised  ? 
Why  else  was  the  pause  proUmg'd  but  that 
fiiuging  might  issue  thenee  ? 
Why   rush  d   the  discords  In,  but    that 
harmony  should  be  \>TWd  ? 
Sorrow  is  hard  to  bear,  and  doubt  is  slow  to 
clear, 
Each  sufferer  says  his  aay,  his  sclieme  of 
the  weal  and  woe  : 
But  God  has  a  few  of  us  whom  he  whispers 
in  the  ear  ; 
The  rest  may  reason  and  welcome  ;  *i  m 
we  musicians  know. 


Well,  it  is  earth  with  me  ;  silence 
her  reign  : 
I  will  be  patient  and  proud,  and  aoberlj 
acquiesce. 
Give  me  the  keys,     I  feel  for  the  common 
chord  again, 
Sliding  by  semitones,  till  I  sink  to  the 
minor,  — yes. 
And  I  blunt  it  into  a  ninth,  and  I  stand  on 
alien  ground. 
Surveying  awhile  the  heights  I  roll'd  from 
into  the  deep : 
Which,  hark,  I   have  dar*d  and  done,  for 
my  resting-place  b  found, 
The  C  Major  of  this  life  :  so,  now  I  will 
try  to  sleep. 

PROSPICE 

Fear  death  ?  » to  feel  the  fog  in  my  throat. 

The  mist  in  my  face. 
When  the  snows  Wgin,nnd  the  blasts  denote 

I  am  nearing  the  plaee^ 
The  power  of  the  night,  the  pteas  of  t^ 
storm, 

The  poet  of  the  foe  ; 
Where    he  stands,    tlie  Arch  Feur  is  • 
visible  form, 

Tel  the  strong  man  must  go : 
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TNt  the  journey  la   done  and  tlie  imoumt 
attained, 
And  the  barriers  fallj 
Tbough  a  battle 's  to  fight  are  the  gii0rd(m 
be  gained, 
The  reward  of  it  alL 
I    wa^    ever    a    Eghter,    so  —  qne    fight 
more. 
The  best  and  the  lAst ! 
I  would  bate  that  death  bandaged  mj  ejea. 
and  forbore. 
And  bade  me  creep  past. 
Ko  I  let  me  taste  the  whole  of  it,  fjire 
my  peers 
The  heroes  of  old. 
Bear  the  brunt,  in  a  minute  pay  gh  *i 

arrears 
Of  pain,  darkneis  luid  eold. 
Tot  sudden  the  worst  turns  the  best  to  the 
brave, 
The  black  minute  *»  at  end. 
And  the  elementa'  rage,  the  Send-voioes 
that  rave, 
Shall  dwindle^  shall  blend, 
Shall  changij,  ibiill  become  first  a  peace  out 
of  pain« 
Then  a  light,  then  thy  breast, 
0  thou  soul  of  my  soul !    1  shall  clasp  thee 
again. 
And  with  God  be  the  rest  1 


MISCONCEPTIONS 

Tbtb  b  &  Hpray  the  bird  elnng  to, 

Making  it  blossom  with  pleaaurej 

Ere  the  high  trec'top  she  sprung  to, 

Fit  for  her  nest  and  her  treasure  : 

Oh,  what  a  hope  beyond  measure 

WftJi  the  poor  spray  ■§,  which  the  flying  feet 

hung  to,  — 
So  to  be  sbgled  out,  built  in,  and  sung 
to  I 

This  IS  a  heart  the  queen  leant  on, 

Thriird  in  a  minute  erratie, 
Ere  the  true  bosom  she  bent  on. 
Meet  for  love's  regal  dalmatic. 
Oh,  what  a  fancy  ecstatic 
Was  the  poor   heart's,  ere   the  wanderer 

WBHt  on,  — 
liore  to  be  sav^d  foir  it|  proffer'd  to,  spent 
on  1 


EPITAPH 

rNdCRlBin   on    a   rock    ATIOVE   the   GHAVt   Of] 
LEVI   LINCOLN  THAXT^It,  Al'aJL,    l£Sf. 

Thou  whom  these  eyes  saw   neveft  mj 

friends  true. 
Who  say  my  soul^  belp'd  onwafd  by  mj 

song, 
Thoufrh  all  unwittbgly,  has   helped  tbo» 
too? 

i  but  of  the  little  that  I  knew  t 
ivere  the  gift  requited,  while  along 
path    I   paeo,   eouldst   thon    make 
weakness  strong, 

tne  with  knowledge  —  for  Life 's  eld 
Death  'a  uevl 


< 


MUCKLE-MOUTH   MEG^ 

<  Sorted' 


]  TS*T>  the  Laird  on  the  Lord 

banded  I  catch  thee  ? 

Deatb-dooin*d  by  our  Law  of  the  Border! 
We  \e  a  gallows  outside  aud  a  cbiel  to  dis- 
patch thee  : 
Who  trespasses  —  bangs  t  all 's  in  order*" 

He  met  frown  with  smile,  did  the  young 
English  gallaot : 
Then  the  Laird's  dame  t  "  Nav,  HnsbanJi 
I  beg  i 
He 's  eomely  ;  be  mei^tful  !    Grace  for  the 
eallant 
—  If    he    marries    otir    Mndde^moatk 
Meg  I " 

**  No  mile-wide-montb*d  monster  of  youfs 
do  I  marry  : 
Grant  rather  the  gallows  !  "  laughed  he. 
**  Foul  fare  kith  and  kin  of  yon  —  why  dfl 
you  tarry  7  " 
"  To  tame  your  fierce  temper  !  '*  quoth 
sbe. 

"  Shove  htm  quick  In  the  Hole,  shut  him 
fast  for  a  week  : 
Cold,  darkness,  and  hunger  work  won- 
ders : 
Who    lion  I  ike   roam   now,   mou&e-fashiom 
will  squeak, 
A.nd  *■  it  rains  *  soon  eacoeed  to  *■  it  tbui»' 
ders/  " 


I 


*■  Compare  J.  Ballantine,  p.  83. 
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A  week  ditl  he  bide  in  tbe  cold  and  dark 
—  Not  buTiger  :  for  duly  at  inoniing 

In  tlttted  a  biHS»  and  a  voice  like  a  lark 
ChirpMf  ^'Muckle-moutb  Meg  fitill  je're 
iiconiing  ? 

**  Go  liang,  bat  here  'b  parritch  to  hearten 

"  Did  Meg*s  iuuekle*mouth  boast  within 


Sooli  rouaio  aa  jours^  mine  should  match  it 
or  burst  : 
Na  frog.jaws  I     So  tell  folk,  my  Win- 
some i  ** 

Soon  week  came  to  end,  and«  from  Hole's 
door  set  wide, 
Out  he  march 'd»  and  there  waited  the 
lassie  :  i 

"  Yon  gallows,  or  Muckle-moitth  Meg  for 
a  bride  \ 
Consider  1    Sky  's  blue  and  tnrf  's  grassy: 

"  Life 's  sweet ;  shall  I  say  ye  wed  Muckle- 

mouth  Meg?" 
"  Not  I/*  quoth  the  stout  heart :    "  too 

eerie 
The  mouth  that  ean  swallow  a  bubblyjock*s 

Shall    I  let    it    munch    mine?   Never, 
dearie  I  •* 

••Not    Mnckle-mmath    Meg?     Wow»  the 
obiitiuatv  man  I 
Perhaps  ho  would  rather  wed  me  i  ^ 
••  Ay,  wottld   be  —  with  just   for  a  dowry 
your  can  I  " 
*•  I  *m  Maokle-mouth  Meg/*  chirp*d  she. 

'Tbenso^ — so  —  so — ^ao  —  **  as  he  Idss^d 
her  apaee  — 
**  Will  I  widen  thee  out  till  thou  tumcst 


From  Margaret  Minuikin-mou',  by  God*s 
grace, 
ToMuokle-mouth  Meg  in  good  earnest  I  ** 

EPILOGUE 

At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  the  sleep- 
trine, 
When  you  set  your  fancies  free, 

Will  they  pass  to  where  —  by  death,  fooU 
think>  imprisoned  — 

Low  he  lies  who  once  so  lov*d  you,  whom 
you  lov'd  so, 

—  Pity  me  7 

Oh  to  lore  so,  be  so  lov'd,  yet  so  mis- 
taken { 
What  liad  I  on  earth  to  do 

With  the  slothful,  with  the  mawkish,  the 
unmanly  ? 

Like  the  aimless,  helpless,  hopeless  did  I 
drivel 

—  Being  —  who  ? 

One  who  never  tum*d  his  back  but  marched 
breast  forward. 
Never  doubted  clouds  would  break. 
Never  dreamed,  though  right  were  worsted. 


wrong  would  triumph, 
Held  we  f  Jl  to 
better, 


rise,  are  baffled  to  fight 
Sleep  to  wake. 


N0|  at  Doonday  in  the  btistle  of  manV 
work-time 
Greet  the  unseen  with  a  cheer  ! 
Bid  him  forward,  breast  and  back  as  either 

should  be, 
"  Strive  and  thrive  I "  cry  *•  Speed,  —  fight 
on,  fare  ever 

There  as  here  1 " 


^pUiirp  ©o&di 


HOW'S   MY  BOY? 

••Ho*  Sailor  of  the  sea  I 

How  *s  my  boy  —  my  boy  ?  '* 

**  What  *s  your  boy  *s  name,  rood  wife, 

And  in  wlial  good  ship  saird  he  ?  '^ 


*»  Mj?  boy  John  — 

He  that  wpnt  to  sea^ — 

What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sailor  ? 

My  boy  V  mj  boy  ta  me. 
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And  not  kuow  nij  John  ? 

1  might  as  well  h^ve  ask'd  Mome  landjuian 

Yonder  down  in  the  town. 

Theire  *s  yol  an  ass  in  all  tbe  pixiflk 

But  iie  knows  mj  John. 


**  How 's  m?  boj  —  mr  boy  f 

And  unless  jou  let  me  know 
1  '11  swear  you  are  no  sailor,     " 
Blu6  j:iL-ket  or  no. 
Brass  buttons  or  no,  sailor, 
An^bor  and  crown  or  no  t 
Bure  his  ship  was  the  '  Jolly 
*•  Speak  low,  woinao,  spejik  1( 
^  And  why  should  I  lipcak  lo 
About  my  own  boy  Jobn  ? 
If  1  waa  loud  as  I  am  protid 
I  \l  sing  lilm  over  the  town  I 
Wbj  should  I  speak  low,  sailot 
**  That  good  ship  went  down.'* 


**  How  *8  my  boy  —  nay  boy  7 

What  care  I  for  the  ship,  sailor  ? 

I  was  never  aboard  her. 

Be  she  afloat  or  be  she  arronnd, 

Sinking  or  swimming,  I  '11  be  bound, 

Her  owners  can  afford  her  I 

I  say,  how  *8  my  John  ?  " 

"  Every  man  on  board  went  down. 

Every  man  aboard  her." 

**  How  *8  my  boy  —  my  boy  ? 

What  care  I  for  the  men,  sailor  ? 

I  'm  not  their  mother  — 

How 's  my  boy  —  my  boy  ? 

Tell  me  of  him  and  no  other  t 

How 's  my  boy  —  my  boy  ?  " 


A   NUPTIAL  EVE 

Oh,  happy,  happy  maid« 

In  the  year  of  war  and  death 

She  wears  no  sorrow  I 

By  her  face  so  young  and  fair, 

By  the  happy  wreath 

That  rules  her  happy  hair. 

She  might  be  a  bride  to-morrow  I 

She  sits  and  sings  within  her  moonlit  bower. 

Her  moonlit  bower  in  rosy  Jane, 

Yet  ah,  her  bridal  breath, 

Like  frag^nce  from  some  sweet  night- 
blowing  flower. 

Moves  from  her  moving  lips  in  many  a 
mournful  tune ! 


She  singi  no  song  of  love's  despair, 

She  sing3  no  lover  lowly  laid. 

No  fond  peculiar  grief 

Has  ever  touched  or  bud  or  leaf 

Of  her  unbligbted  spring.  _ 

She  migA  because  she  nueds  must  sing  ; 

She  sings  the  Borrow  of  the  air 

Whereof  her  voice  is  nsade* 

That  night  in  Britain  howsoever 

""  'my  chords  the  tlngera  stray '4 

y  gave  the  notei  of  car©* 

Lin  sad  legend  old 

g  muCG  in  some  pale  shade 

lome  far  twilight  told, 

knowa  not  when  or  wliere, 

stngSt  with  trejiibling  hmtid  ontremhlin} 
lute-strings  laid ;  — 


I 


J 


I 


be  inuTinar  of  the  monrning  ghosfe 
That  keeps  the  shadowy  kine 

01  If  Keitb  of  Havel  ston, 
The  sorrows  of  thy  line  !  ** 

Ravelston,  Ravelston, 

The  merry  path  that  leads 

Down  the  golden  morning  hill. 
And  thro'  the  silver  meads  ; 


Ravelston,  Ravelston, 

The  stile  beneath  the  tree. 
The  maid  that  kept  her  mother's  kine, 

The  song  that  sang  she  I 

She  sang  her  song,  she  kept  her  kine. 

She  sat  beneath  the  thorn 
When  Andrew  Keith  of  Ravelston 

Rode  thro'  the  Monday  mom  ; 

His  henchmen  sing,  his  hawk-bells  ring. 

His  belted  jewels  shine  ! 
Oh,  Keith  of  Ravelston, 

The  sorrows  of  thy  line  1 

Year  after  year,  where  Andrew  came. 
Comes  evening  down  the  glade, 

And  still  there  sits  a  moonshine  ghost 
Where  sat  the  sunshine  maid. 

Her  misty  hair  is  faint  and  fair. 
She  keeps  the  shadowy  kine  ; 

Oh,  Keith  of  Ravelston, 
The  sorrows  of  thy  line  1 

I  lay  my  hand  upon  the  stile, 
Ilie  stile  is  lone  and  coldp 
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The  buruid  that  goes  babbling  bj 
Sajfl  Doiight  that  can  be  tuTd. 

Yet,  stranger  !  here,  from  year  to  yeari 
She  keeps  her  ahadowy  kine  ; 
hp  Keith  of  RAvekton, 
The  aorrowB  of  thy  Uue  I 


^ 


Stepont  three  steps*  where  Andrew  stood  - 
Why  bt&nch  th^  cheeks  for  feiir  ? 

The  Ancient  stile  is  not  alone, 
T  is  not  the  bum  I  hear  I 


I 


ihe  makes  her  immemorial  moaiit 
She  kreps  her  shadowy  kine  ; 
Oh,  Keith  of  Ravelston, 
The  sorrows  of  thy  line  I 


TOMMY'S   DEAD 


^ 


W' 


Yoo  may  give  over  plongh,  boy*, 
Xou  may  ^e  the  gear  to  the  stead, 
'  1  the  sweat  o*  your  brow,  boys, 

ill  never  get  beer  and  bread* 
Tlie  seed  *s  waste,  I  know,  boyi , 
Tbt're  's  not  a  blade  will  grow,  boyi, 
*T  is  cropped  o»it,  I  Irow^  boys, 
And  Tummy  's  dead. 

Send  the  dolt  to  fair,  boys, 
He  's  eoijig  blind,  as  I  sidd, 
My  old  eyes  can't  bear,  boys» 
To  see  him  in  the  shed  ; 
The  oow  'a  dry  and  spafe*  Ik^, 

'  le  's  neither  here  nor  there,  boys, 

doubt  she  's  badly  bred  ; 


10 

,      Th 

i 


Stop  the  mill  to-morn,  boys, 

There  *11  be  no  more  com,  boys, 

Neither  white  nor  red  ; 

There  *s  no  sign  of  gmat,  boys, 

Yon  may  aell  the  goat  and  ^  ass,  b<iys, 

The  land  V  not  wlyit  it  waa,  boys, 

'"".nd  the  beasts  tnttst  be  fed  : 

on  may  turn  Peg  away,  boysg 

'on  may  pay  off  old  Ned, 

'e  Ve  had  a  doll  day,  boys, 
And  Tommy  *8  dead* 

More  my  ebatr  on  the  floor,  boys, 

Let  me  tnm  my  head  : 

She  *8  standing  there  in  the  door,  boys, 

Your  sister  ^V  tnifred  I 

Take  her  away  from  me,  boySf 


Your  sister  Winifred  I 

Move  me  round  in  my  place,  boys, 

I^et  me  turn  my  head. 

Take  her  away  from  me,  boys. 

As  she  lay  on  her  death-bed. 

The  hones  of  her  thin  face,  boys. 

As  she  lay  on  her  death-bed  I 

I  don't  know  how  it  be,  boys. 

When  all's  done  and  said. 

But  I  see  her  looking  at  me,  boys. 

Wherever  1  turn  my  head  ; 

Out  of  the  big  oak-tree,  boys. 

Out  of  the  garden-bed. 

And  the  lily  as  pale  as  she,  boys. 

And  the  rose  that  used  to  be  red. 

Tliere  *s  something  not  right,  boys* 
But  I  think  it  *b  not  in  my  head, 
I  've  kept  my  precious  sight,  bojrs  -* 
The  Lord  be  hallowed  1 
Outside  and  in 

The  ground  is  cold  to  my  tread. 
The  hills  are  wizen  and  ihia. 
The  sky  is  shrive UM  and  shred. 
The  hedges  down  by  the  loan 
I  can  count  them  boue  by  bone. 
The  leaves  are  open  and  snread. 
But  I  see  the  teeth  of  the  land. 
And  bands  like  a  dead  mau*s  hand. 
And  the  eyes  of  a  dead  man's  head. 
There  's  nothing  but  cinders  and  sand, 
The  rat  and  the  mouse  have  fed. 
And  the  summer 's  empty  and  cold  ; 
Over  valley  and  wold 
Wherever  I  turn  my  head 
There  *s  a  mildew  and  a  mould, 
The  sun  *s  going  out  overhead^ 
And  I  'm  very  ohi, 
And  Tommy 's  dead* 

What  am  I  staving  for,  boys  ? 
You  're  all  liorn  and  bred, 
'T  is  fifty  years  and  more,  boys, 
Since  wife  and  I  were'  wed. 
And  she 's  gone  before,  boyi^ 
And  Tommy  's  dead. 

Sba  was  always  sweet,  boys. 

Upon  his  curly  head, 

She  knew  she  M  never  see 't,  boy% 

And  she  stole  off  to  bed  ; 

I  Ve  been  sittmg  up  aloiie,  boyt| 

For  he  'd  come  home,  he  said. 

But  it  *s  time  I  was  gone,  boy% 

For  Tommy 's  dead. 
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put  tli«  stmtterB  upf  boys, 

Br  lug  out  the  hoev  aod  bread, 

Make  hafite  aud  sup,  boys, 

Fur  mv  ey*!S  are  heavy  fta  lead  ; 

Tliertj^s  somethings  wronff  i*  the  eup,  boye^ 

There  'a  aoiuetbiug  ill  wi  the  breaa, 

X  don't  CAre  to  attp,  boy^i 

And  Tommy  's  dead. 

I  'm  Dot  right,  I  doubt,  boys, 
I  've  Jiueh  a  sleepy  head, 
I  shall  never  mure  be  stotit,  bojBi 
You  may  carry  uie  to  bed» 
What  are  you  about,  boy  a  ? 
The  prayers  are  alJ  said, 
The  fire  *h  rak'd  out,  boyB« 
Aud  Tommy  *fl  dead. 

The  fltftira  are  too  steei>,  boya, 

You  omy  carry  me  to  the  bead, 
Thu  uight  -a  dark  aud  deep,  boye, 
Your  mother 's  long  iu  bed, 
'Tia  time  to  go  to  ileep,  boy  a, 
And  Tommy  s  dead. 

I  'm  not  us*d  to  kiss,  boys, 

You  may  shake  my  hand  instead. 

All  things  go  amiss,  boys, 

You  may  lay  me  where  she  is,  boys, 

And  I  '11  rest  my  old  head  : 

'T  is  a  poor  world,  this,  boys, 

And  Tommy 's  dead. 


HOME   IN   WAR-TIME 

She  tum'd  the  fair  page  with  her  fairer 

hand  — 
More  fair  and  frail  than  it  was  wont  to  be  — 
0*er  each  remember'd  thing  he  lov*d  to  see 
She  lingered,  and  as  with  a  fairy's  wand 
Knehauted  it  to  order.     Oft  she  fann*d 
New  motes  into  the  sun  ;  and  as  a  bee 
Sings  thro'  a  brake  of  bells,  so  murmur'd 

she, 
And  so  her  patient  love  did  understand 
The  reliquary  room.     Upon  the  sill 
She  fed  his  favorite  bird.     "  Ah,  Robin, 

sing! 
He  loves  thee."    Then  she  touches  a  sweet 

string 
Of  soft  recall,  and  towards  the  Eastern  hill 
Smiles  all  her  soul  —  for  him  who  cannot 

hear 
The  raven  croaking  at  his  carrion  ear. 


AMERICA 

NoH  force  nor  fmud  shall  sunder  us  t  O  t« 
Who  north  or  south,  on  east  or  western  Tiuid, 
Native  to  ooble  st>utid.s,  my  truth  for  tnith, 
Freedom  for  freedom,  love  for  love,  and  God 
For  God  ;  i)  ye  who  iu  eteniiil  youth 
Speak  with  a  living  aud  creative  itood 
This  univers&l  English,  and  do  stand 
Its   breathing   book  ;   live  wortJiy  of  thaX 
gmiid 

utterance —  parted,  yet  a  wbole, 
fc  unsever'd,  —  children  brave  and  free 
great  Motber^tongue,  and  ye  shall  be 
of  an  empire  wide  as  BhakespeareV 
soul, 

le  as  Milton's  immemorinl  theme, 
ich  as  Chaueer'a  speech,  and  fair  u 
Bpenaer'a  dream. 


t.        RAM    ON    THE    DEATH    OF 
EDWARD   FORBES 

Nature,  a  jealous  mistress,  laid  him  low. 
He  woo'd  and  won  her  ;  and,  by  love  made 

bold, 
She   show'd  him  more  than  mortal  man 

should  know. 
Then  slew  him  lest  her  secret  should  be  told. 


SEA   BALLAD 

FROM   "balder" 

"  How  many  ?  "  said  our  good  Captain. 
"  Twenty  sail  and  more." 
We  were  homeward  bound. 
Scudding  in  a  gale  with  our  jib  towards 

the  J^ore. 
Right  athwart  our  tack. 
The  foe  came  thick  and  black. 
Like   Hell-birds  and   foul   weather — yon 

might  count  them  by  the  score* 

The  Betsy  Jane  did  slack 
To  see  the  game  in  view. 
They  knew  the  Union-Jack, 
And  the  tyrant's  flag  we  knew  ! 
Our  Captain  shouted  ^*  Clear  the  decks  I ' 
and  the  Bo'suu's  whistle  blew. 

Tlien  our  gallant  Captain, 

With  his  hand  he  seiz'd  the  wheeL 
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And  pointed  with  his  stiunp  to  ibe  mid- 

dlii  of  the  foe. 
*•  Hnntihr  ladu,  in  we  go  f " 
(You  should  hear  the  Britiah  cheer, 
rore  und  aft.) 

••  There  are  twenty  sail,"  aang  he, 

*•  But  little  Betuy  Jane  bobs  to  nothing  on 

thest^al" 
(You  should  hear  the  British  cheer, 
fore  and  aft.) 

*•  See  jTon  ugly  craft 
With  the  pennou  at  her  main  f 
Hurrah,  tiiy  merry  boys. 
There  goes  the  Betsy  Jane  ( " 

iYou  should  hear  the  British  cheer, 
ore  and  af  t«) 

The  ioe,  he   beats  to  quarters,  and  the 
Rassiiui  buglea  sound  ; 
And  the  little  &Uj  Jaue  she  leaps  upon 

the  sea, 
"  Port  and  starboard! "  cried  our  Captain; 
•*  Fay  it  in,  my  hearts  I  "  sang  he. 

"  We  're  old  England's  sons. 
And  we  11  tight  for  her  to-day  I " 
(You  should  hear  the  British  cheer. 
Fore  and  aft.) 

"  Fire  away  I" 
In  she  rutis. 
And  her  guns 
Thunder  round. 


DANTE,   SHAKESPEARE, 
MILTON 

PROM   "balder" 

Doctor,  Ah  t  thou,  too, 

Bad  Alighleri,  like  a  waning  moon 
Setting  in  storm  behind  a  grove  of  bays  t 

Balder*  Yes,  the  great  Florentine,  who 
wove  his  web 
And  thrust  it  into  heU,  and  drew  it  fortli 
Immortal,  having  bnm'd  all  that  eonld  bum. 
And  leaying  only  what  aluiU  still  be  found 
Untouch'd,  nor  with  the  smell  of  lire  upon  ii, 
CJ>)der  the  final  ashes  of  this  world* 

Dodor.     Shakespeare  and  Milton  1 

Balder,  Switzerland  and  home. 

I  ne'er  see  Milton,  but  I  see  the  Alps, 
At  once,  sole  standing  on  a  peak  supreni«t 
To  the  eitremest  verga  sununit  ana  gulf 


I  saw,  height  after  depth,  Alp  beyond  Alpi 
O'er  which  the  rising  and  the  sinking  soul 
Sails  into  distance,  heaving  as  a  ship 
O'er  a  great  sea  that  sets  to  ntrands  unseen. 
And  as  the  mounting  and  descending  bark, 
r,  ►^lulting  by  the  under  deep, 

'  [  lie  wild  wave  something  not  the 

wave, 
Catehes  a  joy  of  going,  and  a  will 
Resistless,  and  upon  uie  last  lee  foam 
lieaps  into  air  beyond  it,  so  the  soul 
Upon  the  Alpine  ocean  mountain-toss'd. 
Incessant  carried  up  to  heaven,  and  plunged 
To  darkness,  and  stlU  wet  with  drops  cl 

death 
Held  into  light  eternal,  and  again 
Cast  down,  to  be  again  uplift  in  vast 
Aiid  infinite  succession^  canuot  stay 
The  mad  moruentum,  but  in  frenzied  sight 
Of  horizontal  clouds  and  mists  and  skies 
And  the  untried  Inane,  springs  on  tlie  surg^ 
Of  things,  and  passing  matter  by  a  force 
Material,  thro'  vacuity  careers, 
Kising  and  falling. 

Doctor,         And  my  Shakespeare  I     Call 
Milton  your  Alps,  and  which  Is  he  among 
The  tops  of  Andes  ?     Keep  your  Paradise, 
And  Eves,  and  Adams,  but  give  me  the 

Earth 
That  Shakespeare  drew,  and  make  it  grare 

and  gay 
With  Shakespeare's  men  and  women;  let 

me  laugh 
Or  weep  with  them,  and  you  —  a  wager,  — 

aye, 
A  wager  by  my  faith  —  either  his  muse 
Was  the  recording  angel,  or  that  hand 
Cherubic,  which  fills  up  the  Book  of  Life, 
Caught  what  the  last  rehudng   gripe   let 

fall 
By  a  death>bed  at  Stratford,  and  heooe* 

forth 
Holds  Shakespeare's  pen*    Now  sinyn  your 

sinews,  poet, 
And  top  your  Pelion,  —Milton  Switzerhuidt 
And  English  Shakespeare  — 

Balder,  This  dear  English  land  \ 

This  happr  Knglaad,  loud  with  brooks  and 

birds. 
Shining  with  harfetis«  eool  with  dewy  trees, 
And  bloom*d  from  hill  to  dell ;  but  whose 

best  flowers 
Are  daughters,  and  Ophelia  still  more  fair 
Than  any  rose  she  weaves;  whose  noblest 
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The  puking  torrent  of  a  nntion's  beait ; 
Whose  forests  stronger  than  her  native  oaTis 
Are  living  men  ;  and   whoae   unfathom'^d 

lakes 
Forever  mlm  the  unforgotten  dead 
Id  quiet  gravejards  wilTow*d  fleeiuly  roand, 
O'er  "whhh  Ti^day  bends  mdt  and  lees  his 

face> 
Whose  rotike  are  rights^  consolidate  of  old 
rhro'  unremembera  yearsp  aw  —  ^  — «-  — 

rhe  ereT-aupging  peoples  toU  n 
Perpetuali  as  around  her  cliJfa  . 
That  only  wash  them  whiter; 

mountains, 
Souls  that  from  this  mere  fool 

earth 
Lift  their  great  virtues  thro'  all 

Fate 
Up  to  the  very  heavens,  and  make 
To  keep  the  godu  above  us  1 

ON    THE   DEATH    OF   MRS. 
BROWNING 

Which   of  the  Angels  sang  so  well    in 

Heaven 
That  the  approving  Archon  of  the  quire 
Cried,  "  Come  up  hither !  "  and  he,  going 

higher, 
Carried  a  note  out  of  the  choral  seven  ; 
Whereat  that  cherub  to  whom  choice  is 

given 
Among  the  singers  that  on  earth  aspire 
Beckon'd  thee  from  us,  and  thou,  and  thy 

lyre 
Sudden  ascended  out  of  sight  ?    Yet  even 
In  Heaven  thou  weepest !   Well,  true  wife, 

to  weep  ! 
Thy  voice  doth  so  betray  that  sweet  offence 
That  no  new  call  should  more  exalt  thee 

hence 
But  for  thy  harp.  Ah,  lend  it,  and  such  grace 
Shall  still  advance  thy  neighbor  that  thou 

keep 
Thy  seat,  and  at  tl^  side  a  vacant  place  I 

FRAGMENT    OF  A    SLEEP-SONG 

S18TER  Simplicitie, 
Sing,  sing  a  song  to  me, 
Sing  me  to  sleep. 


Some  legend  long  and  lowg 
Whose  equal  ebb  and  flow 
To  and  fro  creep 
On  the  dim  marge  of  gray 
'Tween  the  sonl'^  night  and  dftj, 
^  mg  **  &wake  "  away 
asleep." 

legend  low  and  lomg^ 
'  BO  weak  or  fitrong 
let  go 

it  ean  hold  this  heart 
niten  sigh  or  smart, 
to  hold  this  heart 

It  sighs  "No." 

long  law  swaying  songp 
j>.       !  flway'd  shadow  long 
SftMjif  to  and  fro 
Where,  thro'  the  crowing  cockSi 
And  by  the  swinging  clocks. 
Some  weary  mother  rocks 
Some  weary  woe. 

Sing  up  and  down  to  me 

Like  a  dream-boat  at  sea, 

So,  and  still  so. 

Float  through  the  "  then  "  and  **  when^* 

Rising  from  when  to  then. 

Sinking  from  then  to  when 

While  the  waves  go. 

Low  and  high,  high  and  low, 

Now  and  then,  then  and  now, 

Now,  now  ; 

And  when  the  now  is  then,  and  when  the 

then  is  now. 
And  when  the  low  is  high,  and  when  thf 

high  is  low. 
Low,  low ; 

Let  me  float,  let  the  boat 
Go,  go; 

Let  me  glide,  let  me  slide 
Slow,  slow  ; 

Gliding  boat,  sliding  boat, 
Slow,  slow ; 
Glide  away,  slide  away 
So,»o. 
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<<5eorgt  Q9crr6itl^ 


FROM  *•  MODERN   LOVE** 

"ALL  OTHER  JOYS '* 

All  other  joja  of  life  h©  strove  to  warn]* 
And  inagnify,  «iud  catch  them  to  his  lip  ; 
But  they  hnd  suffer'd  shipwreck  with  the 

shipf 
And  giiz*d  upon  him  sallow  from  the  storm. 
Or  if  Deliisiun  came,  't  wrj*  hut  to  show 
The  coming  minute  mock  the  one  that  went. 

j        Cold  as  a  mountiiiu  in  its  8tar-plteh*d  tent 

'        Stood  high  Philosophy,  leas  friend  than  foe  j 
Whom  self-caged  Faasioa,  from  itn  prison* 

bara^ 
Is  always  watching  with  a  wondering  hate. 
Not  till  the  tire  is  dying  in  the  grate, 
Lnok  we  for  any  kinship  with  the  stars. 

I       Oh^  wisdom  never  eoines  when  it  is  gold. 
And  the  great  price  wo  pay  for  it  full  worth  1 
We  have  it  only  when  w©  are  half  earth  ; 

I       Little  avails  that  coinage  to  the  old  1 

HIDING  THE  SKELETON 

At  dinner  she  is  hostess,  I  am  host. 

Went   the  feaat   ever   checrfuUer  ?    She 
keeps 

The  topic  aver  intellectual  deeps 

In  buoyancy  atloat.     They  see  no  ghost. 

With  sparkling  surfaoe-eyea  we  ply  the 
ball : 
I       It  is  in  truth  a  most  contagions  ^me  j 

KtDtKO  THE  Skxleton  slmll  be  its  name. 

Such  pLiy  as  this  the  devils  might  appall  I 

But  here  *s  the  greater  wonder ;  in  that 
we, 

EnamorM  of  onr  acting  and  our  wils, 

Admire  each  other  like  true  hypoGrites. 
I       Warm-lighted  glances,  Love's  Epheniene, 
I      Shoot  gayly  o'er  the  dishes  and  the  wine. 

We  wiUcen  envy  of  our  happy  lot. 
'      Fast,  sweet»  and  goldea,  shows  our  mar- 

riage-'knot. 
I      Demt  giieeta,  vou  now  have  seen  Lore's 


THE   COIN  OF  PITY 


LHCT  say  that  Pity  in  Lovers  service  dwells, 
A  porter  at  the  rosy  temple's  gate. 
I  misa*d  him  going  :  but  it  is  my  fate 
To  come  opon  him  now  beside  his  wells  ; 


Whereby  I  know  that  I  Love's  temple  temve^ 
And  that  the  purple  doors  have  closM  behind. 
Poor  soul  J  if  in  those  early  days  unkind 
Thy  power  to  sting  had  been  but  power  to 

grieve. 
We  now  might  with  an  equal  spirit  meet. 
And  not  be  matoh'd  like  innocence  and  vice. 
She  for  the  Temple's  worship  has  paid  price, 
And  takes  the  coiti  of  Pity  as  a  cheat. 
She  sees  thro*  stmnhition  to  the  bone  : 
Wliat  *s  best  iu  her  impels  her  to  the  worst. 
Never,  she  ciies,  shall  Pity  soothe  Love's 

thirst. 
Or  fool  hypocrisy  for  truth  atone  I 

ONE  TWILIGHT  HOUR 

We  saw  the  swallows  gathering  in  the  akj^ 
And  in  the  osier*isle  we  heard  their  noise* 
We  had  not  to  look  back  on  summer  joys, 
Or  forward  to  a  sufmner  of  bright  dye  ; 
But  in  the  largenefls  of  the  evening  earth 
Our  spirits  grew  as  we  went  side  by  side. 
The  hour  became  her  husband,  and  my  bride* 
l^ve  that  had  robb'd  us  so,  thus  bless'd  our 

dearth  f 
The  pilgrimsi  of  the  year  wax'd  very  loud 
In  multitudinous  ehatterings,  as  the  flood 
FttU  brown  came  from  the  west,  and  like 

iMiIe  blood 
Expanded  to  the  upper  crimson  olmid. 
Love*  that  liad  robb'u  us  of  immortal  thtngip 
This  little  moment  mercifully  gave^ 
And  still  I  see  across  the  twilight  wa^ 
The  swan  sail  with  her  young  beneath  her 

winga, 

JUGGLING  JERRY 

Pitch  here  the  tent,  while  iba  old  havM 
grazes  : 

By  the  old  hedf^^do  we  11  halt  m  ttMgtk 
It 's  nigh  mv  laat  abow  the  daisies  : 

My  next  leaf  -  U  be  man's  blank  page. 
Yes,  my  old  girl  1  and  it  *b  no  nse  crying  s 

Juggler,  constable,  king,  most  bow. 
One  that  outjnggles  all 's  boen  spying 

Long  to  have  me,  and  he  has  me  now* 

We  've  tfavelPd  times  to  this  old  eoaunon : 
Often  we  *ve  hung  our  potain  the  gomeb 

We  've  had  a  stirring  life,  old  woman  I 
You,  and  I,  and  the  old  gray  horse. 
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Haces,  and  falrS|  and  royal  occasion^ 
Found  us  coming  to  tbeir  call ; 

Now  they  11  inlss  us  at  our  statlouB  : 
Tliet^  'i  a  J  aggie  r  outjuggl&s  all  I 

0p  goes  the  lark,  as  if  all  were  jollj  I 

Over  the  dnck-pQud  the  willow  shakes. 
£asj  to  tliiok  th^it  grieviug  *s  folly, 

When  the  Imod  's  Erm  as  driven  stakes  I 
Ay  I  when  wo  're  strong,  and  bFo^j^d  nnd 
niiuiful} 

Life 's  a  sweet  fiddle  ;  but  we ' 
Born  to  become  the  Great  Jugg] 
fill  : 

Balls  he  shies  up,  and  is  safe  to  i 

Here  *a  where  the  lads  of  the  village  s 

I  wa^  a  lad  uot  wide  from  here 
Couldn^t   I  whip   off    the  bale  : 
wicket  ? 
Like  an  old  world  those  days  appear  I 
Donkey,  sheep,    geese,   aud   thatched   ale- 
hoiuie  —  I  know  them  i 
They  are  old   friends  of  my  baits,  and 
seem, 
Somehow,  as  if  kind  thanks  I  owe  them  : 
Juggling  don*t  hinder  the  heart's  esteem. 

Juggling 's  no  sin,  for  we  must  have  victual ; 

Nature  allows  us  to  bait  for  the  fool. 
Holding  one's  own  makes  us  juggle  no  lit- 
tle; 
^    But,  to  increase  it,  hard  juggling 's  the 

rule. 
You  that  are  sneering  at  my  profession, 
Have  n't  you  juggled  a  vast  amount  ? 
There  's  the  Prime  Minbter,  in  one  Ses- 
sion, 
Juggles  more   games    than  my  sins  11 
count. 

1  Ve  murder'd  insects  with  mock  thunder  : 

Conscience,  for  that,  in  men  don't  quail. 
I  Ve  made  bread  from  the  bump  of  wonder  : 

That 's  my  business,  and  there 's  my  tale. 
Fashion  and  rank  all  prais'd  the  professor  ; 

Ay  I  and  I  've  had  my  smile   from  the 
Queen : 
Bravo,  Jerry  !  she  meant :  God  bless  her ! 

Ain't  this  a  sermon  on  that  scene  ? 

I  've  studied  men  from  my  topsy-turvy 
Close,  and,  I  reckon,  rather  true. 

Some  are  fine  fellows  :  some,  right  scurvy  : 
Most,  a  dash  between  the  two. 


But  it 's  a  woman,  old  girl^  that  makes  mt 
Think  more  kitidly  of  the  race  ; 

And  it  'a  a  woman,  old  girl,  that  shakes  i 
When  the  Great  Juggler  I  must  faea« 
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W©  two  wore  married,  due  and  legal 

Honest  we  've  liv'd  since  we  've  been  oid& 
Lord  1  1  could  then  jump  like  an  eagle  : 
You  danced  bright  as  a  hit  o*  the  sua. 
Rirda  in    a    May-bush    wo    were  I   right 
merry  I 

night  we  kissed  — we  juggled  all  day^ 
fts  the  heart  of  Juggling  Jerry  ! 
r  from  his  old  girl  he  ^s  jugglea  away- 

kst  parsons  to  eousole  tis  : 
nor  no  doctor  fetch  for  me  3 
lie  without  my  bolus  ; 
t  of  a  trade^  lass,  never  agree  1 
i   and    Doctor  I  —  don^t    they    love 
rarely, 

iting  the  devil  in  other  men's  fields  t 
Siiihi-iu  up  yourself  and  match  him  fairly  ; 
Then  sue  how  the  rascal  yields  I 

I,  lass,  have  liv'd  no  gypsy,  flaunting 

Finery  while  his  poor  heipmate  grubs  ; 
Coin  I  've  stor'd,  and  you  won't  be  wanting : 

You  shan't  beg  from  the  troughs  and  tubs. 
Nobly  you  've   stuck  to  me,  though  in  his 
kitchen 

Many  a  Marquis  would  hail  you  Cook  f 
Palaces  you  could  have  rul'd  and  grown  rich 
in. 

But  your  old  Jerry  you  never  forsook. 

Hand  up  the  chirper  !  ripe  ale  winks  in  it ; 

Let 's  have  comfort  and  be  at  peace. 
Once  a  stout  draught  made  me  light  as  a 
linnet. 
Cheer  up  I  the  Lord  must  have  his  lease. 
May  be  —  for  none  see  in  that  black  hol- 
low— 
It 's  just  a  place  where  we  're  held  in 
pawn. 
And,  when  the  Great  Juggler  makes  qb  to 
swallow. 
It's  just  the  sword-trick  —  I  ain't  quite 
gone  I 

Yonder  came  smells  of  the  gorse,  so  nutty, 
Gold-like  and  warm  ;  it  *s  the  prime  of 
May. 

Better  than  mortar,  brick,  and  putty, 
Is  God's  house  on  a  blowing  day. 
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Lean  me  more  up  the  mound  ;  now  I  fml 
it: 
All    the    old     heath-«mella  t     Ain't    it 
stnuige? 
There  'h  the  world  laughingt  as  if  to  conceal 
it. 
But  He  *g  by  ua,  juggling  the  change. 

I  mind  it  well,  by  the  sea-beach  lyings 
Once  —  it  *»  long  gone  —  when  two  gulk 
we  liehdd, 
Which,  as  the  moon  got  np,  were  flying 
Down   a   big   wa^e    that    sparked    and 
iweUU 
Crack  !  went  a  gun  :  one  fell  :  the  second 
Wheerd  round  him  twice,  and  was  off 
for  new  luck : 
There    in     tlie     dark     her    white     wing 
beckon 'd  :  — 
Drop  me  a  kifta  —  I  'm  the  bird   deid- 
Btnick  1 


THE   LARK  ASCENDING 

Hb  rises  and  begini  to  round. 
He  drops  the  silver  chain  of  sonud 
Of  miiny  tiuks  without  a  break. 
In  chirrup,  whistle,  slur  and  shiike, 
AH  intervolv'd  and  spreading  wide, 
Like  water-dimples  down  a  tide 
Where  ripnle  ripple  overeurla 
And  eddy  into  eddy  whirls  ; 
A  press  of  hurried  notes  that  mn 
So  fleet  they  scarce  are  more  thaji  one, 
Vet  chiinj^iugly  the  trills  repent 
And  linger  ringing  while  they  fleet. 
Sweet  to  the  a  nick  o'  the  ear,  and  dear 
To  ber  beToncl  the  handmaid  ear. 
Who  sits  beside  our  inner  springs, 
Too  often  dry  fur  this  he  brings, 
Which  seems  the  very  jet  of  earth 
At  sight  of  snn,  her  musie^s  mirth* 
As  up  he  wings  the  spind  stair, 
A  song  of  light,  and  pierces  air 
With  fountain  ardor,  fountain  pUy, 
To  reach  the  shining  tops  of  day, 
And  drink  iu  everything  discerned 
An  ecstasy  to  music  turned, 
Impel  Pd  (»y  what  his  happy  bill 
Ji:  drinking,  showering  still, 

1  ■  Jiave  that  he  may  give 

Hls  vou'o  the  outlet,  there  to  live 
Renewed  in  endleis  notes  of  glee, 
l>o  thirsty  of  his  voice  is  he, 


For  all  to  hear  and  all  to  know 
That  he  is  joy,  awake,  aglow, 
The  tumult  of  the  heart  to  hear 
Through  pureness  tilter'd  crystal-clear. 
And  kuow  the  pleasure  spriidded  bright 
By  simple  singing  of  delight, 
Shrill,  irretlective,  unrestrained, 
Rapt,  ringing,  on  the  jet  sustained 
Without  a  break,  w^ithout  &  fall, 
Sweet^silvery,  sheer  lyrical, 
Pert^nnial,  quavering  up  the  chord 
Like  myriad  dews  of  suuny  sward 
That  trembling  into  fulness  shino, 
And  sparkle  dro]>pLug  argentine  ; 
Such  wooing  as  the  ear  receives 
From  zephyr  caught  in  choric  leaves 
Of  aspens  when  their  chattering  net 
Is  tlush*d  to  white  with  shivers  wet  ; 
And  such  the  water-sp iritis  chime 
On  mountain  heights  in  morning's  primei 
Too  freshly  sweet  to  seem  excess. 
Too  animate  to  need  a  stress  ; 
But  wider  over  many  heads 
The  starry  voice  ascending  spreads, 
Awakening,  as  it  waies  thin, 
The  best  in  us  to  him  akin  ; 
And  every  face  to  watch  him  rais'd« 
Puts  on  the  light  of  children  prais'd. 
So  rich  our  hnnmn  pleasure  ripes 
When  sweetness  on  sincerencss  pipes, 
Though  nought  be  promised  from  the 
But  only  a  soft-ruffling  breeze 
Sweep  glittering  un  a  still  content, 
Serenity  in  ntvishment. 

For  Singing  till  his  heaven  fills, 

'T  is  love  of  earth  that  he  instils. 

And  ever  winging  up  and  up. 

Our  valley  ts  his  golden  cop, 

And  he  the  wine  which  overtiows 

To  lift  us  with  him  as  he  goes  : 

The  woiids  and  brooks »  the  sheep  and  kine 

He  is,  the  hills,  the  himiati  line. 

The  meadows  green,  the  falhjws  brown. 

The  dreams  of  labor  in  the  town  ; 

He  sings  the  sap,  the  quicken*d  veins  ; 

The  wedding  song  of  sun  and  ratns 

He  is,  the  ilaooi^  of  children,  thanks 

Of  sowers,  shout  of  primrose-banks. 

And  eye  of  violets  while  they  breathe  ; 

All  these  the  circling  song  will  wreotlie^ 

And  you  sluill  hear  the  herb  and  tree, 

Tlie  better  heart  of  men  sliall  see. 

Shall  feel  celefttiaUv,  as  long 

As  you  crave  nothing  save  the  i 
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Was  never  voice  of  ours  could  say 

Soaring  through  wider  zones  tluLt  prick'd 

Our  iumoat  in  the  swectL^at  war, 

his  sifiars 

Like  )'ouder  voice  aloft,  imd  luik 

With  memory  of  the  old  revolt  frma  Awt, 

All  bearers  in  the  song  they  drink  : 

Ho   reodi'd  &  middle  height,  and  at  tk 

Our  wisdom  speaks  from  failing  bloodj 

Btars, 

Our  passion  is  too  full  in  fiood^ 

'  Whie^h  are  the  Lndn  of  heaven,  he  lookU 

We  want  the  key  of  hii  wild  note 

and  mwk. 

Of  trutliful  in  a  tuneful  throat. 

Around  the  ancient  track  marched,  lank  on 

The  M^ug  seraphicallj  free 

rank, 

Of  taint  of  personality, 

The  army  of  unalterable  law.                      ■ 

So  pure  that  it  satiitea  the  suns 
The  voice  of  one  for  millions, 
In  whotn  the  millions  rejoice 
For  giving  their  one  spirit  voice 

Tet  meu  have  we^  whom  we  revp 
Now  naraei,  and  men  itill  hoiiai 
Whose  Uvea,  by  many  a  battle-* 
Defaced,  and  grinding  wheels  oi. 
Yield   substaacep    though    they 

sweet 
For  song  our  highest  heaven  to  greets ; 
Whom  heaveTily  sinking  gives  us  new. 
Enspheres  them  brilUaut  in  our  blue, 
From  firmest  base  to  farthest  leap, 
Because  their  love  of  Earth  is  deep, 
And  they  are  warriors  in  accord 
With  life  to  serve  and  pass  reward, 
So  touching  purest  and  so  heard 
In  the  brain's  reflex  of  yon  bird  ; 
Wherefore  their  soul  in  me,  or  mine, 
Through  self-forgetfulness  divine. 
In  them,  that  song  aloft  maintain^ 
To  fill  the  sky  and  thrill  the  plains 
With  showering^  drawn  from  human  stores, 
As  he  to  silence  nearer  soars, 
Extends  the  world  at  wings  and  dome, 
More  spacious  making  more  our  home, 
Till  lost  on  his  atrial  rings 
In  light,  and  then  the  fancy  sings. 


LUCIFER   IN   STARLIGHT 

On  a  starr'd  night  Prince  Lucifer  uprose. 
Tir'd  of  his  dark   dominion    swung    the 

fiend 
Above  the  rolling  ball  in  cloud  part  screened, 
Where  sinners  hugg'd  their  spectre  of  re- 
pose. 
Poor  prey  to  his  hot  fit  of  pride  were  those. 
And  now  upon  his  Western  wing  he  lean'd, 
Now  his  huge  bulk  o*er  Africa  careen*d, 
Now  the    black  planet   shadow'd   Arctic 
snows. 


SPIRIT  OF  SHAKESPEARE 


^ateit  knew  thee,  Mother  Earth; 

tinsonr'd 

iw  thy  BOUS4     He  probed  from  hell  to 

hell 

ician  passions,  but  of  lore  deflowered 

idom  was  not,  for  he  knew  thee  well 

'j.neii«»  came  the  honey 'd  corner  xit  his  Up^ 

The    cotjquenng  smile  wherein    his    spirit 
sails 

Calm  as  the  God  who  the  white  sea-wave 
whips, 

Yet  full  of  speech  and  intershifting  tales, 

Close  mirrors  of  us :  thence  had  he  the 
laugh 

We  feel  is  thine  ;  broad  as   ten  thonsand 
beeves 

At  pasture  !  thence  thy  songs,  that  winnow 
chafF 

From  grain,    bid    sick    Philosophy's    last 
leaves 

Whirl,  if  they  have  no  response  —  they  en- 
forced 

To  fatten  Earth  when  from  her  soul  di- 
vorced. 

II 

How  smiles  he  at  a  generation  rank'd 
In  gloomy  noddings  over  life  !     They  pass. 
Not  he  to  feed  upon  a  breast  unthank'd, 
Or  eye  a  beauteous  face  in  a  crack'd  glass 
But  he  can  spy  that  little  twist  of  bram 
Which  mov'd  some  weighty  leader  of  the 

blind, 
Unwitting  *t  was  the  goad  of  personal  pain, 
To  view  in  curs*d  eclipse  our  Mother's  mind, 
And  show  us  of  some  rig^d  harridan 
The  wretched  bondmen  till  the  end  of  time 
O  liv'd  the  Master  now  to  paint  ns  Man, 
That  little  twist  of  brain  would  ring  a  chime 
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Ot  whence  it  came  and  what  it  caused,  tu 

start 
rbtmders  of    laughter,   clearitig   air  and 

heart* 


L 


THE  TWO   MASKS 


9MCXE  Muong  her  livid  people, 
Kre  atroke  ol  Ivro,  upon  Tlwleia  luokfi, 
Warned  by  old  cuutests  tliat  atie  luusefid 

ripple, 
A.long  those  lips  of  ro9e  with  tendril  hooks, 
Forbodea  disturbance  in  the  springs  of  pa- 
thos, 
Berchanoe  may  change  of  masks  midway 
diftniawi, 


P 


Albeit  the  nwui  rise  mounUiinoii!!  as  Atbos, 
The  woman  wild  as  Cape  Leucadta  i2t*4id. 

For  Uiis  the  Comic  Muse  exacts  of  crea- 
tures 

Appealing  to  the  fount  of  tears  :  that  they 

Strive  never  to  outleap  our  human  fea- 
tures, 

And  do  Right  Reason's  ordinance  obey^ 

In  peril  of  the  hum  to  laughter  nighestt. 

But  prove  they  under  stress  of  a<:«tion'a 
fire 

Nobleness,  to  that  test  of  Reason  high- 
est, 

She  bows  :  she  waves  them  for  the  loftier 
lyre. 


^cbaiftutn  Ctoanjsf 


A   DIRGE   FOR   SUMMER 

StTMMEH  dietli :  —  o'er  his  bier 
Chant  a  requiem  low  and  dear  I 
Chant  it  for  Lis  dying  tiowers, 
Chant  it  for  his  Hying  hours. 
Let  them  withe?  all  together 
Now  the  world  is  past  the  prime 
Of  the  golden  olden-time. 

Let  them  die,  and  dying  Summer 
Yield  his  kingdom  to  the  comer 
From  the  L<tlands  of  the  West : 
He  is  weary,  let  him  rest  1 
And  let  mellow  Autumn's  yellow 
Fall  upon  the  leafy  prime 
Of  the  golden  olden-time. 

Go,  ye  days,  your  deeds  are  done  l 
Be  yon  clouds  about  the  sun 
Your  im penal  winding-sheet ; 
Let  the  night  winds  as  they  6eet 
Tell  the  story  of  the  glory 

Of  the  free  great-hearted  prime 
Of  the  golden  olden*time. 

^HAT    THE    TRUMPETER   SAID 

It  •  poi-hoDse  bar  as  I  chanced  to  pass 
[  MW  tliree  men  l>y  the  flare  of  the  gas  : 
kddieTB  two,  with  their  red«eoftts  gay, 
knd  the  third  from  Chelsea,  a  peoiioner 


With  three  smart  hussies  as  bold  as  tfuj. 
Drunk  and  swearing  and  swas^gering  all, 
With   their   foul  songs  scarmg  the  quiet 

MalU 
While  the  clash  of  glasses  and  clink  of 

spurs 
Kept  time  to  the  roystering  qiiiristers, 
And  the  old  man  sat  and  stainp'd  with 

stump  : 
When    I   heard  a   trumpeter  trumpet 
trump  :  — 
"  To  the  wars  I  — To  the  wars  t 

March,  march  I 
Quit  your  petty  little  tittl^^-tattlej 
Quit  the  bottle'  for  the  buttle. 

And  nmrt'b  ! 
To  the  wars,  to  the  wnm  I 
March^  march  with  a  tmmp  I 
To  the  wars  f 
Up,  yon  toper  at  your  tipple,  bottle 

bottle  at  the  tap  I 
Quit  your  pretty  dirty  Betty  I    Clap  her 
garter  in  your  cap, 
And  march  { 
To  the  trench  and  the  sap  t 
To  the  little  ^-ictual  of  the  camp  I 
To  the  little  Ijanor  of  the  camp  ! 
To  the  breach  and  the  storm  1 
To  tlie  roaring  and  the  glory  of  tht* 

warsf 
To  the  fftttle  and  the  battle  and  the 
•mer* 
Xtumpeter,  trumpet  it  crat  I 
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Cliri^titta  «0eorffttm  iit^ggttti 


THE   UNSEEN   WORLD 

AT    HOME 

Whek  I  was  dead,  mj  spirit  tuni*d 

To  seek  the  mueli-freiiueiited  house  : 
1  pa^^d  the  door,  and  saw  my  friends 

Feasting  beneath  green  orange  ^ ^*"*  ■ 

From  hniid  to  hand  thej  push  ^  a  ,. 

They  sucked  the  pulp  of  plum  ais. 
They  gangf  they  jesied,  and  they  L 

For  each  waa  lov*d  of  each. 

I  listened  t-o  their  noneat  ehat : 

Said  one  :  *'  To-morrow  we  shall  ^ 
Plod  plod  along  the  featureless  sax 

And  coasting  miles  and  miles  c 
Said  one  t  **  Before  the  turn  of  ti 

We  will  achieve  the  eyrie^seat. 
Satd  one  :  "  To-morrow  shall  he  like 

To-day,  Unt  much  more  sweet" 

**  To-morrow,"  said  they,  strong  with  hope, 

And  dwelt  upon  the  pleasant  way  : 
**  To-morrow,"  cried  they,  one  and  all, 

While  no  one  spoke  of  yesterday. 
Their  life  stood  full  at  blessed  noon  ; 

I,  only  I,  had  pass'd  away  : 
**  To-morrow  and  to-day,"  they  cried  ; 

I  was  of  yesterday. 

I  shiver'd  comfortless,  but  cast 

No  chill  across  the  table-cloth  ; 
I,  all  forgotten,  sbiver'd,  sad 

To  stay,  and  yet  to  part  how  loth  : 
I  pass'd  from  the  familiar  room, 

I  who  from  love  had  pass'd  away, 
Like  the  remembrance  of  a  guest 

That  tarrieth  but  a  day. 


REMEMBER 

Remember  me  when  I  am  gone  awa7» 
Gone  far  away  into  the  silent  land  ; 
When  you  can  no  more  hold  me   by  the 

hand. 
Nor  I  half  turn  to  go  yet  turning  stay. 
Remember  me  when  no  more,  day  by  day, 
You  tell  me  of  our  future  that  you  plann'd  : 
Only  remember  me  ;  you  understand 
It  will  be  late  to  counsel  then  or  pray. 


Yet  if  you  should  forget  me  for  a  while 
And  afterwards  remijinber,  do  nut  grieve  \ 
For  if  the  darkness  and  corruption  kiare      ^ 
A  vestige   of  the  thoughts   tlmt   tmot  1  m 

h^d,  ■ 

Better  by  far  you  should  forget  and  smile 
Than  that  you  ahould  remember  and  \m 

oad. 

AFTER  DEATH 

ittrtiliis  we?c  half  drawn,  tlie  ioocj 

wm  iwept 

^ewn  with  rushes,  rosemftry  and  maf  j 

lick  upon  the  bed  on  whieh  I  lay, 

i    through    the    lattice    ivj*ahadowf  ' 

crept. 

Lu'd  above  me,  thinking  that  I  slept 

ould  not  hear  him  ;  but  I  heard  Lim 

8a^  : 
"  Foot  child,  poor  child  t ''  and  as  he  tuni*d 

away 
Came  a  deep  silence,  and  I  knew  he  wept. 
He  did  not  touch  the  shroud,  or  raise  the 

fold 
That  hid   my  face,  or  take  my   hand  in 

his. 
Or  ruffle  the  smooth  pillows  for  my  head : 
He  did  not  love  me  living  ;  but  once  dead 
He  pitied  me  ;  and  very  sweet  it  is 
To  know  he  still  is  warm  though  I  am  cold. 


WIFE  TO   HUSBAND 

Pardon  the  faults  in  me, 
For  the  love  of  years  ago : 
Good-by. 
I  must  drift  across  the  sea, 
I  must  sink  into  the  snow, 
I  must  die. 

You  can  bask  in  this  sun, 
You  can  drink  wine,  and  eat : 
Good-by. 
I  must  gird  myself  and  run. 
Though  with  unready  feet : 
I  must  die. 


Blank  sea  to  sail  npon. 
Cold  bed  to  sleep  in  : 
Good-bj. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^■^^^^^^^1 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l^^^^^l^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 
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Wbile  vou  claap,  I  trnist  be  gone 

It  was  not  I  that  car*d  for  Thee,  —               ^^M 

For  all  your  weeping  : 

But  Thou  didttt  set  Thy  heart  upon               ^^B 

I  tniist  die« 

Me,  even  me                                       ^^^^^| 

Thy  little  one.                                  ^^^H 

^^            A  kiss  for  one  friend. 

^^^^H 

^^k              And  a  word  for  two,  — 

And  therefore  was  tt  sweet  to  Tliee              ^^B 

^^r                      Good-by  :  — 

To  leave  Thy  Majesty  and  Throne,         ^^^B 

^V          A  lock  that  you  mmt  aeodi 

And  grow  like  me                            ^^^^H 

^^^^^         A  kindiiesfl  ^ou  must  do  : 

A  Little  One,                                   ^^^^H 

^^^^^              I  must  die. 

^^^^B 

^^^^B 

A  swaddled  Baby  on  the  knee                ^^^^H 

^^^^    Not  a  word  for  yoii, 

Of  a  dear  Mother  of  Thine  own,            ^^^^M 

^H               Not  a  lock  or  kiss, 

Quite  weak  like  me                         ^^^^B 

H                      Good-by. 

Thy  little  one.                                    ^^^H 

^^M          We,  one,  must  part  id  two  ; 

^^^^^M 

^^^H        Verily  death  is  this  : 
^^^^■^               X  must  die. 

Thou  didst  assume  my  misery,                ^^^^H 

And  reap  the  harvest  I  had  sown,         ^^^^H 

^^^^m 

Comforting  me                                  ^^^^^^ 

^^^H 

Thy  little  one.                                  ^^^H 

^^^^                         tTP-fflLL 

^^^^^M 

r 

Jerusalem  and  Galilee,  —                                ^^B 

1      Does  the  rrmd  wind  up-hill  all  the  way  ? 

Thy  love  embraced  not  those  alone,         ^^^^| 

Ye«,  to  the  very  end. 

But  also  me                                         ^^^^B 

1 Win  the  dfty*8  journey  taJce  the  whole  long 

Thy  little                                          ^^^H 

m           day? 

^^^^^B 

^V  From  mom  to  nieht,  my  friend. 

Thy  unblemish'd  Body  on  the  Tre«       ^^^H 

n 

Was  barM  and  broken  to  atone              ^^^^H 

1      Bnt  10  there  for  the  night  a  resting-plaoe  ? 

For  me,  for  me                                  ^^^^^| 

A  roof  for  when  the  slow  dark  hours  be- 

Thy little  one,                                  ^^^H 

gin. 
May  not   the  durkneas  hide  It   from  my 

Thon  loveifst  me  npon  the  Tree,  ^         ^^^^H 

face? 

Still  me,  hid  by  the  ponderous  stooe^-K.        ^^H 

You  cannot  miss  that  inn. 

Me  always,  —  me                              ^^^^H 

Thy  little  one.                                ^^^H 

Shall  I  meet  otJier  wayfarers  at  night  ? 

^^^^H 

Those  who  have  gone  before. 
^_Xhen  must   I  knocic,  or  call  when  just  in 

And  love  of  roe  arose  with  Thee                    ^^B 

When  death  and  hell  lay  overthrown  ;           ^^ 

M           tight  ? 

Thou  lovedst  me                                             1 

^B   They  will  not  keep  you  standing  at  that 
^H           door. 

Thy  little  one.                                   ^^^J 

And  love  of  me  went  up  with  Thee        ^^^^B 

^      Sludl  I  find  comfortf  travel-sore  and  weak  ? 

To  sit  upon  Tliy  Father's  Throne  :         ^^^H 

1          t)f  Uibor  you  shall  And  the  sum. 

Thou  lovcst  mo                                 ^^^^^M 

KJITdl   there   be  beds   for  me  and   aU  who 

Thy  liule  one  :                                ^^^M 

H          seek? 

^^^^^B 

^B  T«tt,  beds  for  all  who  come. 

Lord,  as  Thou  me^  so  would  I  Thee       ^^^^| 

^^t 

Love  in  pure  love's  communion,              ^^^^^H 

^^^^1 

For  Thou  tov'st  me                          ^^^^H 

^^B      •'IT   IS   FINISHED*' 

Thy  Little                                            ^^^^| 

^^^^B  Lord,  let  me  recount  to  Thee 

Which  love  of  me  brings  Imck  with  Thee     ^H 

^^HBFef  the  great  things  thou  hast  done 

To  Judpnent  when  the  Trump  is  blowUp     ^^M 
Still  loving  me                                        ^^B 

For  mc,  even  me 

h 

ThjUuieooe.                                    ^H 
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FROM   "MONNA    INNOMINATA" 

ABXEGATIOX 

If  there  be  unj  one  can  take  my  place 

And  make  you   Uappy  whom  I  grieTe  to 
grieve, 

Think  not  that  I  can  grudge  itp  but  be- 
lieve 

I  do  commend  jou  to  that  nohJer  crace* 

That  reiidier  wit  than  mme,  tL 
face  J 

ITeii,  since  jour  riches  make  m 
ceive 

I  too  ain  erawn^df  while  bridop^ 
weavci 

And  thread  the  bridal  dance  ^ 

race* 
did  not  love  you,  it  migh 
That  I  should  grudge  jou  some 

delight ; 
But  since  the  heart  is  jouis  that  was  mtnb 

own. 
Your  pleasure   is   mj  pleasure,  light   aij 

right, 
Your  honorable  freedom  makes  me  free, 
And  you  companion'd  I  am  not  alone. 


TRUST 

If  I  could  trust  mine  own  self  with  your 

fate, 
Shall    I    not    rather    trust    it    in    Grod's 

hand  ? 
Without    whose   will    one    lily  doth    not 

stand, 
Nor  sparrow  fall  at  his  appointed  date  ; 
Who  numbereth  the  innumerable  sand, 
Who  weighs   the  wind  and  water  with  a 

weight, 
To  whom  the  world  is  neither  small  nor 

great. 
Whose  knowledge  foreknew  every  plan  we 

plaun'd. 
Searching  my  heart  for  all   that   touches 

you, 
I  find  there  only  love  and   love's  good- 

wiU 
Helpless  to  help  and  impotent  to  do. 
Of  understaudine  dull,  of  sight  most  dim  ; 
And  therefore  I  commend  you  back  to 

Him 
Whose  love  your  love's  capacity  can  fill. 


FLUTTERED    WINGS 

The  splendor  of  the  kindling  day, 
The  splendor  of  the  setUng  sun, 
These  move  my  mtd  to  weud  its  way, 
And  have  done 
With  all  we  grasp  and  toil  amongst  fti^d 
say. 

The  paling  roses  of  a  cloud, 

'he  fading  bow  that  arches  spaee, 
iM  woo  my  fancy  toward  my  shroud 
Toward  the  place 

DCS  TeiVd,  and  headfi  discrowned  awl 
bow'd. 

I  nation  of  the  awful  starsi 

lie  wandertug  &tar   whose    Ula«e  it 

brief, 
»e  make  me  beat  against    the  bai^ 
Of  my  l^rief  ; 
•dious  gnef,  twin  to  the  life  it  mars> 

O  fretted  heart  toss'd  to  and  fro» 
So  fain  to  iiee,  so  fain  to  re^t  1 
All  glories  that  are  high  or  low, 
East  or  west. 
Grow  dim  to  thee  who  art  so  fain  to  go. 


PASSING   AND   GLASSING 

All  things  that  pass 
Are  woman's  looking-glass  ; 
They  show  her  how  her  bloom  must  fade, 
And  she  herself  be  laid 
With  withered  roses  in  the  shade ; 

With  wither'd  roses  and  the  fallen  peach. 
Unlovely,  out  of  reach 
Of  summer  joy  that  was. 

All  things  that  pass 
Are  woman's  tiring-glass ; 
The  faded  lavender  is  sweety 
Sweet  the  dead  violet 
CuU'd  and  laid  by  and  car'd  for  yet ; 
The  dried-up  violets  and  dried  lavender 
Still  sweet,  may  comfort  her, 
Nor  need  she  cry  Alas  ! 

All  things  that  pass 

Are  wisdom's  looking-glass  ; 

Being  full  of  hope  and  fear,  and  still 

Brimfid  of  g^od  or  ill. 

According  to  our  work  and  will ; 
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For  there  U  aotbiug  new  beneath  the  sun  ; 
Our  doLQg^s  have  been  Uujie, 
And  ilmt  which  &haU  be  was. 


THE  THREAD   OF    LIFE 

The  iiresponsive  «ilence  of  the  kud, 
The  irresiKinaive  aoutidlug  of  the  ^un, 
S[»e«k  both  oue  inc&tuigtt  of  gue  setise  to 

me  :  — 
Atoof,  aloof,  we  staad  aloof,  so  stand 
Thou  too  aloof,  bound  with  the  flawless 

band 
Of  inner  solitude  ;  we  bind  not  thee  ; 
But  who  from  thy  self-chain  shtil)  set  thee 

free? 
Whskt  heart  shall  touch  thj  heart  ?  what 

hand  thj  hand  ?  — 
And  I  am  sometiines  proud  and  sometimes 

meek, 
And  sometimes  I  remember  da^  of  old 
MTben  feUowslup  seemed  not  so  far  to  seek 
And  all  the  world  aud  I  seemed  much  less 

odd, 
And  at  tbe  raiubow's  foot  Uy  surely  gold, 
Aud   hope  felt  strong  and    life  itself   not 

weak. 


FROM  "LATER   LIFE" 


VI 


Wc  lack,  yet  cannot  fijc  upon  the  lack : 
Not  this,   nor  that ;  yet  somewhat,  cer- 
tainly. 
We  see  the  things  we  do  not  yearn  to  see 
Around  tin  :  and  what  see  we  glanciiig  buck  ? 
Lost  hopes  that  leave  our  hearts  upon  the 

rack, 
Hopes  that  were  never  ours  yet  seem*d  to 

be, 
Far  whioh  we  steered  on  lifers  salt  stormy 

sea 
Braving  the  sunstroke  and  the  frozen  pack. 
If  thuH  to  look  behind  ifi  all  in  vain, 
Aud  all  iu  vain  to  look  to  left  or  right, 
Why  face  we  not  our  future  onoe  again, 
Launching  with  hardier  hearts  across  the 

main. 
Straining  dim  eyes  to  catch  the  invisible 

sight. 
And  strong   to  bear  onrselves  in  patient 


tx 

Star  Sirios  and  the  Pole  Star  dwell  afar 
Beyond    the    drawings    each    of    other's 

strength  : 
One  biases  through  the  brief  bright  sum- 
mer's length 
Lavishing  Ufe-heat  from  a  flaming  ear ; 
While  one  unchaogGable  upon  a  uirone 
Broods    o^er   the   froi^n    heart    of    earth 

alone, 
Content  to  reign  the  bright  particular  star 
Of  some   who    wander  or   of   some  who 

groan. 
They  own    no    drawings   each  of  other's 

strength. 
Nor  vibrate  in  a  visible  sympathy, 
Nor  veer  along  their  counses  each  toward 

each  : 
Yet  are  their  orbits  pitch'd  in  harmony 
Of  one  dear  heaven,  across  whose  depth 

aud  length 
Mayhap  they  talk  together  without  ^eeoh. 

AN   ECHO  FROM  WILLOW  WOOD 


*OH    VE, 


ALL    YB    THAT    WALK 
WOOD  '* 


IN     WILLOW- 


Two  g&z'd  into  a  pool,  he  gax'd  and  she« 
Not  l^nd  iu  hand,  yet    l^art   in  heart,  I 

think. 
Pale  and  reluctant  on  the  water's  brink. 
As  on  the  brink  of  parting  which  must  b4K 
£aeh  eyi^d  tbr  other  s  a*ipcct,  she  and  be. 
Each  fiOt  oue  hungering  heart  leap  up  and 

siuk, 
Each   tasted   bitterness   which  both  must 

drink, 
There  on  the  brink  of  life's  dividing  sea. 
Lilies  upon  tbe  surface,  deep  betow 
Two  wistful  fac^a  craving  each  for  «iach« 
Resoltite  and  reluctAut  without  spoeoh  :  — 
A  sudden  ripple  made  the  faces  now 
C^ne  moment  join'd,  to  vanish  out  of  reach  : 
So  these  hearts  joiu'd^  and  ah  !  were  parted 

so. 


TWIST  ME  A  CKOWN 

TwrsT  rot  a  erown  of  wind-flowers; 

That  I  may  fly  away 
To  hear  the  singers  at  their  song, 

Aud  ptayen  at  their  play. 
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Put  on  your  enown  of  wiad-flowers  ; 

But  whitlier  would  you  go  ? 
Beyond  the  stu-ging  of  the  se^ 

And  tbe  gtormji  that  blow. 

Alas  1  your  orown  of  wind-flowera 
Can  nerer  make  you  flj  : 

I  twkt  ih^m  in  a  crowu  to-day^ 
And  tO"Ziight  thej  die* 


GOOD-BV 

"  GOOD-BY  in  fear,  goo^-by  in  ! 
G 00*1 -by r  and  all  in  vnm, 
Nerer  to  me^t  again,  my  dear  —  " 
"  Never  to  pajt  again/* 
"  Good-Uy  to-day,  good -by  to-mn 
Good-Uy  till  earth  sball  wane, 
Never  to  meet  again,  my  dear^ —  ** 
"  Nerer  to  part  again*" 


mui 


INDIAN   LOVE-SOI 

Mt  body  sleep  a  ;  my  heart  awakds. 

My  lips  to  breathe  thy  name  are  muf 'a 
lu  slumber's  ear  :  then  slumber  breaks  f 

And  I  am  drawn  to  thee,  belov'd. 
Thou  drawest  me,  thou  drawest  me, 

Through  sleep,  through  night.     I   hear 
the  rills, 

And  hear  the  leopard  in  the  hills, 
And  down  the  dark  I  feel  to  thee. 

The  vineyards  and  the  villages 

Were  silent  in  the  vales,  the  rocks  ; 
I  followed  past  the  myrrhy  trees, 

And  by  the  footsteps  of  the  flocks. 
Wild  honey,  dropp'd  from  stone  to  stone. 

Where  bees  have  been,  my  path  suggests. 

The  winds  are  in  the  eagles'  nests. 
The  moon  is  hid.    I  walk  alone. 

Thou  drawest  me,  thou  drawest  me 

Across  the  glimmering  wildernesses, 
And  drawest  me,  my  love,  to  thee, 

With  dove's  eyes  hidden  in  thy  tresses. 
The  world  is  many  :  my  love  is  one  ; 

I  find  no  likeness  for  my  love. 
j      The  cinnamons  g^ow  in  the  grove  ; 
'  The  Golden  Tree  grows  all  alone. 

O  who  hath  seen  her  wondrous  hair. 

Or  seen  my  dove's  eyes  in  the  woods  ? 
Or  found  her  voice  upon  the  air. 

Her  steps  along  the  solitudes  ? 
Or  where  is  beauty  like  to  hers  ? 

She  draweth  me,  she  draweth  me. 

I  sought  her  by  the  incense-tree, 
And  in  the  aloes,  and  in  the  firs.-* 


IC|trtoii 

I  art  thocj  O  m^  hearths  deligfat, 
lb  dove's  eyes  hidden  in  thy  locks  ? 
kir  is  wet  with  dews  of  nights 
fe«t  are  torn  upon  the  rock&. 
lue  cedam  scenta,  the  spices,  fail 

About  me.     Strange  and  stranger  seems 
The  path.       There  comes  a  sound  of 
streams 
Above  the  darkness  on  the  vale. 

No  trees  drop  gums  ;  but  poison  flowers 

From  rifts  and  clefts  all  round  me  fall ; 
The  perfumes  of  thy  midnight  bowers, 

The  fragrance  of  thy  chambers,  all 
Is  drawing  me,  is  drawing  me. 

Thy  baths  prepare  ;  anoint  thine  hair  ; 

Open  the  window  :  meet  me  there  : 
I  come  to  thee,  to  thee,  to  thee  I 

Thy  lattices  are  dark,  my  own. 

Thy  doors  are  still.    My  love,  look  out 
Arise,  my  dove  with  tender  tone. 

The  camphor-clusters  all  about 
Are  whitening.     Dawn  breaks  silently. 

And  all  my  spirit  with  the  dawn 

Expands  ;  and,  slowly,  slowly  drawn. 
Through  mist  and  darkness  moves  toward 
thee. 


AUX   ITALIENS 

At  Paris  it  was,  at  the  Opera  there  ;  -^ 
And  she  look'd  like  a  queen  in  a  book 
that  night. 
With   the   wreath  of  pearl  in   her  raven 
hair. 
And  the  brooch  on  her  breast,  so  bright. 
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Of  all  the  operaa  that  Verdi  wrote, 

The  heU,  to  my  tiiste,  U  the  Truvntore  j 

And  Mario  cnn  soothe  with  a  tenor  uote 
The  »oub  in  Purgatory, 

The  moon  oti  the  tower  slept  soft  aa  snow  : 
And  who  was  not  tluiird  in  the  strangest 
way, 
Ah  we  heunl  him  fling,  while  the  gas  Uorn'd 
low, 
•*  Non  ii  tcordar  di  me^'f 

The  Emperor  tbero,  in  liia  box  of  state, 
I^ok'd  grave,  as  If  he  had  just  then  seen 

The  red  flag  wave  from  the  city-gsite 
Where  his  eagles  in  bronze  had  been« 

The  Emoresa,  too,  had  a  tear  in  her  eje. 

Toil  n  have  said  that  her  fancy  bad  gone 
baek  again, 
For  one  moment,  under  the  old  blue  akj, 

To  the  old  glad  life  in  Spain. 

Well  1  there  in  our  front-row  box  we  sat, 
Together^  my  bride-betrothed  and  1 1 

My  gaze  was  flx'd  on  my  opem-lmt, 
And  hers  on  the  stage  html  by. 

And  both  were' silent,  and  both  were  sad. 

Like  a  queen  she  leauM  on  her  full  white 
arnif 
With  that  regal,  indolent  air  she  had  ; 

So  confident  of  her  charm  I 

I  have  not  a  doubt  she  was  thinking  then 
Of  her  former  lord,  good  soul  that  he  was  I 

W*ho  died  the  richest  and  roundest  of  men. 
The  Marquis  of  Carabas, 

I  hope  that,  to  get  to  the  kingdom  of  heayen. 
Through  a  iifeclle'ii  eye  htj  bad  not  to  pass. 

I  wi«h  him  well,  for  the  jointure  given 
To  my  lady  of  Carabas. 

MeanwhOe,  I  was  thinking  of  my  first  love. 
As  I  had  not  been  thinking  of  aught  for 
years, 

TBI  aver  my  eyes  there  began  to  move 
Something  tliat  felt  like  tears. 

1  Ibongbt  of  the  dress  that  she  wore  lost  time. 
When  we  stood,  'neath  the  oy|»reM-trees, 
together, 

In  that  lost  land,  in  that  soft  clime. 
In  thB  oritnson  evening  weather ; 


Of  that  muslin  dress   (for  the   eve 
hot). 
And  her  warm  white  neck  in  its  golden 

chain. 
And  her  full,  soft  hair,  just  tied  in  a  knot, 
And  falling  loose  again  ; 

And  the  jasmine-tiower  in  her  fair  young 
breast, 
(0  the  faint,  sweet  smell  of  that  jasmine- 
flower  1) 
And  the  one  bird  singing  alone  to  his  nesi, 
And  the  one  star  over  the  tower. 

I  thought  of  our  little  quarrels  and  strife, 
And  the  letter  that  brought  me  back  my 
ring. 
And  it  all  ieem*d  then,  in  the  waste  of 
life, 
Such  A  very  little  thing  1 

For  I  thought  of  her  grave  below  the  hill, 
Which  the  sentinel  cypre»-tree  stands 
over ; 
And  I  tliought  .  •  .  **  were  the  only  living 
still, 
How  I  could  forgive  her,  and  love  her  1 " 

And  I  swear,  as  I  thought  of  her  thus,  in 
that  hour. 
And  of  how,  after  all,  old  things  were 
best. 
That  I  smelt  the  smell  of  that  jasmine- 
flower 
Which  she  used  to  wear  in  her  hrraat 

It  smelt  so  faint,  and  it  smelt  so  sweet. 
It  made  me  creep,  and  it  made  me  cold  ! 

Like  the  scent  that  steals  from  the  ontm- 
bling  sheet 
Where  a  mammy  is  half  nnroird. 

And  I  turned,  and  looked.    She  was  sitting 
there 
In  a  dim  box,  over  the  stnge  ;  and  dress*d 
In   that   muslin  dress  with  that   full  soft 
hair. 
And  that  jasmine  in  her  breast  1 

I  was  heie  ;  and  she  waa  Iheie  ; 
And  the  glittering  horseahoe  enrr'd  be- 
tween :  — 
From  my  bride-betroth*d,  with  he?  CftTen 

And  her  lainptuoiu  Mioniltil  mlent 
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To  my  early  love,  with  her  eyes  dowuoastf 
Aua  over  her  primrose  face  the  shade 

(In  shorl  from  the  Futune  h&ck  to  the  Fmt), 
There  wEA  hut  a  itep  to  he  mad&. 

To  mj  early  lore  from  my  future  bride 
One  moment  I  look'd.    Then  I  stole  to 
the  door, 
I  tmvera*d  the  passage  ;  aad  down  at  her 
side 
I  was  sitting,  a  mometit  mora. 

My  thinking  of  her,  ot  the  muaii 

Or  something  which  never  1 

prestf 
Had  brought  her   baek    from 

agajD, 
With  the  jasmine  in  her  hrea^tt 

She  ta  not  dead,  and  she  is  not  wed 

But  she  lovea  me  now,  and  she  U  ■ 

then  1 

And  the  very  firat  word  that  her  sweet  lips 
said, 
My  heart  grew  youthful  again. 

y 

The  Marchioness  there,  of  Carabas, 

She  is  wealthy,  and  young,  and  handsome 
still, 
And  but  for  her  .  .  .  well,  we  11  let  that 


She  may  marry  whomever  she  will. 

But  I  will  marry  my  own  first  love. 

With  her  primrose  face  :  for  old  things 
are  best. 
And  the  flower  in  her  bosom,  I  prize  it 
above 
The  brooch  in  my  lady's  breast 

The  world  is  filFd  with  folly  and  sin. 
And  Lfove  must  cling  where   it  can,  I 
say : 

For  Beauty  is  easy  enough  to  win  ; 
But  one  is  n't  lov'd  every  day. 

And  I  think,  in  the  lives  of  most  women 
and  men. 
There's  a  moment  when  all  would  go 
smooth  and  even, 
If  only  the  dead  could  find  out  when 
To  come  back,  and  be  forgiven. 

But  O  the  smell  of  that  jasmine-flower ! 
And  O  that  music  t  and  O  the  way 


That   voice    tatig    out    from   the    d<Hij<Hi 
tower, 

J^Tort  ti  sc&rdar  di  me, 
N&n  H  tcofdur  di  mel 


THE   CHESS-BOARD 


^ 


My  little  love,  do  you  rememhar, 
^      Ere  we  were  gfown  so  ssidlv  wise, 
<  Those  evenings  in  the  bleak  i)eeGmb©r, 
n'd  warm  from  the  snowy  weather, 
you  and  I  plaj*d  chesa  togetbetj 
ckmated  by  each  other's  eyes  ? 
still  I  see  your  »of t  white  hand 
bg  warm  o'er  Queen  and  Knight  t 
re  Pawns  in  valiant  battle  stand  ; 
auble  Castles  guard  the  wings  i 
bhop,  bent  on  distant  things^ 
,  sidling  through  the  fight. 
fingers  toiich  ;  our  glances  meet, 
falter  I  falls  your  golden  hair 
^-jj-inst  my  oheek  ;  your  bosom  sweet 
Is  heaving,     Down  the  fields  your  Queem 
Bides  filow  her  soldiery  nil  bet  wee  nj 
And  checks  me  unaware. 
Ah  me  !  the  little  battle 's  done, 
Dispers'd  is  all  its  chivalry  ; 
Full  many  a  move,  since  then,  have  we 
'Mid  Life's  perplexing  checkers  made. 
And  many  a  game  with  Fortune  play'd,  — 
What  is  it  we  have  won  ? 
This,  this  at  least  —  if  this  alone  ;  — 
That  never,  never,  never  more. 
As  in  those  old  still  nights  of  yore 
(Ere  we  were  grown  so  sadly  wise), 
Can  you  and  I  shut  out  the  skies. 
Shut  out  the  world,  and  wintry  weather, 

And,  eyes  exchanging  warmth  with  eyes^ 
Play  chess,  as  then  we  play'd,  together  I 

TEMPORA  ACTA 

FROM   "babylonia" 

O,  FOR  the  times  which  were  (if  any 
Time  be  heroic)  heroic  indeed ! 
When  the  men  were  few, 
And  the  deeds  to  do 
Were  mighty,  and  many. 

And  each  man  in  his  hand  held  a  noble 
deed. 
Now  the  deeds  are  few. 
And  the  men  are  many, 

And  each  man  has,  at  most,  but  a  noble 
need. 
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THE   DINNER   HOUR 

FROM  **LUCILE" 

O  BOtTR  of  nil  boors,  the  most  blest  upon 

enrth, 
Bleat  hoar  of  our  diimers  1 

Thehutd  of  his  birth; 
The  fnce  of  his  first  love  ;  the  bills  that  he 

owes ; 
The  twaildle  of  friends,  and  venom  of  foes; 
The  sermon  he  heard  when  to  ehttruh  he 

Ust  went ; 
The  money   he   borrow*d»  the   money  he 

spent ; 
All  of  these  things  s  man,  I  belie ve,  m&y 

forget, 
Aod  not  be  the  worse  for  forgetting;  but  yet 
Never,  never,  oh,  never  1  earth's  luckiest 

sinner 
Hath  tinpanish^d  forgotten  the  hour  of  his 

dinner  I 
Indigestion,  thftt  conscience  of  every  bad 

stomach. 
Shall  relentlessly  gnaw  uid  pursue  him  with 

some  ache 
Or  some  piun  ;  and  tronble,  remorseless, 

his  best  ease, . 
Aa  tbe  Furies  once  troubled  the  sleep  of 

0?eslti. 

We  mmj  live  without  poetiyp  mnsic,  and  art ; 

We  may  live  without  oonsoience,  and  live 
withont  heart ; 

We  may  live  without  fiends  ;  we  may  live 
without  books ; 

Bat  dviliied  man  cannot  live  without  oooks. 

He  may  live  without  books,  —  what  is 
knowledge  but  grieving? 

He  may  live  without  hope,  —  what  is  hope 
but  deceiving  ? 

He  may  live  without  love, — what  is  pas- 
sion but  pining? 

But  where  is  the  man  that  cun  live  without 
dining? 


THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  DEAD 
LAMBS 

Death,  though  already  in  the  world,  fts 

yet 
Had  only  trtf»d  his  timorous  tooth  to  whet 
On  gnips  and  leaves.     But  he  began  to  grow 
Greedier,  greater,  and  resolved  to  know 


The  taste  of  stronger  food  than  such  light 

fare. 
To  feed  ou  human  flesh  lie  did  not  dare, 
Till  many  a  meaner  meal  had  slowly  given 
The  young  destroyer  strength  to  vanquish 

even 
His  restless  rival  in  destruction,  Man. 
Meanwhile,  on  lesser  victims  he  began 
To  test   his  power ;  and  in  a  cold  spring 

night 
Two  weanling  hunbs  first  perished  from  his 

bite. 
The  bleatings  of  their  dam  at  break  of  day 
Drew  to  the  spot  where   her  dead   lamb* 

kin«  lay 
The  other  beasts.    They,  understanding  not, 
In  wistful  silence  round  that  fatal  spot 
Stood   eyeing   the  dead  Iambs  with  looks 

forlorn. 

Adam,  who  was  upon  the  mnrch  that  mom, 
Missing  his  lio<lv guard,  turuM  Uwk  to  nee 
Wlmt  thej  were  duing  ;  and  there  al»o  he 
Saw  thtf  two  frozen  kinbkiiis  lying  dettd. 
Hut  understood  not  At  the  last  he  said^ 
"  Since  the  lambs  cannot  move,  methinks 

*t  were  best 
Tlmt  I  shoidd  carry  them." 

So  on  hii  bf«mst 
He  laid  their  little  bodies,  and  again 
Set  forwortlf  follow'd  o  er  the  f  rtwty  plain 
Bv  his  bewilder'd  Hocks*     And  in  dismay 
They  held  their  peace.     That  was  a  silent 

day. 
At  night  he  Idd  the  dead  lambs  on  the 

grass. 
That  night  still  colder  than  the  other  was. 
And  when  the  morning  broke  there  were 

two  more 
Dead  lambs  to  carrr*     Adam  took  the  four, 
And  in  his  arms  he  bore  them,  no  great  wmy^ 
Till  eventide.     Thai  was  a  sorrowful  day* 

But,  ere  the  next,  two  other  lambkins  diedf 
Frost-bitten  in  the  dark.  Then  Adam  tried 
To  carry  them,  all  six.  But  the  poor  sheep 
Said,  "Nay,  we  thank  thee,  Adam.     Let 

them  sleep  I 
Thou  canst  not  carry  them.    H"  is  all  in  vain* 
We  fear  our  lambkins  will  not  wake  again. 
And,  if  they  wake,  they  could  not  walk  -- 

for  see. 
Their  little  legs  are  itiHenU    Let  them 

bel" 


3^4 


VARIOUS   DISTINCTIVE  POETS 


So  Adam  left   the  lambs.     And  nil    Ihe 

herd 
Followed  him  Borrowiiig,  and  not  a  word 
Was  spoken.     Never  until  then  had  they 
Their  own  forsaken.     That  was  the  worst 

day. 

Eve  said  to  Adam,  as  they  went  alon^i 
**Adam,  la^t   night  the    cold   was    hitter 

strong. 
Warm  fleeces  to  keep  ont  the  f  re 
Have  those  bIx  htmhkmA  thou 

behind  ; 
But  they  will  never  need  them  i 
Go,  fetch  them  here  t  and  1  wil 

fore 
This  day  be  done,  stout  garme; 

both, 
Lest  we,  too,  wake  no  more.*^    Said 

loth 
To  do  her  bidding,  "  Why  dost  thou  au^i- 

pose 
Omr  lambs  will  nevermore  have  need  of 

those 
Warm  fleeces  ?     They  are  sleeping."    But 

Eve  said, 
**  They  are  not  sleeping,  Adam.     They  are 

dead." 
" Dead  ?     What  is  that  ? "     "I  know  not. 

But  I  know 
That  they  no  more  can  feel  the  north  wind 

blow, 
Nor  the  sun  bum.     They  cannot  hear  the 

bleat 
Of  their  own  mothers,  cannot  suffer  heat 
Or  cold,  or  thirst  or  hunger,  weariness 
Or  want,  again."     "  How  dost  thou  know 

all  this?" 
Ask'd  Adam.    And  Eve  whispered  in  his 

ear, 
«  The  Serpent  told  me."    « Is  the  Serpent 

here? 
If  here  he  be,  why  hath  he,"  Adam  cried, 
**  No  good  g^f  t  brought  me  ?  "      Adam's 

wife  replied, 
**  The  best  of  gifts,  if  rightly  understood. 
He  brings  thee,  and  thiat  gift  is  counsel 

good. 


The  Serpent  h  a  pnideut  beast ;  and  i^ght  J 
For  we  were  misembly  cold  last  night, 
And  may  to-night  be  colder  ;  and  hard  hj 
Those  dead  lambs  in  their  woolly  fleeces 

lie. 
Yet  need  them  not  as  we  do.  They  are  deid. 
Go  fetch  them  hither  1  " 

Adam  shook  hit  head 
"-^  -ent. 

!?e3tt  morning,  to  the  beast«'  surprise, 

and  Eve  appear'd  before  their  eyei 
ollen  fleeces  warmly  garni  ented. 
II  the  beaists  to  one  another  said, 
r  wonderful  is  Man,   who  can  m»kt 

wool 
od  as  sheep^s  wool,  and  more  beauti* 

ful  1  " 

the  FoX|  who  sniffed  and  gtinn*di  had 

guess' d 
Man  B  unacknowledged  theft  :  and  to  the 

rest 
He  sneer'd,  "  How  wonderful  is  Woman's 

whim  I 
See,  Adam's  wife  hath  made  a  sheep  of 

him  I " 


THE   UTMOST 

Some  clerks  aver  that  as  the  tree  doth 

fall 
Even  forever  so  that  tree  shall  lie. 
And  that  Death's  act  doth  make  perpetual 
The  last  state  of  the  souls  of  men  that  die. 
If  this  be  so,  —  if  this,  indeed,  were  sure, 
Then  not  a  moment  longer  would  I  live  ; 
Who,  being  now  as  I  would  fain  endure. 
If  man's  last  state  doth  his  last  hour  sur- 
vive, 
Should  be  among  the  blessed  souls  ?  I  feai 
Life's  many  changes,  not  Death's  change- 

lessness. 
So  perfect  is  this  moment's  passing  cheei, 
I  needs  must  tremble  lest  it  pass  to  less. 
Thus  but  in  fickle  love  of  life  I  live. 
Lest  fickle  life  me  of  my  love  deprive. 
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%amt0  Cfjom^oti 


MELENCOLIA 

#HOM  "THE  CITY  OF  DREADFUL  jaOWT  " 

Anear  tbe  centre  of  that  nurtbero  crest 
Stands  out  a  le?el    upland    bleak  and 
bare, 
From  which  tbe  city  east  and  touth  and 


Sinks  gvDtlj  in  long  waves  ;  aad  tbroned 
t^re 
An  Image  sit«,  stupendous,  superhuman, 
The  IjTooze  colossus  of  a  winged  Woman, 

Upon  a  gnded  granite  base  foursquare. 

Low-€eiited  abc  leans  forward  massivelj. 
With   cheek  on  clench'd  left   hand,  tbe 
forearm's  might 
Erect,  its  elbow  on  her  rounded  knee  ; 

Across  a  claspM  book  in  her  lap  the  right 
Upholds  a  pair  of  compasses  ;  she  gazes 
^^  ith  full  set  eyes^  but  wandering  m  thick 
mazes 
Of  scitnbre  thought  beholds  no  outward 
sight 

W'ords  cannot  ptetare   ber ;  but  all  men 
know 
That  solemn  sketch  the  pure  sad  artist 
wrought 
Three  centuries  and  three  score  years  ago. 
With  fantasies  of  his  peculiar  thought : 
The  instruments  of  carpentry  and  science 
Scattered  about  her  feet,  in  strange  alliance 
With  the  keen  wolf-bound  sleeping  un- 
distraught ; 

Scales,  hour-glass,  bell,  and  magio-square 
aboTe ; 
Hie  ^Te  and  lolid  infant  perched  be- 
side, 
With  open  winglets  that  might  bear  a  doire^ 

Intent  npon  its  tablets,  heavy-eyed  ; 
Her  fotdea  wings  aa  of  a  mighty  eagle 
Bui  all  too  impotent  to  lift  the  regal 
Robustness  of  ber  earth-bom  strength 
and  pride  ; 

And  with    tboee    wmga,  and    that    light 
wreath  which  seems 
To  moek  her  gnuid  bead  and  tbe  knotted 
frown 


Of  forehead  charged  with  baleful  thouglita 
and  dreams, 
The  household  bunch  of  keys,  the  bouse* 
wife's  gown 
Volnminous,  indt^nted,  and  yet  rigid 
As  if  a  shell  of  burnished  metal  frigid, 
The  feet  thick-shod  to  tread  all  weak^ 
ness  down  ; 

Tlie  comet  hang^go'er  the  waste  dark  seas* 

Tbe  massy  rainbow  curved  iu  front  of  it 
Beyond  the  rUhige  with  the  masta  and 
trees  ; 
The  snaky  inipi  dog-headed,  from  the 
Pit, 
Bearing  upon  its  batlike  leathern  pinions 
Her  name  unfolded  tn  the  sun^s  dominions, 
The  "*  MELENCOLIA  '*  tJiat  tranaceuda 
all  wit. 

Thus  has  tbe  artist  copied  her,  and  thns 
Surrounded  to  expound  her  form  sublime 

Her  fate  heroic  and  calamitous  ; 

Fronting^  the  dreadful  mysteries  of  Time, 

Unvaiiquish'd  in  fltr'feat  and  deKolatiun, 

Undaunted  in  the  hupeless  contlagration 
Of  the  day  setting  on  her  baffled  prime. 

Baffled  and  beaten  back  she  works  on  stilU 
Weary  and  sick  of  soul  she  works  the 
more. 
Sustain 'd  by  her  indomitable  will : 
The  hands  shall  fashion  and  the  brain 
shall  ]>ore, 
And  all    ber   sorrow  shall    be  toni*d  to 

labor, 
Till  De4ith  the  friend-foe  piereing  with  hii 
sabre 
That  mighty  heart  of  hearta  ends  bitter 


But  as  if  blacker  night  could  dawn  cm 
m'ght, 
With  tenfold  gloom  on  moonlesa  tugbt 
anstarr'd, 
A  senae  more  tragio  than  defeat  and  blight. 
More  desperate  than  strife   with  hope 
deliarrM, 
More  fatal  tlian  the  adamantine  Never 
Encompassing  ber  paiatonate  endeavor, 
Dawns     glooming    in     her     teni^brouj 
regard : 
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The  sense  that  eyery  struggle  bringi  de- 
feat 
Because  Fate  bolds  no  prize  to  efowu 
success  ; 
That  alt  the  oracles  are  dumb  or  obeat 
Because    tbey  bave    no    secret    to    B%' 
press; 
That  none  ean  pierce   the  yast  black  veil 

uncertain 
Beeausi^  there  ia  no  light  1»t*wiH  tli«  #iiip, 
tain  ; 
That  all  k  Tan  it}*  and  n 

Titanic  from  her  high  th 

That  City's  eotobre  Pat 
In  bronze  sublimity  she  ga^ 

Over  her  Capital  of  teen  « 
Over  the  river  with  its  islei 
The  marsh  and  moorland,  t 
pidges, 

Confronting  them  with  a  & 

The   moving  moon  and  stars  from  east  to 
west 
Circle  before  ber  in  the  sea  of  air  ; 
Shadows  and  gleams  glide  round  her  sol- 
emn rest. 
Her  subjects  often  gaze  up  to  her  there  : 
The  strong  to  drink  new  strength  of  iron 

endurance, 
The  weak  new  terrors  ;  all,  renew'd  assur- 
ance 
And  confirmation  of  the  old  despair. 


LIFE'S  HEBE 

In  the  early  morning-shine 
Of  a  certain  day  divine, 
I  beheld  a  Maiden  stand 
With  a  pitcher  in  her  hand  ; 
Whence  she  pour'd  into  a  cup, 
Until  it  was  half  fiU'd  up, 
Nectar  that  was  golden  light 
In  the  cup  of  crystal  bright. 

And  the  first  who  took  the  cup 
With  pure  water  fiird  it  up  ; 
As  he  drank  then,  it  was  more 
Ruddy  golden  than  before  : 
And  he  leaped  and  danced  and  sang 
As  to  Bacchic  cymbals'  clang. 

But  the  next  who  took  the  cup 
With  the  red  wine  filFd  it  up  ; 


What  he  drank  then  was  in  hue 
Of  a  heavy  gombre  blue  : 
First  he  rt^eVd  and  then  he  creptt 
Theu  lay  faint  but  never  slept. 

And  the  next  who  took  the  cnp 
With  the  white  milk  fill'd  H  up  ; 
What  he  drank  at  fitf^t  seemed  blood,' 
Then  turned  thick  and  brown  as  miAd  I 
And  be  movVl  away  as  alow 
La  a  weary  ox  may  go, 

lut  the  next  who  took  the  cup 

Vith  sweet  honey  fill'd  k  up  ; 
"fathleiss  that  which  he  did  drtok 
Vas  thin  fiuid  black  a«  ink  i 
Li  be  went  be  stumliled  soon, 
Lnd  lay  still  in  deathlike  swoon* 

the  the  while  without  a  word 

Into  all  the  cup  preferr'^d  ; 
jJlandly  sniiJ'd  and  sweetly  laugh'd 
As  each  mingled  his  own  draught. 

And  the  next  who  took  the  cup 
To  the  sunshine  held  it  up. 
Gave  it  back  and  did  not  taste  ; 
It  was  empty  when  replaced  : 
First  he  bow*d  a  reverent  bow, 
Then  he  kiss'd  her  on  the  brow. 

But  the  next  who  took  the  cup 
Without  mixture  drank  it  up  ; 
When  she  took  it  back  from  him 
It  was  full  unto  the  brim  : 
He  with  a  right  bold  embrace 
Kiss*d  her  sweet  lips  face  to  face. 


Then  she  sang  with  blithest  cheer  : 
Who  has  thirst,  come  here,  come  here 
Nectar  that  is  golden  light 
In  the  cup  of  crystal  bright, 
Nectar  that  is  sunny  fire 
Warm  as  warmest  heart's  desire : 
Pitcher  never  lacketh  more, 
Arm  is  never  tir'd  to  pour  : 
Honey,  water,  milk,  or  wine 
Mingle  with  the  draught  divine. 
Drink  it  pure,  or  drink  it  not  ; 
Each  is  free  to  choose  his  lot ; 
Am  I  old  ?   or  am  I  cold  ? 
Only  two  have  kiss'd  me  bold  ! 

She  was  young  and  fair  and  gay 
As  that  young  and  glorious  day. 


JAMES  THOMSON 


FROM   "HE   HEARD  HER   SING" 

Aif  D  thufl  all-expectant  abiding  I  waited  not 

long,  for  soon 
A  boat  cntue  gliding  and  gliding  out  in  the 

light  of  tbe  moon, 
Gliding  writh  mufiled  oars,  slowly,  a  thin 

dark  line, 
Round  from  the  shadowing  shores  into  tbe 

silver  shine 
Of    the  clear  moon  westering  now,  and 

still  drew  on  and  on, 
While  the  water  before  its  prow  breaking 

and  gliiitertng  shone, 
Slowlj  tit  silence  strange  ;  and  the  rower 

row*d  till  it  lay 
Afloat  within  eaay  range  deep  in  the  curve 

of  the  bay  ; 
And  besides  the  rower  were  two :  a  Wo- 
man, who  sat  in  the  Htem« 
And  Her  by  her  fame  I  knew,  one  of  those 

fames  that  burn. 
Startling  and  kindling  the  world,  one  whose 

lucen«M  we  everywhere  see  ; 
And  a  man  reelining  half<-currd  with  an  in- 
dolent grace  at  her  knee, 
Tbe  Signor,  lord  of  her  choice  ;  and  he 

lightly  touch 'd  a  guitar  ;  — 
A  guitar  for  that  glorious  voice  !    Illumine 

the  sun  with  a  star ! 
She  sat  superb  and  erect,  stately,  all-happy, 

serene, 
Her  right  hand  toying  iincheck'd  with  the 

flair  of  that  page  of  a  Queen  ; 
With  her  head  aiid  bor  throat  and  her  bust 

like  ihii  btiBt  and  the  throat  and  the 

head 
Of  Her  who  has  long  been  dust,  of  her  who 

shall  never  be  dead, 
Preserved  by  the  potent  art  made   trebly 

potent  by  love, 
While  the  transient  ages  depart  from  under 

the  heavens  above,  — 
Freterv*d  in  the  color  and  line  on  tbe  ean- 

vas  fulgently  flting 
By  Him  the  Artisl  divine  who  trinmph*d 

and  vanished  so  young  : 
Surely  there  rarely  liath  been  a  lot  more  to 

be  envied  in  life 
Than  thy  lot,  O  Fomarinii,  whom  Eaphaers 

heart  took  to  wife. 

There  was  silence  yet  for  a  time  save  the 
tinkling  cjipricions  and  quaint, 

Then  She  lilted  her  voice  sublimep  no 
longer  tender  and  faint, 


Pathetic  and  tremulous,  no  I  hut  firm  as  a 

column  it  roee. 
Rising  solemn  and  slow  with  a  full  rich 

awell  to  Uie  close, 
Firm   as   a   marble   column   soaring   with 

noble  pride 
In  a  triumph  of  rapture  solemn  to  some 

Hero  deilied  ; 
In  a  rapture  of  exultation  made  calm  by  ita 

stress  intense. 
In  a  triumph  of  conseoration  and  a  jubila- 
tion immense. 
And  the  Voice  flow'd  on  and  on,  and  ever 

it  sweird  as  it  poured, 
Till  the  stars  that  throbbed  as  they  shone 

seem'd    throbbing  with    it    in    ao- 

cord  ; 
Till  the  moon  herself  in  my  dream,  still 

Empress  of  all  the  ntgbt, 
Waaonly  that  voice  supreme  translated  into 

£iire  light  : 
ist  all  sense  of  tbe  earth  though  I 

still  had  sense  of  the  sea  ; 
And  I  saw  the  stupendous  girth  of  n  tree 

like  the  Norse  World-Tree  ; 
And  ita  branches  dU'd  all  the  sky,  and  the 

deep  sea  watered  its  root. 
And  the  clouds  were  its  leaves  on  high  and 

the  stars  were  its  silver  fruit ; 
Yet  the  stars  were  the  notes  of  the  singing 

and  the  moon  was  the  voice  of  the 

song, 
Through  the  vault  of  the  firmament  ring^ 

ing  and  swelling  resiijtlcssly  strong  ; 
And  the  whole  vast  night  was  a  shell  for 

that  muiic  of  manifold  might. 
And  was  strained  by  the  stress  of  tbi^  »well 

of  the  music  yet  vaster  than  night* 
And  I  saw  as  a  crystal  fountain  whose  shaft 

was  a  column  of  light 
More  high  than  the  loftiest  numntain  ascend 

the  abysa  of  the  night ; 
And  its  spray  fiU'd  all  the  sky,  and  the 

clouds  were  the  eloods  of  its  spray. 
Which  glittered  in  star-points  on  high  and 

nird  with  pure  silver  the  bay  ; 
And  ever  in  tiaing  and  falling  it  sang  ae  it 

roee  and  it  fell. 
And  tbe  heavens   with   their  pure   aznns 

waUitig  all  puls'd  with  the  pulse  of 

its  sw^. 
For  the  itarB  were  tbe  notes  of  the  singing 

and  the  moon  wma  the  voice  of  tho 

sonr 
Through  the  vault  of  the  ftrmament  ringing 

and  swelling  ineHably  strong ; 


' 


388 


VARIOUS  DISTINCTIVE  POETS 


And  the  wliole  vast  night  was  a  shell  for 

that  mi  isle  of  miUiifpJd  taigbt, 
And   was  straiti'd   hj   the   atresfl   of   the 

swell  ot  the  music  f^t  raster  than 

night ; 
And  the  foiintais  in  swelling  and  soarbg 

and  filling  1>eneath  and  above. 
Grew  flyshM   with   red   tire    in    outpotiT- 

iiigf  tranBniuting  great  power  into 

love, 
Great    power  with   a  greater   lo 

iiig,  immen^  and  iuteoi 

preme, 
Ab  if  all  the  World^a  heart-bloQ 

ing  ensangukiM  the   in 

dream  ; 


PALERMO 

FftOM  "THE  DISCIPLES'' 

Whosoe'er 
Had  look*d  upon  the  glory  of  that  day 
.  In  Sicily  beneath  the  summer  suu, 
Would  not  have  dream'd  that  Death  was 

reigning  there 
In  shape  so  terrible  ;  —  for  all  the  road 
Was  like  an  avenue  of  Paradise, 
Life,  and  full  flame  of  loveliness  of  life. 
The  red  geraniums  blazed  in  banks  breast- 
high, 
And  from  the  open  doors  in  the  white  walls 
Scents  of  magnolia  and  of  heliotrope 
Came  to  the  street ;  filmy  aurora-Hower^ 
Open'd  and  died  in  the  hour,  and  fell  away 
In  many-color'd  showers  upon  the  g^und  ; 
Nebulous  masses  of  the  pale  blue  stars 
Made  light  upon  the  darkness  of  the  green, 
Thfough   openings  in   the   thickets   over- 
arched ; 
Where  roses,  white  and  yellow  and  full- 
rose. 
Weighed    down    their   branches,    till    the 

ground  was  swept 
By  roses,  and  strewn  with  them,  as  the  air 
Shook  the  thick  clusters,  and  the   Indian 

reeds 
Bow'd  to  its  passing  with  their  feathery 

heads  ; 
And   trumpet-blossoms   push*d   out  great 
white  horns 


And  tbe  waves  of  its  blood  seem'd  to  dash 

on  the  shore  of  tbe  sky  to  the  cope 
With  the  strt^sfl  of  the  fire  of  a  passion  and 

yearning  of  limitlees  seope« 
Yast  fl.re  of  a  passion  and  ye^rning^  keen 

torture  of  rapture  mtense, 
A  most  uiien durable  burning  couminiiiiig  the 

Jioul  with  the  sense  :  — 
"Love,   love    only,  forever  lore  with  ita 

torture  of  Miss  ■ 

e  world^a  gloriea  can  never  equal  two 

souls  in  one  kiss  : 

and  ever  love  wholly ;  love  in  aU 

time  and  all  space  ; 
I  const]  mm  ate  then  solely  in  the  deaHi 

of  a  burning  embrace.  " 


lilton  111110 
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the  green  sheath,  till  all  the  green 
was  hid 
By  thi*  white  sprt^nd  of  gi  ant-Mo  wing  wiiigf> 
In  the  cool  shadow  heaps  of  tuberose 
Lay  by  the  fountains  in  the  market-place. 
Among  the  purple  fruit.     The  jalousies 
Of  the  tall  houses  shut  against  the  sun 
Were  wreath'd  with  traik  of  velvet-glossy 

bells  : 
And  here  and  there  one  had  not  been  un- 

clos'd 
Yesterday,  and  the  vivid  shoots  had  run 
Over  it  in  a  night,  and  seal'd  it  fast 
With  tendril,  and  bright  leaf,  and  drops  of 

flower. 
And  in  and  out  the  balconies  thin  stems 
Went  twisting,  and  the  chains  of  passion- 
flowers, 
Bud,  blossom,  and  phantasmal  orb  of  fruit 
Alternate,   swung,   and   lengthen'd   every 

hour. 
And  fine-leav'd  greenery  crept  from  bower 

to  bower 
With  thick  white  star-flakes  scattered  ;  and 

the  bloom 
Of  orient  lilies,  and  the  rainbow-blue 
Of  iris  shot  up  stately  from  the  grass  ; 
And  through  the  wavering  shadows  crim- 
son sparks 
Pois'd  upon  brittle  stalks,  glanced  up  and 

down  ; 
And  shining  darkness  of  the  cypress  closM 
The  deep  withdrawing  glades  of  evergreen, 
Lit  up  far  off  with  oleander  pyres. 
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Out  of  the  rocky  dust  of  the  wayside 
The  lamps  of  the  aloes  biim*d  themiielves 

Aloft, 
Immortal  ;  and  the  pnckl?  cjustus-knota 
111  the  hot  sutisMne  overleniii  the  walln. 
The  lizards  darting  iu  and  out  of  tbeiu  ; 
But  in  the  shadier  aide  the  ujatdeuliair 
8prun^  thick  from  every  crevice.     FaMiDg 

these, 
He  iMued  on  to  the  Piazza,  where 
The    wonder  of    the  world,  the   Fountain 

streams 
From  height  to  height  of  marble,  dashing 

down 
White  waves  forever  over  whitest  limbs, 
Thnt  shine  in  multitudes  amid  the  «pray 
And  sound  of  silver  waters  without  end, 
HoUing  and  rising    and    showering    lud- 

dcnly. 
There   standing  where   the  Bg-trees  made 

a  shade 
Close  in  the  angle,  he  beheld  the  streets 
Btfietch   fourwayt  to   the    beautiful   great 

gates  ; 
With  ail  their  bumtah'd  domes  and  ovrea 

stones 
In  wavering  coIorM   lines   of    light   and 

shaile. 
And  downwards,  from  the  greatest  of  the 

gates, 
Pmift  Felice,  swept  the  orauge-CTOves ; 
And  ftTennes  of  coral-trees  led  down 
In   all    their    hanging    splendors    to   the 

shore ; 
And  out  beyond  them,  sleeping  in  the  light, 
The  ishinds,  and  the  azure  of  the  sea. 
And    upwards,    through     a  labyrinth    of 

spires. 
And  turrets,  and  steep  alabaster  walls, 
The  city  rose,  and  broke  itself  away 
Amidst  the  forests  of  the  hills,  and  reached 
The  heights  of  Monreale,  crown*d  with  all 
Its  pinnacles  and  all  its  jewell'd  fronts 
Shining  to  seaward  ;  — but  the  tolling  bells 
Out    of   the   gilded    miuarets   smote    the 

ear  :  — 
Until  at  last,  through  miles  of  shadowy  air, 
The  blue  and    violet  mountains  shut  the 

aky. 


THE  CROCUS 

Out  of  the  frozen  earth  below. 
Out  of  the  melting  of  the  snow, 

Xo  flower,  but  a  film,  I  push  to  light ; 
No  stem,  no  bud,  —  yet  I  have  burst 
The  bars  of  winter,  I  am  the  first, 

0  Sun,  to  greet  thee  out  of  the  night  ! 

Bare  are  the  branches,  cold  is  the  air. 
Yet  it  is  fire  at  the  heart  I  bear, 

1  come,  a  ^me  that  is  fed  by  none  *. 
The  summer  hath  blossoms  for  tier  delight, 
Thick  and  dewy  and  waxen- white. 

Thou  seest  me  golden,  O  golden  Sun  I 

Deep  in  the  warm  sleep  nnder£;rottud 
Life  is  still,  and  the  peace  profound  : 

Yet  A  l)eam  that  pierced,  and  a  thrill 
tluit  stiiote 
Caird  me  and  drew  me  from  faraway;  — 
I  rose,  I  caiuc,  to  the  open  day 

I  have  won,  unsheltered,  alone,  remote. 

No  bee  strays  out  to  greet  me  at  mom, 
I  shall  die  ere  the  butterfly  its  l>oru, 

I  shall  hear  no  note  of  the  nightingale  ; 
The  swallow  will    come  at  the  break    of 

green, 
He  will  never  know  that  I  have  been 
Before   bint  here  when   the  world  wtm 
pale. 

They  will  follow,  the  rose  with  the  tliomy 

stem. 
The  hyacinth  stalk,  —  soft  airs  for  them  ; 
They  shall    have  strength,  I  have  but 
love  : 
They  sliall  not  be  tender  as  I,  — 
Yet  I  fought  here  first,  to  bloom,  to  die. 
To  shine  in  his  face  who  shines  abave* 

O  Glory  of  heaven,  O  Ruler  of  morn, 

0  Dream  tliat  shap'd  roe,  and  I  was  born 
In   thy  likeness,  starry,  and   0ower  of 

flame  ; 

1  lie  on  the  earth,  and  to  thee  look  up, 
Into  thy  image  will  grow  my  cup, 

Till  a  sonbeam  dissolve  it  into  the  tame 
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ftxth  a^afiaj:  2&rotDtt 


FOR  THE  PICTURE,  "1 
OF   ENGLAND 

^  The  kst  of  Engkud  t    O'er 

dear. 
Our  bomejt  to  Beek  amid  AustTm^ 
USj  not;  our  tuillion-acred  island  ; 
The  ipnce  to  dwell  in,   Tbrmt  ou 

to  hear 
Low  ribaldrj  from  sote,  and  ibt 

cheer 
With    mdeljr-n^rtor'd    men*     The     hope 

youth  builds 
Of  fair  renown,  baiter'd  for  that  which 

shields 
Only  the  back,  and  half-form'd  lands  that 

rear 
The  dust-storm  blistering  up  the  g^rasses 

wild. 
There  learning  skills   not,  nor  the  poet's 

dream, 
Nor  aught  so  loT*d  as  children  shall  we  see." 
She  grips  his  listless  hand  and  clasps  her 

child, 
Through  rainbow  tears  she  sees  a  sunnier 

gleam, 
She  cannot  see  a  void,  where  he  will  be. 


0.  M.  B. 

(dIBD  KOVEMBERf  tSf^ 

e  who  striTei  from  some  faat  steameri 

aide 
tte  amid  the  backward^apiBtiing  foant 
hetji  in  riew  some  aeparat«    wreaili 

therefrom, 
oheats  bim  eren  the  while  be  TJews  it 

glide 
\         png  in  other  foam- tracks  sttetehing 

wide)t 
So  strive  we  to  keep  clear  that  day  our 

home 
First  saw  you  riven  —  a  memory  thence  to 

roam, 
A  shattered  blossom  on  the  eternal  tide ! 
O  broken  promises  that  show'd  so  fair  I 
O  morning  sun  of  wit  set  in  despair  I 
O  brows  made  smooth  as  with  the  Muse's 

chrism  I 
O  Oliver  !  ourselves  Death's  cataclysm 
Must  soon   overtake  —  but  not  in  vain— 

not  where 
Some  vestige  of  your  thought  outspans  the 

abysm  1 


d&tr  ^o^t9^  l^oel  ^aton 


REQUIEM 

Wither' D  pansies  faint  and  sweet, 
O'er  his  breast  in  silence  shed, 

Faded  lilies  o'er  his  feet, 

Waning  roses  round  his  head. 

Where  in  dreamless  sleep  he  lies  — 

Folded  palms  and  sealed  eyes  — 

Young  Love,  within  my  bosom  —  dead. 

Young  Love  that  was  so  fond,  so  fair, 

With  his  mouth  of  rosy  red. 
Argent  wing  and  golden  hair, 

And  those  blue  eyen,  glory-fed 


From  some  fount  of  splendor,  far 

Beyond  or  moon  or  sun  or  star  — > 

And  can  it  be  that  he  is  dead  ? 

Ay  !  his  breast  is  cold  as  snow  : 
Pulse  and  breath  forever  fled ; 

If  I  kiss'd  him  ever  so. 

To  my  kiss  he  were  as  lead  ; 

If  I  clipp'd  him  as  of  yore 

He  would  answer  me  no  more 
With  lip  or  hand  —  for  he  is  dead. 

But  breathe  no  futile  sigh  ;  no  tear 
Smirch  his  pure  and  lonely  bed. 
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Let  tiD  foolish  eippus  rear 

lu  weight  abov«  him.     Oiilj  spread 
Hose,  lily,  pjile  forget-me-not, 
Aud  piitisies  round  the  silent  spot 

Whert?  iu  his  youth  he  lieth  —  dead. 

THE  LAST  OF  THE  EURYDICE 

The  traimng'^bip  Eitrydiee  — 

As  tig^ht  a  craft,  I  ween, 
As  ever  bore  brave  men  who  lov*d 

TIteir  country  and  their  qu^en  — 
Bailt  wh^n  a  ship,  sir,  was  a  ship. 

And  not  a  steam-machine. 

Six  months  or  more  she  had  been  out 

Cmising  the  Indian  sea  ; 
And  now,  with  all  her  canvas  bent  -^ 

A  fresh  breese  blowing  free  — 
UpChannel  in  her  pride  she  came, 

The  bmve  Eurjdice. 

On  Saturdsy  it  was  we  saw 

The  English  cliffs  appear. 
And  fore  and  aft,  from  nian  and  boj, 

Uprang  one  mighty  cheer  ; 
W^hile  many  a  rough-and-ready  hand 

I>asb*d  off  the  gathering  tear. 

We  taw  the  heads  of  Dorset  rise 

Fair  in  the  Sabbath  sun  ; 
We  markM  each  hamlet  gleaming  white, 

The  church  epires,  one  by  one  • 
We  thought  we  beard  Ibe  ehureh  bells  ring 

To  hau  our  voyage  done. 


"  OnJv  an  hour  from  Spithead,  lads  ; 

Only  an  hour  from  ,home  !  " 
So  sang  the  captain's  cheery  voice 

As  we  spurn  d  the  ebbing  foam  ; 
And    each    young    sea-dog's    beari    sang 
back 

"  Only  an  hour  from  home  1  ** 

No  warning  ripple  crisped  the  ware 

To  tell  of  danger  nigli  ; 
Nor  looming  rack,  nor  driving  scud  — 

From  out  a  smiling  sky, 
With  sound  ns  of  the  trump  of  doom^ 

The  squall  broke  suddenly. 

A  hurricane  of  wind  and  snow 

From  off  the  Shanklin  shore  ; 
It  caught  us  in  its  htinding  whirl 

One  instant,  and  no  mare  ; 
For,  ere  we  dreamed  of  trouble  neaTi 

All  earthly  hope  was  o*er. 


No  time  to  shorten  sail,  —  no  time 
To  change  the  vessers  course  ; 

Tl)e  storm  had  caught  her  eroirded 
With  swift,  resistless  force. 

Only  one  shrill,  despairing  cry 
Rose  o'er  the  tumult  hoarse. 


And  broadside  the  great  ship  went  down. 

Amid  the  swirling  foam  ; 
Aud  with  her  nigh  four  hundred  men 

Went  down,  in  sight  of  home, 
(Fletcher  and  I  alone  were  sav'd) 

Only  an  hour  fmm  borne  ! 


Cljomajtf  IDooInrr 


MY  BEAUTIFUL   LADY 

I  LOVK  my  Lady  ;  she  is  very  fair ; 

Her  brow  is  wan,  and  bound  by  simple  hair ; 
Her  spirit  sits  aloof,  and  high^ 
But  glances  frotn  her  tender  eye 
In  tweetiieBs  droopingly. 

Am  a  young  forest  while  the  wind  drives 

through. 
My  life  is  stirr'd  when  she  breaki  on  mj 
view; 
Her  beaitty  gmnts  my  will  no  choioe 
But  silent  awe,  till  she  rejoice 
My  longing  with  ber 


Her  warblijig  voice,  though  ever  low  and 

mild« 
Oft  makes  me  feel  as  strong  wine  would  m 
child  ; 
And  though  her  hand  be  airy  light 
Of  toucK,  it  moves  me  with  ittf  might* 
As  would  a  sudden  fright. 

A  hawk  high  poised  in  miTt  wboie  aeiyd 

wing-tips 
Tremble  with  might  tuppreM*d,  before  be 
dips, 
In  rigilance,  scaree  more  intense 
Than  I,  when  her  voie^  holda  mj  smam 
Contenled  in  i 
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Her  mentioD  of  a.  tliing^,  ttugiist  oi*  poor^ 
Make 9  it  far  nobler  tba^ei  it  wius  before  : 
As  where  the  sun  strikes  life  will  gush, 
And  what  13  pale  receive  a  tlusli, 
Rich  hues,  a.  ricber  bliuih. 

Mj  Lady's  name,  when  I  hear  stmDgers 

tise, 
Kot  memdiag  her,  to  me  aouDda  kx  mis- 
use ; 
1  love  none  but  mj  Lady's  name 
^laud,  Grace,    B^e,    Marioiip    1 
same, 
Are  harsh,  or  blank  and  tame. 

Mf  Lndj  walks  r3  I  bare  wateb'd  a  ewati 
8wim  where  a  glory  on  the  water  shone : 

There  ends  of  willow  branches  ride, 

Qnirering  in  the  flowing  tide. 
By  the  deep  river^s  side. 

Freeh  beautiefti  howaoe^er  she  moireB^  are 
stirred  : 

As  the  simn'd  bosom  of  a  humming-  bird 
At  each  paut  lifts  some  Hery  hue^ 
Fierce  gold,  bewildering  green  or  blue  ; 
The  same^  yet  ever  new. 


GIVEN   OVER 

^Csx  men  of  learning  say  ^he  mufit 
Bocm  pass,  and  be  as  if  she  had  not  been. 

To  gratify  the  barren  lust 
Of    Death,   the  roses   in   her  cheeks  are 

seen 
To  bluifh  so    brightly,    blooming  deeper 
damascene. 


All  hope  and  doubt,  all  feam,  are  vain : 
The  dreanm  I  nurs'd  of  honoring  her  ari 
pa^t, 
And  will  not  comfort  mo  again. 
I  see  a  lurid  sunlight  throw  its  last 
Wild  gleam  athwart  the  land  whose  shad* 
ows  lengthen  lost 

It  does  not  seem  so  dreadful  now, 
Th<»  horror  stands  out  naked,  stark,  and 

still  ; 

a  quite  calm,  and  wonder  how 
]  rror  play'd  such  mad  pranks  with  niy 

wilU 
The    arth  winds  fiercely  blow,  I  do  not  f  eei 

them  ehill. 

things  must  die  :  somewhere  I  read 
wine  and  solemn  men  pronounce  of 
joy; 
^    sooner  bom,  they  say,  than  dead  ; 
The  Bkrife  of  l>eing,  but  a  whirling  toy 
Bumming  a  weary  moan  spun  by  capiiciont 
boy. 

Has  my  soul  reach  M  a  starry  height 
Majestically  calm  ?     No  mouster,  drear 

And  shapeless  J  glares  me  faint  at  night ; 
I  am  not  iu  the  sunshine  check 'd  for  fear 
That  monstrous,  shapeless  thing   is  som^ 
where  croucliiug  near  ? 

No  ;  woe  is  me  \  far  otherwise  : 
Tlie  naked  horror  numbs  me  to  the  boot ; 

Iu  stupor  calm  its  cold,  blank  eyes 
Set  bnnl  at  mine.     I  do  not  fall  or  groan, 
Our  island  Gorgon's  face  haa  eha^ged  me 
into  stone. 


2Dante  (&ahtit\  tio^gmi 


THE  BLESSED   DAMOZELi 

The  blessed  damozel  lean'd  out 
From  the  gold  bar  of  Heaven  ; 

Her  eyes  were  deeper  than  the  depth 
Of  waters  still'd  at  even  ; 

She  had  three  lilies  in  her  hand, 

And  the  stars  in  her  hair  were  seven. 

Her  robe,  nngirt  from  clasp  to  hem, 
No  wrought  flowers  did  adorn, 

i  Written  in  hia 


But  a  white  rose  of  Mary's  gift, 
For  service  meetly  worn  ; 

Her  hair  that  lay  along  her  back 
Was  yellow  like  ripe  com. 

Herseem'd  she  scarce  had  been  a  day 
One  of  God's  choristers  ; 

The  wonder  was  not  yet  quite  gone 
From  that  still  look  of  hers  ; 

Albeit,  to  them  she  left,  her  day 
Had  counted  as  ten  years. 
19tb  year,  1846^7. 


^^^^^E^n^^c 

DANTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTI                               393         | 

(To  one,  it  in  ten  years  of  yeoTA. 

**  1  wish  that  he  were  come  to  me»                          1 

.    .     ,     Yet  uow«  iLud  in  this  place, 

For  he  will  come,**  she  said.                                 1 

Surely  sbe  leau*d  o'er  me  —  her  h&ir 

«  Have  I  not  pray 'd  in  1  leaven  ?  —  on  earth,     ^M 

Fell  nil  about  my  face.     .     .    . 

Lord,  Lord,  has  he  not  pray*d  ?                     ^H 

Nothing  t  the  aut tuna-fall  of  leaves. 

Are  nut  two  prayers  a  perfect  strength  7        ^^| 
And  shall  I  feel  af raul  7                              ^1 

The  whole  year  aets  apaoe.) 

It  was  the  rampart  of  God's  bouae 

*■  When  round  bis  head  the  aureole  clings*       ^^ 

Tliat  she  vnis  standi  ng^  on  : 

And  he  is  cloth'd  in  white,                                   M 

By  God  built  over  the  sheer  depth 

1 11  take  his  hand  and  go  with  him                  .^^M 

The  which  U  Space  beguu  ; 

To  the  deep  wells  of  lit^ht ;                            ^^M 

So  high,  thnt  looking  downward  thence 

As  unto  a  stream  we  will  step  down«               ^^M 

She  scarce  could  see  the  sun. 

And  bathe  there  in  GodV  sight.                    ^^M 

It  lies  in  Heaven,  aorosB  the  flood 

'*  We  two  will  stand  beside  that  shrine,          ^H 

Of  ether*  as  a  bridge. 

Occult,  withheld,  uutrod«                               ^^M 

Beneatln  the  tides  of  day  and  night 

Whose  lamps  are  stirr'd  continually                ^^M 

With  ftame  and  darkness  ridgo 

With  prayer  sent  up  to  God  ;                        ^^M 

The  void,  as  low  as  where  this  earth 

And  see  our  old  prayers,  granted,  melt           ^^M 

Spins  Uke  a  fretful  midge. 

Each  like  a  little  cloud.                                ^H 

Around  her,  lovers,  newly  met 

^  We  two  will  lie  t'  the  shadow  of                   ^H 

'Mid  deathless  iove*s  aeclainis, 

That  bving  mystic  tree                                   ^^M 

Spoke  evermore  among  themselves 

Within  whose  secret  growth  the  Dove              ^H 

Their  heart-remember 'd  names ; 

Is  sometimes  felt  to  be,                                   ^H 

And  the  souls  mouutiu^  up  to  God 
Went  by  her  like  thm  ilamea* 

While  every  leaf  that  His  plumes  touch          ^^M 

Saith  His  Name  audibly.                              ^^M 

And  still  she  bow'd  herself  and  stoopM 

**  And  I  myself  will  teach  to  him,                    ^^M 

I  myself,  lying  so,                                           ^^H 

Out  of  the  circling  charm  ; 

Until  her  bosom  must  have  imule 

The  songs  I  sing  here  ;  which  his  TOtoe           ^^M 

The  bar  she  leaned  on  warm, 

Shall  pause  in,  hush'd  and  slow,                     ^H 
And  find  some  knowledge  at  each  pause^         ^^M 

And  the  lilies  lay  as  if  asleep                           1 

Along  her  bended  arm. 

Or  some  new  thing  to  know."                       ^^^ 

From  the  fix'd  place  of  Heaven  she  saw 

(Alas  I  we  two,  we  two,  thou  say'st  I               ^^M 

Time  like  a  pulse  shake  fierce 

Y&4L,  one  wast  thuu  with  me                          ^^H 

Through  all  the  worlds.  Iler  gase  still  strove 
Within  tlie  gidf  to  pierce 

That  once  of  old.     But  shall  God  lift              ^H 

To  endless  unity                                             ^^M 

Itspath  ;  and  now  she  spoke  as  when 
The  sters  sang  in  their  spheres. 

The  soul  wbttse  likeness  with  thy  soul             ^^M 

Was  but  its  love  for  thee  ?)                           ^H 

The  sun  was  gone  now ;  the  corrd  moon 
Was  like  a  litUe  feather 

*•  We  two,"  she  said,  "  will  seek  the  gtores          J 

Where  the  lady  Mnry  is,                               ^M 
With  her  five  handmaidens,  whose  nitnoi      ^^M 

Fluttermg  far  down  the  gulf  ;  and  now 

She  spoke  through  the  still  weather. 

Are  five  sweet  trmphonies,                            ^^| 
Cecily,  Gertmdeu  Magdalen,                            ^^M 

Margaret  and  Roealys.                                  ^^M 

Her  voice  was  Like  the  voice  the  stars 

Had  when  they  sang  together. 

(Ah  sweet !   Even  now,  in  thst  bird's  song, 

»Cif«1ewise  sit  they,  with  bound  kkcks           ^H 

Strove  not  her  accents  there. 

And  foreheads  garlanded  ;                             ^^M 

Fain  to  be  hearken*d  ?     When  those  bells 

Into  the  fine  doth  white  like  flame                  ^H 

PoiiaeM*d  the  mid-day  air. 

Weaving  the  gulden  thread,                           ^^H 

1      Strove  not  her  steps  to* reach  my  side 
Down  all  the  eonoing  stair  7) 

To  fasbiou  the  birth-robes  for  them                ^^M 

Who  are  just  bom,  being  dead.                   ^^M 
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«  He  shall  fear,  haplj,  and  b©  dumb  ; 

Then  will  I  ky  my  cheek 
To  his,  aod  tell  about  our  love, 

Not  oDce  abashed  or  weak  i 
And  the  dear  Mother  will  approve 

My  pride,  and  let  me  speftk, 

^*  Herself  iha!l  briog;  tis^  hand  in  hand, 
To  Him  rouud  whom  aU  souls 

Kneelf  the  elear-ranged  unnumb""*''  w^«*ifl 
Bow'd  with  their  aureolea  i 

And  angeb  meeting  us  fihall  sing 
To  their  citherns  and  eitoles. 

"There  will  I  ask  of  Chrtfit  the 
Thus  much  for  him  and  me  :- 

Only  to  live  as  once  on  earth 
With  Love, —  only  to  be, 

As  then  awhile^  forever  now 
Together,  I  and  he," 

She  gazed  and  listened  and  then  said, 
Les3  iad  of  ipcech  thAn  mild,  — 

*'  All  this  is  when  he  cornea^*'     She  eeaa'd. 
The  Ught  thriird  towards  her,  fiil'd 

With  angels  in  strong  level  flight. 
Her  eyes  pray'd,  and  she  smiPd. 

(I  saw  her  smile.)     But  soon  their  path 
Was  vague  in  distant  spheres  : 

And  then  she  cast  her  arms  along 
The  golden  barriers, 

And  laid  her  face  between  her  hands, 
And  wept.     (I  heard  her  tears.) 


THE   PORTRAIT 

This  is  her  picture  as  she  was  : 

It  seems  a  thing  to  wonder  on, 
As  though  mine  image  in  the  glass 

Should  tarry  when  myself  am  gone. 
I  gaze  until  she  seems  to  stir,  — 
Until  mine  eyes  almost  aver 

That  now,   even   now,  the    sweet    lips 
part 

To    breathe    the    words    of    the   sweet 
heart: 
And  yet  the  earth  is  over  her. 

Alas  !  even  such  the  thin-drawn  ray 

That    makes    the  prison  -  depths   more 
rude, — 

The  drip  of  water  night  and  day 
Giving  a  tongue  to  solitude. 


Yet  only  this,  of  love's  whole  prise 
Ecmains  ;  save  what,  in  mournful  g'liset 
Takei  counsel  with  my  soul  alone,  — * 
S&ve  what  is  secret  and  miknowu, 
Below  the  earth,  above  the  skies. 

In  painting  her  I  ahrin*d  her  face 

'Mid  mystio  trees,  where  Ught  falb  in 
Hardly  at  all  ;  a  covert  plat^e 

\Vho|^  you  might  think  to  find  a  din 
btfol  talk,  and  a  live  fliimo 
!riu£^r  and  many  a  shape  whose  aam 
itself  knoweth,  luid  old  dew, 
yonr  own  footstepa  meeting  y<Ju, 
1  things  going  as  they  came. 

I,  dim  wood  ;  and  there  she  stands 
1  that  wood  that  day  i  for  so 
Le  stilE  movement  oi  her  himds, 
such  the  pure  line's  gracious  flow, 
isslng  fair  the  type  must  aeem, 
ujii^uuwn  the  presence  and  the  dream. 
'T  is  she  :  though  of  herself,  alas  ! 
Less  than  her  ahnclow  ou  the  gmaa. 
Or  than  her  image  in  the  stream. 

That  day  we  met  there,  I  and  she, 

One  with  the  other  all  alone  ; 
And  we  were  blithe  ;  yet  memory 

Saddens  those  hours,  as  when  the  moon 
Looks  upon  daylight.     And  with  her 
I  8toop*d  to  drink  the  spring-water, 

Athirst  where  other  waters  sprang  : 

And  where  the  echo  is,  she  sang,  — 
My  suul  another  echo  there. 

But  when  that  hour  my  soul  won  strength 
For  words  whose  silence  wastes  and  killsy 

Dull  raindrops  smote  us,  and  at  length 
Thunder'd  the  heat  within  the  hiUs. 

That  eve  I  spoke  those  words  again 

Beside  the  pelted  window-pane  ; 

And  there  she  hearken'd  what  I  said, 
With  imder-glances  that  survey 'd 

The  empty  pastures  blind  with  rain. 

Next  day  the  memories  of  these  things, 
Likeleaves  through  which  abird  hasflowi^ 

Still  vibrated  with  Love*s  warm  wings ; 
Till  I  must  make  them  all  my  own 

And  paint  this  picture.     So,  'twizt  ease 

Of  talk  and  sweet,  long  silences. 

She  stood  among  the  plants  in  bloom 
At  windows  of  a  summer  room, 

To  feign  the  shadow  of  the  trees. 


« 
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And  MS  1  wroitf^bti  while  all  above 

FROM   "THE    HOUSE    OF   LIFE:     J 

And  all  around  vras  fragmtit  air» 

A  SONNET-SEQUENCE*'              ^1 

III  the  lick  burth*?u  of  my  love 

It   fteemed  eack    sun  -  thriird    bloBBom 

INTRODUCTORY                                   ^H 

there 

■ 

Beat  like  a  heart  among  tbt  leaTe«* 

A  SoKirXT  is  a  moment's  monument,  —            ^^ 

0  heart,  that  never  beata  nor  beaTea, 

Memorial  from  the  SuuFs  eternity                            1 

In  that  one  darkness  h^^S  *^'^ 

To  one  dead,  deathless  hour.     Look  that  it           1 

What  now  to  thee  my  love*»  great  will, 

be,                                                                   1 

1       Or  the  Boe  web  the  sunshine  weaves  ? 

Whether  for  lustral  rite  or  dire  portent,          ^J 

Of  its  own  arduous  fulness  reverent :               ^H 

1      For  now  doth  daylight  disavow 

Carve  it  in  ivory  or  in  ebony,                             ^H 

TboM  dayB  —  nought    left    to    see    or 

As  I>ay  or  Night  may  rule  ;  and  let  Time    ^H 

hear. 

see                                                            H 

Only  in  solemn  whispers  now 

Its  flowering  crest  impearl'd  and  orient          ^H 

At  night-time  these  thiugs  reach  mine 

A  Sonnet  va  a  coin  :  its  face  reveals                  ^^M 

ear  ; 

The  soul,  — its  converse,  to  what  power  *t  in 

When  the  leaf-shadows  at  a  breath 

due  :  — 

Shrink  in  the  road,  and  all  the  heath, 

Whether  for  tribute   to   the   august   ap- 

Forest and  water,  far  and  wide. 

peals 

In  limpid  starlight  glorified. 

Of  Life,  or  dower  in  Love*s  high  retinae. 

Lie  like  the  mystery  of  death. 

It  serve  ;  or,  ^mid  the  dark  wharfs  caver- 

nous breath. 

Last  sight  at  last  I  could  have  slept, 

1  In  CharonV  p«lm  it  pnj  the  toll  to  Denth. 

And  jet  delayed  niy  sleep  till  dawn. 

^m 

Still  wandering.     Then  it  was  1  wept ; 

LOVESIGHT                                     ^H 

For  unawares  I  came  upon 

Thoia  gUdei  wbeie  once  she  walked  with 

When  do  I  see  thee  most,  beloved  one  ?        ^H 

me : 

When  in  the  light  the  spirits  of  miue  eyes      ^B 
Before  thy  face,  their  altar,  solemnise 

And  as  I  stood  there  suddenly, 

AU  wan  with  traversing  the  night, 
Upon  the  desolate  verge  of  light 

The   worship  of   that   Love  through  thee 

made  known  ? 

Yearned  loud  the  irou-bosum'd  sea. 

Or  when,  in  the  dusk  hours  (we  twoalone}| 

Close-kiss'd,  and  eloquent  of  still  repliee 

Even  BO,  where  Ileaven  holds  breath  and  ! 

Thy  twilight-hidden  glimmering  visage  lieSi 

And  my  soul  only  sees  thy  soul  its  own  ?         ^H 

I                 hears 

1          The  beating  heart  of  Lo  ve^a  own  breast,  — 

O  love,  my  love  1  if  I  no  more  should  sea       ^H 

Where  round  the  se<?ret  of  all  sphoroe 

Thyself,  nor  on  the  earth  the  shadow  of 

All  an^L'ls  hi}*  their  wings  to  rest,  -^ 
Plow  shall  my  soul  stand  rapt  and  aw*d, 

thee. 

Nor  image  of  thine  eyes  in  any  spring,  — 

When,  by  the  new  birth  borne  abroad 

How  then  should  sound  upon  Life*s  darken- 

Throughout the  music  of  the  suns, 

ing  slope 

It  enters  in  her  soul  at  once 

The  ground-whirl  of  the  perish'd  leaves  of 

And  knows  the  silence  there  for  God  t 

*"  Hope, 

The  wind  of  Death's  imperishable  wing? 

Here  with  her  face  doth  memory  sit 

Meanwhile,  aud  wait  the  day's  deeline. 

HER  GIFTS                                      ^^M 

Itll  other  eyes  shall  look  from  it^ 

Eyes  of  the  sj>irit*s  PaleitiDe, 

High  grace,  the  dower  of  qmm  ;  md         1 

Even  than  the  old  gaie  tmderev  : 

therewithal                                                      1 

While  ho}>v9  and  aims  long  lost  with  her 

Some    wood-bom  wonder't  sveet   sirnpU*           1 

Stand  round  her  image  side  by  side* 

miri                                                          1 
A  glanc«  like  water  brimming  with  the  sky     ^H 

Like  tombs  of  pilgrims  that  have  died 
,      About  the  Holy  Sepulchre. 

Or  byacinth-light    where    forest-shadowt     ^H 

Saoh  thrilling  pallor  of  cLeek  as  doth  in- 

tkmll 
The    heart ;    &  mouth  whose    poMionat^ 

forms  implj 
AU  music  and  all  eilenc^  held  thereby  ; 
Deep  goldeo  locks,  her  »overeigD  eoronal  i 
A    round    rearM    neck,  meet    column    of 

Love's  shrine 
To  elmg  to  wheu  the  heart  takes  sauotuary ; 
Handi  which  forever  at  Love's  bidrJinw  Iw. 
And  soffc-atirr'd  feet  still  auswerin|, 

sign  :  ~ 
These   are  her  gifts,  as  tongue  ma; 

them  o*er. 
Breathe  low  her  name,  mj  soul ;  for  that 

means  more* 

THE  DARK  GLA£S 

Not  I  mvself  know  all  my  love  for  thee  : 
How  should  I  reach  so  fai*,  who  cannot 

weigh 
To-morrow -s  dower  by  gage  of  yesterday  ? 

Shall  birth  and  death ,  and  all  dark  names 

til  at  be 
As  doors  and  windows  bar'd  to  some  loud 

Lash  deaf  mine  eai^  and  blind  my  face  with 

spray  ; 
And  shall  my  sense  pierce  love, —  the  laat 

relay 
And  nhitnate  ontpost  of  eternity  ? 
Lo  I  what  am  I  to  Lore,  the  lord  of  all  ? 
One  murmuring  shell  be  gathers  from  the 

sand I  — 
One  little  heart-flame  sheltered  in  his  hand. 
Yet  through  thine  eyes  he  grants  me  clear- 

efit  call 
And  veriest  touch  of  powers  primordial 
That  any  hour^girt  life  may  understand, 

WITHOUT    HER 

What  of  her  glass  without   her?    The 

blank  gray 
There  where  the  pool  h  blind  of  the  moon^s 

face* 
Uer  dress  without  her  ?    The  tossed  empty 

space 
Of  cloud-raek  whence  the  moon  has  pass'd 

away. 
Her  paths  without  her  7     Day's  appointed 

sway 
Usurped  by  desolate  night     Her  pillowed 

place 


Without  her  ?    Tears,  ah  me  I  for  lowers 

^ood  grace, 
And  cold  forgetfnlness  of  night  or  day. 
What  of  the  heart  without  her  ?     Kay, 

poor  heart. 
Of  thtic  what  word  remains  ere  sp»eeeb  be 

stiil? 
A  wayfarer  by  barren  ways  and  cliill, 
Steep  ways  and  weary,  without    her  thutj 

art, 
3   the  long  cloud,  the  long   wood** 

counterparti 

doubled  darkneaa  up  th«  laboring 

hill.  ^ 

BROKEN  MUSIC 

nother  will  not  turn,  who  thinks  ah* 

hears 
mrsling^s   speech   first   grow  aiiicn* 

late  ; 
But  4rj-eathle5s,  with  averted  eyes  elate 
She  sits,  with  open  lips  and  open  ears. 
That  it  may  call  her  twice.     'Mid  doubts 

and  fears 
Thus  oft  my  soul  has  hearkened  ;  till  tba 

song," 
A  centrtil  moan  for  days,  at  length  fonud 

touguo. 
And  the  sweet  mn^  welled  and  the  sweet 

tears. 
But  now,  whatever  while  the  soul  is  fiin 
T«  list  that  wonted  murmur,  as  it  were 
The   speech-bonud  sea^sheirs  low,  impo^ 

tunate  strain,  — 
No  breath   of  song,   thy   voice    alone   b 

there, 
0  bitterly  belov'd  I  and  all  her  gain 
Is  but  the  pang  of  unpermitted  prayer. 

XNCLUSrVENESS 

The  changing  guests,  each  in  a  diffettDt 

mood, 
Sit  at  the  roadside  table,  aud  arise  : 
And  every  life  among  tbem  iu  like  wise 
Is  a  soul's  board  set  daily  with  new  food. 
What  man  has  bcut  o'er  bis  sou's  sleep,  to 

brood 
How  that  face  shall  watch  bis  when  cold  it 

lies?  — 
Or  thought,  as  his  own  mother  Idss'd  Ms 

eyes, 
Of  what  her  klsa  was  when    bis  fathei 

woo'd? 


May  not  thi«  anvieDt  room  thou  stifBt  in 

dwell 
In  separate  living  aoala  for  joy  or  pain  ? 
Nayf  uU  its  comers  may  be  painted  plain 
Where  Heaven  shows  picture  a  of  »otne  life 

epent  well  ; 
And  may  be  stampM,  a  memory  all  in  vain. 
Upon  tbe  light  of  lidJesa  eyes  in  Hell. 

A  SUPERSCRIPTIOK 

Look  in  my  face  ;  my  name  ia  Might-have* 

been  ; 
I  am  also  calPd  No-more,  Too-lat«,  Fare- 
well ; 
Unto  thine  ear  I  hold  the  dead -sea  shell 
Caat  np  thy  Life's   foam*f retted    feet  be* 

tween  ; 
Unto  tbine^ves  the  glass  where  that  is  seen 
Which  had  Life's  form  and  Love's,  but  by 

my  spell 
Xa  now  a  shaken  shadow  intolerable, 
Of    ultimate    things    unutter*d    the   frail 

screen. 
Mark  me,  how  still  I  am  I  But  should  there 

dart 
One  moment  throngh  thy  soul  the  soft  sur- 
prise 
Of  that  wing*d  Peace  which  lulls  the  breath 

of  sighs,  — 
Then  ahalt  thou  see  me  smile,  and  turn  apart 
Thy  Ttaage  to  muie  ambush  at  thy  heart 
Sleepleift  with  cold  commemorative  eyes. 


SONNETS  ON   PICTURES 


A   VENETIAN  PASTORAL 


mv  GIORGIONB 


(In  the  LoQvre) 

Wator,  for  angoish  of  the  solstice  :  —  nay» 
But  dip  the  vessel  slowly,  —  nay,  but  lean 
And  hark  how  at  its  verge  the  wave  sighs 

in 
Helnctant     Hush  !  beyond  all  depth  away 
The  heat  lies  silent  nt  the  brink  of  day  : 
Now  the  hand  trails  upon  the  viol-string 
TluLt  lobo^  and  the  brown  faces  oeaae  to 

■ing, 
Sad  with  the  whole  of  pleasure.    Whither 

stray 

>  la  Om  dtMdng  Utof  hm  toft  aproeanlon  of  ivittQcn, 
iMttClirtet.    fi«rfef«rliMteU(nr«dlMr, 


Her  eyes  now,  from  whose  mouth  tbe  slim 

pipes  creep 
And  leave  it  pouting^  while  the  shodow'd 

grass 
Is  oool  against  her  naked  side  ?    Let  be  ;  — «> 
Say  nothing  now  unto  her  lest  she  weep» 
Nor  name  this  ever»     Be  it  as  it  was,  ^- 
Lifc  touching  lips  witli  Immortality. 


MARY  MAGDALEXE 
AT  TtlX  DOOR  or  SIMON  THE  fHAftlsas 

(For  a  Dmwlnip  by  D*  G.  R.') 

*<  Why  wilt  thou  oaat  the  roies  fr^m  thine 

hair? 
Nay,  be  thou  all  a  rose,  —  wreath,  lips,  and 

cheek. 
Nay,  not  thi^  bouse,  —  that  banquct-hoitte 

we  se«k ; 
See  how  they  kiss  and  enter;  come  thou 

there. 
This  delicate  day  of   love  we  two  will 

share 
Till   at    our  car  love*s  whispering    night 

shall  speak* 
What,  sweet  one,  —  hold'st  thoti  still  the 

foolish  freak  ? 
Nay,  when  I  kiss  thy  feet  they  '11  leave  the 

stair." 
'*  Oh  loose  me  1    Seest  thou  not  my  Bride- 
groom's face 
That  draws  mo  to  Him  ?    For  His  feet  my 

kisSf 
My  hair,  my  tears  He  craves  to-day  i- — 

aiid  oh  ! 
What  words  can  tell  what  other  day  and 

place 
Shall  see  me  clasp  those  blood-stain *d  feel 

of  His  ? 
He  needs  me,  calls  me^  loves  me ;  lei  me 

gol" 

SUDDEN  UCHT 

I  HAVE  been  here  before. 

But  when  or  how  I  cannot  tell : 
I  know  the  grass  beyond  the  door. 
The  sweet  keen  smell. 
The  sighing  sound,  tbe  lights  around  tha 
shora. 


md  ia  ueeodloi  by  •  tmddtm 
uid  lA  tryiiif  10  lom  hut  btftk. 


tJMilifsaol  Om 


398 


POETS  OF  THE  RENAISSANCE 


You  have  been  mine  before,  — 
How  long  agt>  I  maj  not  know  i 

But  juKt  wben  at  tbat  swaliow^s  bokt 
Your  neck  tum'd  so, 
Some  veil  did  faU, — 1  kMew  it  aJl  of  jore. 

Has  this  been  tbn*  before  f 

And  ahali  not  thus  time's  eddying  flight 
Still  with  our  lives  our  love  reatora 
In  death  ^s  despitei 
And  d&y  and  night  yield  one  d 
more? 


THE    WOODS  PUR 

Tbe  wind  flapped  loose,  the  via 

8ha.ken  out  dead  from  tree  and 
I  had  walked  on  at  tbe  wind*s  w 
I  aat  now,  for  fche  wind  waa  still. 

Between  my  knees  my  foreljcad  was,  — 
My  lips,  drawn  in,  said  not  Alas  I 
My  hair  was  over  in  the  grass, 
My  naked  ears  heard  the  day  pass. 

My  eyes,  wide  open,  had  the  ran 

Or  some  ten  weeds  to  fix  upon  ; 

Among  those  few,  out  of  the  sun. 

The   woodspurge  flower*d,  three  cups   in 


From  perfect  grief  there  need  not  be 
Wisdom  or  even  memory  : 
One  thine  then  learnt  remains  to  mer,  — 
The  wooospurge  has  a  cup  of  three. 


THE  SEA-LIMITS 

CoxsiDER  the  sea's  listless  chime  : 
Time's  self  it  is,  made  audible,  — 
The  murmur  of  the  earth's  own  shell. 

Secret  continuance  sublime 

Is  the  sea's  end  :  our  sight  may  pass 
No  furlong  further.     Since  time  was, 

This  sound  ^th  told  the  lapse  of  time. 

No  quiet,  which  is  death's,  — it  hath 
The  moumfnluess  of  ancient  life, 
Enduring  always  at  dull  strife. 

As  the  world's  heart  of  rest  and  wrath. 
Its  painful  pulse  is  in  the  sands. 
Last  utterly,  the  whole  sky  stands, 

GrBjr  aud  not  known,  along  its  path. 


Lbten  alone  beside  the  sea. 

Listen  alone  among  tbe  woods  ; 
Those  voie^  of  twin  »ohtudea 

Shall  have  one  sound  alike  to  the«  ; 
Hark  where  the  murmujpa  of  throng'd  uh 
Surge  and  fiink  back  and  suFge  agaiiit  - 

Still  the  one  voice  of  wave  and  tree. 

Gather  a  shell  hx?m  tbe  strown  beach 
d  listen  at  its  lips :  they  sigh 
B  same  desbe  and  mystery^ 
)eho  of  the  whole  sea'a  speecK 
d  all  niankind  Is  thus  at  heart 
t  anything  but  what  tbou  art : 
Barthj  Sea,  Man,  are  all  ia  4 


1 


A  LITTLE  WHILE 

TLE  while  a  little  lore 
e  hour  yet  bears  for  Ihee  and  me 
Who  have  not  drawn  the  veil  to  aae 
If  still  our  heaven  be  lit  above. 
Thou  merely,  at  the  day's  last  sigh. 

Hast  felt  thy  soul  prolong  the  tone  ; 
And  I  have  heard  the  night-wind  cry 
And  deem'd  its  speech  mine  own. 

A  little  while  a  little  love 

The  scattering  autumn  hoards  for  us 
Whose  bower  is  not  yet  ruinoos 

Nor  quite  unleav'd  our  songless  grove. 

Only  across  the  shaken  boughs 

We  hear  the  flood-tides  seek  the  sea. 

And  deep  in  both  our  hearts  they  rouse 
One  wail  for  thee  and  me. 

A  little  while  a  little  love 

May  yet  be  ours  who  have  not  said 
The  word  it  makes  our  eyes  afraid 

To  know  that  each  is  thinking  of. 

Not  yet  the  end  :  be  our  lips  dumb 
In  smiles  a  little  season  yet : 

1 11  tell  thee,  when  the  end  is  oome. 
How  we  may  best  forget. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  DEAD   LADIES 

TRANSLATION   PROM   FRANCOIS  V1IX01I,  I45O 

Tell  me  now  in  what  hidden  way  is 
Lady  Flora  the  lovely  Roman  ? 

Where 's  Hipparchia,  and  where  is  Thaifli 
Neither  of  them  the  fairer  woman  ? 


GABRIEL  ROSSETTI  — DIXON 
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Where  b  Echo,  beheld  of  no  nuui. 
Only  heard  on  river  and  mere,  — 

8 be  whose    b^ftoty  wsi  more  than    hu- 
man?  .  .  , 
But  where  are  the  snows  of  yester-year  ? 

Where  *8  H<$loise«  the  learned  nnn. 

For  whottc  Rtiko  Abeillard,  I  ween, 
Lost  manhood  and  pat  prieiithood  on  ? 

(From    LoTe  he  won    such    dule  and 
teen !) 

And  where,  I  ^ray  you,  is  the  Queen 
Who  wiird  thai  iiuridan  should  steer 

Sew'd    in    a    saok^s    mouth    down    the 
Seine  ?  ,  .  . 
But  where  are  the  snows  of  yester-year  ? 


White  Queen  BUuche,   like  a  queen  of 
lihea, 
With  a  voice  like  any  ntermaidcn,  — 
Bertha  Broadfoot,  Beatrice,  Alioe^ 

And  Ennen^arde  the  Lady  of  Maine, — 
And    that    good  Joan   whom    English* 
men 
At  Rouen  doom'd  and  burned  her  there,  — 
Mother     of      God,     where     are    they 
then?  .  ,  . 
But  where  are  the  snows  of  yester-year  ? 

Nay,  never  aak  this  week,  fair  lord, 

Where  they  are  gone,  nor  jet  this  year. 

Save  with  thus  much  for  an  over  word,  — 
But  where  ai«  the  snows  of  yester-year  f  I 


Ik 


]!lic^tti  IDatitfon  Bixon 
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ODE  ON  CONFLICTING  CLAIMS 

Ha&t  thou  no  right  to  joy, 

O  youth  grown  old  I  who  palest  with  the 

thought 
Of  the  measureless  annoy, 
Tbe^ain  and  havoc  wrought 
By  Fate  on  man  :  and  of  the  many  men, 
The  unfed,  the  nntanght, 
Who  groan  beneath  that  adamantine  chain 
Whose    tightness    kills,   whose    slackness 

whips  the  flow 
Of  waves  of  futile  woe  : 
Hast  thou  no  right  to  joy  ? 

Phou  thinkest  in  thy  mind 

In  thee  it  were  unkind 

To  revel  in  the  liquid  Hyblian  store. 

While  more  and  more  the  horror  and  the 

shame. 
The  pity  anil  the  woe  grow  more  and  more, 
Peniijitent  stilt  to  claim 
^le  filling  of  thy  mind. 

Hjon  thinkest  that,  if  none  in  all  the  rout 

Who  compass  thee  about 

Turn  full  their  soul  to  that  which  thou  de* 

sirest, 

I  Elor  seek  to  gain  thy  goal. 
Beauty,  the  heart  of  l^uly, 
The  sweetness,  yea,  the  thoughtful  sweet- 


Xhe  one  right  way  in  each^  the  bett. 


Which  satisfies  the  soni, 

The  tenncsit  lost  in  softness,  tonch  of  typi* 

cal  meetness. 
Which  lets  the  soul  have  rest ; 
Those  things  to  which  thyself  asntrest :  — 
That  Uiey,  though  bom  to  quaff  the  bowl 

divine. 
As  thou  art, yield  to  the  strict  law  of  duty; 
And  thou  from  them  must  thine  e^sam^iai 

take, 
Leave  the  amaranthine  vine, 
And  the  prized  joy  forsake. 

O  thou,  foregone  in  this. 

Long  stmggung  with  a  world  that  isi 

Eeaeh  some  old  volume  down, 

Some  poet's  book,  which  in  thy  bygone  years 

Thou  nast  consumed  with  joys  aa  kee 

fears. 
When  o*er  it  thou  wouldst  hang  with 

turons  frown. 
Admiring  with  sweet  envy  all 
The  exquisite  of  words,  the  lanoe-Uke  fall 
Of  mighty  verses,  each  on  ea«h. 
The  sweetness  which  did  never  cloy, 
(So  wrought  with  thought  ere  touoh*d  wltl 

sjM?e<^h), 

And  ask  again,  Hast  thou  no  right  to  joy  ff 
Take  the  most  precious  tooea  that  thi 

struck  thine  ears 
In  evntler  dajs  gone  fay : 
And  if  they  yield  no  more  the  old 
Then  give  thyself  to  tears. 
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HUMANITY 

There  b  a  soul  above  t!ie  aoul  of  each, 
A  mightier  bquI,  wbicli  yet  to  eoieb   be- 

There    is    a  aound    made  of  all  human 

And  uumerooi  as    the  ooiusoiirse  of    all 

Bongs  I 
And  in  that  aotd  lirea  each,  in  ea^^  **"^*' 

Though  all  the  agf^s  are  its  Ufetiiu 
Each   soul   Ihat   dies,  in  Its  niouL 

whole 
Receive th  Ufe  that  shall  forever  li 
And  thua  forever  with  a  wider  ipa„ 
Huinauitj  o'emriehes  time  and  death  , 
Man  can  elect  the  universal  man. 
And  live   iu  life  that  ends  not  with  his 

hreatti  i 
And  gather  ^lory  that  incresiseB  still 
Till  Time  lua  glass  with  Death'a  laat  dtut 

shall  filE  -    - 


FROM   "MANO:   A   POETICAL 
HISTORY" 

THE   SKYLARK 

Thou  only  bird  that  singest  as  thou  flyest, 
Heaven-mounting  lark,  that  measurest 
with  thy  wing 
The  airy  zones,  till  thou  art  lost  in  highest  I 
Upon  the  branch  the  laughing  tlurushes 
cling, 
About  her  home  the  humble  linnet  wheels. 
Around   the   tower  the  gathered  starlings 
swing  ; 
These  mix  their  songs  and  weave  their 
figur'd  reels  : 
Thou  risest  in  thy  lonely  joy  away. 
From   the  first  rapturous  note  that   from 
thee  steals, 
Quick,  quick,  and  quicker,  till  the  exalted 
lay 
Is  steadied  in  the  golden  breadths  of  light, 
'Mid  mildest  clouds  that  bid  thy  pinions 
stay. 
The   heavens   that  give  would  yet  sus- 
tain thy  flight, 
And  o'er  the  earth  for  ever  cast  thy  voice, 
If  but  to  gain  were  still  to  keep  the  height. 
But  soon  thou  sinkest  on  the  fluttering 
poise 


Of    the    same   wings    that   aoar'd  i 

ceaaest  thou 
The  song  that  grew  invisible  with  joysv 

Love  bids  thy  fall  begin ;  jind  thou  art  now 
Dropped  ba^k  to  earth,  and  of  the  earth 

again, 
Because  that  love  hath  made  tbj  he^fl  to 

bow. 
Thou  hast  thy  mate,  thy  nest  on  Iciwlj 

plaiiif 

aid  heart  by  law  ineffable 

m  tvom  the  high  beavenn  where  tiion 

shoiildst  reign  ; 

b  snniinona  thee  by  her  moat  te^ider 

ipell  ; 

«  there  is  a  silence  and  a  aong  : 

lenee  in  the    shadowy  earth    must 

awell, 

»ong  in  the  bright  heavens  eannot  be 

lotig. 

best  to  thee  tbo^  fates  may  I  conH 

pare 
Where  weakness  strives  to  answer  bidding 

strong. 

OF  A  VISION   OF    HELL,   WHICH    A   MONK 
HAD 

Out  of  this  town  there  riseth  a  high  hill. 

About  whose  sides  live  many  anchorites 
In  cells  cut  in  the  rock  with  curious  skill. 
And  laid  iu  terraces  along  the  heights  ; 
This  holy  hill  with  that  where  stands  the 

town 
The  ancient  Roman  aqueduct  unites  ; 
And  passing  o'er  the  vale  her  chain  of 
stone 
Cuts  it  iu  two  with  line  indelible  ; 
A  work  right  marvellous  to  gaze  upon. 
To  one   of  those  g^ve   hermits   there 
befell 
A  curious  thing,  whereof  the  fame  was  new 
In  our  sojourn  ;  the  which  I  here  will  tell. 
He  fouud  himself  when  night  had  shed 
her  dew, 
In  a  long  valley,  narrow,  deep,  and  straight, 
Like  that  which  lay  all  day  beneath  his 
view. 
On  each  hand  mountains  re  ie  precipitate. 
Whose  tops  for  darkness  he  could  nowise 

see. 
Though  wistful  that  high  gloom  to  pene- 
trate ; 
And    through    this    hollow,    one,  wh« 
seem'd  to  be 
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Of  calm  aod  quiet  mten,  wsl^  leadiug  tiim 
In  frieodly  converse  ftnd  society  t 

But  whom  be  wist  not :  neitUer  could  be 
trim 
Metnorj^'s  speat  torch  to  know  what  things 

were  said, 
Xor  about  what,  in  that  long   way   and 
dim. 
But  as  the  valley  still  before  him  spread. 
He  saw  a  tine,  that  did  the  same  divide 
Across  in   halves  :  which  made    him   feel 
great  dread. 
For  be  beheld  fire  burning  on  one  side 
Unto  the    mountains    from  the    midmost 

vale  ; 
On  the  other,  ice  the  empire  did  discide, 
Fed  from  the  opposing  hill  with  anow 
and  hail* 
80  dreary  waa    that  hannt  of    fir^    and 

oold, 
That    nought  on  earth    to  eqoal    might 
avail. 
Fire     ended   where  began    the    frozen 
mould ; 
Both  in  eictreme  at  their  conjunction : 
So  close  were  they*  no  severaQoe  might  be 
told: 
No  thinnest  line  of  separation, 
Like  that  which  ia  by  painter  drawn  to 


One  color  in  his  piece  from  other  one, 
80  fine  as  that  which  ht4d  these  realms 

apart. 
And  thi^ugh  the  vale  the  icmli  of  men  in 

pain 
From  one  to  the  other  aide  did  leap  and 

dart. 
From  heat  to  oold,  from  cold  to  heat 

again : 
And  not  an  instant  through  their  anguish 

great 
Lb  either  element  might  they  remain. 
So  great  the  multitude   thus  tossed   by 

late, 
That  as  a  mist  they  teem*d  in  the  dark 

air. 
Ho  ahrioiper,  who  at  half-tide  takes  lus 

freight. 
When  high  his  pole-net  seaward  he  doth 

bear, 
Ever  beheld  so  thick  a  swarm  to  leap 
Oat  of  the    brine   on   evening    still    and 

fair. 
Waking   a   mist    mile-long  ^twizt  shore 

and  deep. 


Now  while  his  mind  was  fiird  with  ruth 

and  fear, 
And  with  great  horror  stood  his  eyeballs 

steep, 
Deeming  that  hell   before   him  did  ap- 
pear. 
And  souls  in  torment  toss'd  from  brink  to 

briuk : 
Upon   him   iook'd   the  one   who  set  him 

there, 
And  said  :  **  This  is  not  hell,  as  thou  dost 

think, 
Neither  those   torments  of  the  cold  and 

heat 
Are  those  wherewith  the  damned  wail  and 

shrink." 
And  therewith  from  that  place  he  turned 

his  feet ; 
And  sometime  on  they  ivalk'd,  the  while 

this  man 
In  angiiish   shuddering  did  the  effect  rc^ 

peat; 
Snob  spasms  of  horror  through  his  body 

mn, 
Walking  with  sttimbling*  and  with  glazed 

eyes 
Whither  he  knew  not  led,  ghastly  and  wan* 
Then  said  the  other  :  ''In  those  agonies 
No  more  than  belles  beginning  know :  be- 
hold, 
The  doom  of  hell  itself  is  otherwise/' 
Therewith  he  drew  aade  his  veatureV 

fold. 
And  showed  hti  heart :  than  fire  more  hot 

it  bnm'd 
One  half :  the  rest  was  ice  than  ice  more 

cold. 
A  moment  showed  he  this  :  and  then  he 

turu'd. 
And  tn  his  going  all  the  vision  went : 
And  be,  who  in  hia  mind  these  things  dis^ 

cem'd. 
Came  to  himsell  with  long  astonishment. 

OF  TEMPERANCE  IN  FORTUNE 

Hai>ft  the  man  who  so  hath  Fortune  tried 
That    likewise    he    her    poor    rebtioo 
knows  : 
To  whom  both  much  is  given  and  denied  t 

To  riches  and  to  poverty  he  owes 
An  equal  debt  :  of  Doth  he  mi^es  aeqnistt 
And  mo<lenite  in  all  hia  mind  he  shows. 
But  ill  befi^  the  man  who  hath  not 
miss*d 
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Aught   of   bts  beart's  desires,   in  plenty 

They  burst  in  tumults,  swoHen  with  bloodj 

nurs'd  : 

Bhame» 

For  evil  things  he  knows  not  to  re*i«t : 

Which  old  ezploita  aggrieve  &&ii  not  as- 

Audi aiding    theij^  assault,  himicalf    is 

suage. 

worst 

Fast  temperance  doth  the  present  faost 

Against    himself,    with    telf -deatractiTe 

inflame  j 

rage. 

Past    grandeur    like    too     beavj    HTm<&t 

But  states  are  with  another  evil  ours'd, 

weighs  \ 

For,  falHng  into  lumry  with  a^,               , 

Great  witbont  virtne  ja  an  eyil  najne. 

THE  GILLYFLOWER  OF 

A  GOLtJEN  gillyflower  to-day 
I  wore  upon  my  helm  alway, 
And  won  the  prize  of  this  tourney. 
Hah  !  hah  J  la  heliejaune  girqfiie. 

However  well  Sir  Giles  might  sit, 
His  sun  was  weak  to  wither  it, 
Lord  Miles's  blood  was  dew  on  it : 
Hah!  hah!  la  belle jaune  girojlee. 

Although  my  spear  in  splinters  flew 
From  John's  steel-coat,  my  eye  was  true  ; 
I  wheeled  about,  and  cried  for  you, 
Hah!  hah!  la  belle  jaune  giro/lee. 

Yea,  do  not  doubt  my  heart  was  good. 
Though  my  sword  flew  like  rotten  wood, 
To  shout,  although  I  scarcely  stood, 
Hah  !  hah  !  la  belle  jaune  girqfle'e. 

My  band  was  steady,  too,  to  take 
My  axe  from  round  my  neck,  and  break 
John's  steel-coat  up  for  my  love's  sake. 
Hah  I  hah  !  la  belle  jaune  girq/lee. 

When  I  stood  in  my  tent  again. 
Arming  afresh,  I  felt  a  pain 
Take  hold  of  me,  I  was  so  fain  — 
Hah  !  hah  !  la  belle  jaune  giroflee  — 

To  hear :  "  Honneur  auxjils  des  preux  !  " 
Right  in  my  ears  again,  and  shew 
The  gillyflower  blossom'd  new. 
Hah!  hah  !  la  belle  jaune  giro/lee. 

The  Sieur  Guillanme  against  me  came, 
His  tabard  bore  three  points  of  flame 
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L  m  red  hemt ;  with  Utile  blame  — 

A I  hah  !  la  belU  jaune  girqftee  — 

;ongh  speara  erackled  up  like  stf^w ; 
as  the  first  to  tiim  and  draw 
uib  »word,  thflt  hnd  nor  speck  not  flaw,— 
Hah  !  hah  /  la  belkjwAne  gtrojih^ 

But  I  felt  weaker  tlian  a  maid, 
And  my  brain,  dizzied  and  afraid. 
Within  my  helm  a  fierce  tune  play*d,  — 
Hah  !  hah  !  la  belle  jaune  girqflte. 

Until  I  thought  of  your  dear  bead, 
Bow'd  to  the  gillyflower  bed. 
The  yellow  flowers  stain'd  with  red  ;  — 
Hah  !  hah  !  la  belle  jaune  giro/lie. 

Crash  I  how  the  swords  met,  "**  giroflee  !  " 
The  fierce  tune  in  my  helm  would  play, 
«*  La  belle  !  la  belle  jaune  giroflee  !  " 
Hah  !  hah  !  la  bdle  jaune  giroflee. 

Once  more  the  great  swords  met  again, 
"  La  belle  !  la  belle  !  "  but  who  fell  then 
Le    Sieur  Guillaume,   who   strack   down 
ten  ;  — 
Hah  !  hah!  la  belle  jaune  giroflee. 

And  as,  with  maz'd  and  unarm 'd  face, 
Toward  my  own  crown  and  the  Queen's 

place 
They  led  me  at  a  gentle  pace,  — 
Hah  !  hah  !  la  bdle  jaune  giroflde^  — 

I  almost  saw  your  quiet  bead 
Bow'd  o'er  the  gillyflower  bed. 
The  yellow  flowers  stain*d  with  red,  — 
Hah !  hah!  la  belle Jatme  gir^k. 
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SHAMEFUL   DEATH 

There  were  four  of  us  about  thai  bod  ; 

The  mass-priest  knelt  at  the  side, 
I  and  his  mother  stotxl  at  the  head. 

Over  his  feet  lay  the  bride  ; 
We  were  quite  sure  that  he  was  dead, 

Though  his  ejei  were  open  wide. 

He  did  not  die  in  the  night. 

He  did  not  die  in  the  day, 
But  in  the  momiug  twilight 

His  spirit  paasM  away, 
When  neither  sun  nor  moon  was  bright, 

And  the  trees  were  merely  gray* 

He  was  not  slain  with  the  sword^ 
Knight*s  axe,  or  the  knightly  apear, 

Yet  P|M>ke  he  never  a  word 
After  he  came  in  here  ; 

I  ont  away  the  cord 

From  the  neck  of  my  brother  dear. 

He  did  not  strike  one  blow, 
For  the  recreants  cnrae  behind. 

In  a  place  where  the  hornbeams  grow, 
A  path  right  hard  to  find. 

For  the  hornbeam  boughs  swing  so 
That  the  twilight  makes  it  bund. 

They  lighted  a  great  torch  then  ; 

When  his  arms  were  pinionM  fast. 
Sir  John  the  knight  of  the  Fen, 

Sir  Guy  of  the  Dolorous  Blast, 
With  knights  threescore  and  ten. 

Hung  brave  Lord  Hugh  at  last. 

I  am  threescore  and  ten, 

And  my  hair  is  all  turn'd  gray, 

But  I  met  Sir  John  of  the  Fen 
Long  ago  on  a  summer  day. 

And  am  glad  to  think  of  the  moment  when 
I  took  his  life  away« 

X  am  threescore  and  ten, 

And  my  strength  is  mostly  past. 

But  long  ago  I  and  ray  men, 
When  the  sky  was  overcast. 

And  the  smoke  roU'd  over  the  reeds  of  the 
fen, 
81«w  Gny  of  the  Dolorous  Blast. 

And  now,  knights  all  of  von, 
I  pray  yon  pray  for  Sir  Hugh* 
A  good  knight  and  a  true. 
Am  for  Abce,  his  wife,  pray  too* 


THE   BLUE  CLOSET 

The  Dnmm^U 

Lady  Auce,  Lady  Lonise, 
Between  the  wash  of  the  tumbling  seas 
We  are  ready  to  sing,  if  so  ye  please  : 
So  lay  your  long  hands  on  the  aeys  ; 
Sing  **  Laudale  pueri*** 

And  ever  the  great  M2  overhead 

Hoomd  in  the  wind  a  knell  for  the  dead. 
Though  no  one  tolled  it^  a  knell  for  the  dead* 

Lady  Louuie 

Sister,  let  the  measure  swell 
Not  too  loud  ;  for  you  sing  not  well 
If  you  drown  the  faint  boom  of  the  bell ; 
He  is  weary,  so  am  L 

Afui  ever  the  chevron  overhead 
Flapp'd  on  the  banner  of  the  dead  • 
{IV 09  he  Q9lecp,  or  wa#  he  dead f) 

Lad  If  Alice 

Alice  the  Queen,  and  Louise  the  Queen^ 

Two  damoaels  wearing  purple  and  greeiii 

Four  lone  ladies  dwelling  hers 

From  day  to  day  and  year  to  year ; 

And  there  is  none  to  let  us  go  ; 

To  break  the  looks  of  the  doors  below, 

Or  shovel  away  the  heap'd-up  snow  ; 

And  when  we  die  no  man  will  know 

That  we  are  dead ;  but  they  give  us  leaTe, 

Once  every  ye*r  on  Christmas-eve, 

To  sing  in  the  Closet  Blue  one  song  : 

And  we  should  be  so  long,  so  long. 

If  we  dar'd,  in  singing ;  for,  dream  on  dreanig] 

They  float  on  in  a  happy  stream  ; 

Float  from  the  gold  stnngs,  float  from  the 

keys, 
Float  from  the  opened  lips  of  Lonise  : 
But,  alas  1  Uio  sea-aalt  (kksos  through 
The  chinks  of  the  tiles  of  the  Closet  Bine ; 

And  ei*er  the  fp-mt  beU  ewrkead 
BoomM  in  the  wind  a  knell /or  ihe  dtad^ 
The  wind  plaft  onii^  hfmlfof  file  dmd* 

(  Thry  iing  aU  ioge^er :) 

How  long  ago  was  it,  how  long  ago. 

Ho  came  to  this  lower  with  hands  full  of 
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**  Kneel  down,  0  toye  Louise,  kneel  down,*' 

be  Bald, 
And  sprinkled  the  dusty  snow  oyer  mj  bead. 

He  watch 'd  tbe  aaow  melting,  it  ran  tbjougli 

mj  hair, 
Ban  oyer  my  shoulden,  white  aboaldera  and 

bare. 

•*  I  cannot  weep  for  tboe,  poor  loye  Louise, 
For  my  tears  are  all  hidden  deep  nnd^r  the 
seas ; 

<*  In  &  gold  and  blae  easket  «he  keeps  all  my 

tears, 
Bnt  xny  eyes  are  no  longer  blue,  as  in  old 

years; 

"  Yea,  they  grow  gray  with  time,  grow  small 

and  dry, 
I  am  &o  feeble  now,  would  I  might  die/^ 

And  in  truth  the  (p^ai  bdl  overhmid 
Left  off  his  pealing  for  ty  dcad^ 
Perchanct  became  the  wind  wait  dead. 

Will  he  come  back  again,  or  ia  he  dead  ? 
O  !  Lb  he  sleeping,  mj  scarf  round  his  bead  ? 

Or  did  they  strangle  him  as  be  lay  therei 
With  the  long  scarlet  scarf  I  used  to  wear  ? 

Only  I  pray  thee,  Loidf  let  him  come  here  1 
Both  his  soul  and  his  body  to  me  ate  most 
dear. 

Dear  Lord,  that  loyes  me,  I  wait  to  re- 
ceive 

Either  body  or  spirit  this  wild  Christmas- 
evo. 

TTirough  the  floor  shot  up  a  liiy  red, 

With  a  patch  of  earth  from  the  land  of  the 

dead, 
For  hE  was  strong  in  the  land  of  the  dead* 

What  matter  that  liia  cheeks  were  pale. 

His  kind  kiss'd  lips  all  gttiy  ? 
**  O,  lore  Louise,  have  you  waited  long  ?  " 

"  O,  my  lord  Arthur,  yea," 

What  if  his  hair  that  brush 'd  her  cheek 

Was  stiff  with  frozen  rime  ? 
His  eyes  were  grown  quite  blue  again. 

As  in  tbe  happy  time. 


**  O,  love  LouisCf  this  is  the  key 
Of  tbe  happy  golden  land  ! 

Of  fiisters,  cross  the  bridge  with  me, 
My  eyes  are  full  of  sand. 

What  matter  that  I  eannot  see. 
If  ye  take  lue  by  the  hand  7  " 


And  ever  the  great  hell  overhead 

Ami  the  tumbling  setM  mourfi^d /or  the  dead^ 

For  their  song  cemed^  and  theg  were  dead^ 
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"THE    EARTHLY     PARA- 
DISE  *' 

THE  singer's  prelude 


aven  or  Hell  I  have  no  power  t» 

ing, 

I  ea  not  ease  the  burden  of  your  foArs, 
Or  maw©  quick-coming  death  a  little  things 
Or  bring  again  the  pleasure  of  past  year% 
Kor  for  my  words  shall  ye  forget  your 

tears, 
Or  hope  a^ain  for  aught  that  I  can  say, 
The  idle  smger  of  an  empty  day* 

But  rather,  when  aweary  of  your  i^irth 
From  full  hearts  still  uusatis^ed  j€^  Bigh^ 
And,  feeling  kindly  unto  all  the  earth. 
Grudge  every  minute  as  it  passes  by, 
Made  the  more  mindful  that  the  sweet  days 

die.  — 
Remember  me  a  little  then,  I  pray, 
The  idle  aiugur  of  an  empty  day. 

The  heavy  trouble,  the  bewildering  care 
Tliat  weighs  us  down  who  live  and  earn  our 

bread, 
These  idle  verses  have  no  power  to  bear  ; 
So  let  me  sing  of  names  remembered. 
Because  they,  living  not,  can  ne'er  be  dead, 
Or  long  time   take    their  memory   quite 

away 
From  us  poor  singers  of  an  empty  day* 

Dreamer  of  dreams,  born  out  of  my  due 

time, 
Why  should   I   strive  to  iet  the  crooked 

straight  ? 
Let  it  sufHce    me    that    my  murmuring 

rhyme 
Beats   with   light  wing  against  tbe  ivoiy 

Telling  a  tale  not  too  importunate 
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To  thoie  wYko  in  the  sleepy  re^oti  stay, 
Luird  by  the  ftinger  of  au  empty  d^j. 

Folk  sar,  a  wizard  to  a  north  era  kin^ 
At  ChmtmaS'tide   such   wundrous  things 

did  ahoWf 
That  tliron^h  one  window  men  beheld  the 

spring. 
And  through    another    saw  the  Bumnier 

glow, 
And  through  a  third  the   fruited    Tines 

a-row. 
While  ft  till,  unheard  J  but  in   its   wonted 

way, 
Hp*d  the  drear  wind  of  that  December 

day. 

So  with  this  Earthly  Paradise  it  is, 
If  ye  will  read  aright,  and  pardon  me, 
Who  strive  to  build  a  Bhadowy  isle  of  bliss 
Midmost  the  beating  of  the  steely  sea. 
Where  toss'd  about  all  hearts  of  men  most 

be; 
Whose    ravening    monsters    mighty  men 

shall  sU>% 
Not  the  poor  smger  of  an  empty  day. 

atai*anta's  victory 

Tlirotigb  thick  Arcadian  woods  a  hunter 
went, 
Fdlowing  the  beasts  up,  on  a  fresh  spring 
day  ; 
Bat  since  his  horn*  tipped  bow  but  seldom 

bent, 
low  at  the  noontide  nought  had  happ*d  to 
slay, 
I  A  vale  he  call'd  his  hounds  away, 

the  echoes  of   his  lone  voice 
eling 

About  the  clifTs,  and  through  the  beech-treea 
ring. 

But  when   they  ended,  still   awhile   he 

stood, 
And  but  the  sweet  familiar  thrush  conld 

hear. 
And  all  the  day4onff  noises  of  the  wood. 
And  oVr  the  dry  leaves  of  the  vanbh^d 

year 
Hii  bounds'  feet   |kattering  as  they  drew 


And  heavy  breathing  from  their  heads  low 

hnng, 
To  see  the  mighty  cornel  bow  nnstrung. 


Then,  siniling,  did  be  turn  to  leave  the 

place, 
But  with  bis  first  step  some  new  fleeting 

thought 
A  shadow  cast  across  his  sun-bnrn*d  face  ; 
I  think  the  golden  net  that  April  brought 
From  some  warm  world  his  wavering  soul 

had  caught ; 
For,  sunk  in  vague,  sweet  longing,  did  ht 

go 
Betwixt  the  trees  with  doubtful  steps  and 

slow. 

Yet,  howsoever  slow  be  went,  at  last 
The  trees  grew  sparser,  and  tlie  wood  was 

done  ; 
Whereon  one  farewell,  backward  look  he 

cast. 
Then,  turning  round  to  see  what  place  was 

won. 
With  shaded  eyes  Iook*d  underneath  the 

snn. 
And  o*er  green  meads  and  new'tum'd  fur» 

rows  brown 
Beheld  the  gleaming  of  Kitig  Scbtsaeui* 

town. 

So  thitherward   he  tum*d,  and  on  each 

side 
The  folk  were  husj  on  the  teeming  land. 
And  man  and  maid  from  the  brown  fiir-^ 

rows  cried. 
Or  *midst  the  newly  blotsom'd  vines  did 

stand. 
And,   as   the   mstic   weapon   pressed  the 

hand, 
Thought  of  the  nodding  of  the  weU-fill*d 

ear. 
Or  how  the  knife  the  heavy  bunch  should 

shear. 

Merry   it  wi :   .boat    him   .nng    the 

birds. 
The  spring  tlowers  bloom'd  along  tht  fimi^ 

dry  road, 
The  sleek'SkinnM   moUiers  <if  lilt  aborp- 

hornM  herds 
Now  for  the  barefoot  milking  -  maidens 

low'd  ; 
While    from    the   freshness   of    his    bine. 

abode, 
Glad    his    death-bearing    arrows    to    for> 

g*ti 
The  broad  son  blaz*d,  nor  scattered  plagiiM 

aayel. 
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Through  iueh  f jut  tiimgs  unto  the  gates 

he  came, 
And   found  them  open,  bs  though  peaee 

were  there  ; 
Wherelh  rough,  uuqueatioii^d  ol  his  fooe  or 

He  entered,  atid  along  the  strecita  "g&o  fare^ 
Which  at  the  first  of  folk  were  well-uigh 

hare  ; 
But  pressing  on,  and  going  more  hastilvi 
Men  hurraing,  too,  he  ^gan  at  lasl 

Following  the  last  of  these,  he  st 

on. 
Until  an  open  apace  he  came  unt 
Where  wreaths  of  fame  had  ofi 

and  won^ 
Foz^  fiats  of  strength  folk  there  wei, 

to  do. 
And  now  our  hunter  look'd  for  fiotni 

new. 
Because  the   whole  wide  space  waa  bare, 

and  stiird 
The  high  seats  were,  with  eager  people 

furd. 

There  with  the  others  to  a  seat  he  gat, 
Whence  he  beheld  a  broider'd  canopy, 
'Neath  which  in  fair  array  King  Schceneus 

sat 
Upon  his  throne  with  coancillors  thereby  ; 
And  underneath  this  well-wrought  seat  and 

high 
He  saw  a  golden  image  of  the  sun, 
A  silver  image  of  the  Fleet-foot  One. 

A  brazen  altar  stood  beneath  their  feet 
Whereon  a  thin  flame  flickered  in  the  wind  ; 
Nigh  this  a  herald  clad  in  raiment  meet 
Made  ready  even  now  his  horn  to  wind. 
By  whom  a  huge  man  held  a  sword,  en- 
twined 
With  yellow  flowers  ;  these  stood  a  little 

space 
From  off  the  altar,  nigh  the  starting  place. 

And  there  two   runners   did    the   sign 

abide. 
Foot  set  to  foot,  —  a  yoimg  man  slim  and 
.  fair, 

Crisp-hair'd,   well  knit,   with  firm  limbs 

often  tried 
In  places  where  no  man  his  strength  may 

spare  : 
Dainty  his  thin  coat  was,  and  on  his  hair 


A  golden  circlet  of  renown  he  wore. 
And  in  his  hand  an  oUve  garland  bore. 

But  on  this  day  with  whom  slmll  ho  eac^ 
tend? 

A  maid  stocid  by  him  like  Diana  clad 
When  in  the  woods  she   lists  her  bow  ta 

bend. 
Too  fair  for  one  to  look  on  and  be  glail. 
Who  scarcely  yet  has  thirl j  summers  had, 
ust  sttU  behold  her  from  tifar  ; 
f  to  let  the  Tvorld  live  free  from  war. 

Bem'd  all  earthly  matters  to  forget ; 
ormenting  line*  her  face  was  el^x  j 
de  gray  eyes  upon  the  goal  were 
\et 

ad  unmov'd  as  though  no  soul  were 
sear. 

'  foe  trembled  as  a  man  in  fear, 
•m  her  loveliness  one  moment  turn'd 
o«.Eiou9   face  with  fierce  dciire   that 
i}urn^d. 

Now  through  the  hush  there  broke  the 

trumpet's  clang 
Just  as  the  setting  sun  made  eventide. 
Then  from  light  feet  a  spurt  of  dust  there 

sprang, 
And  swiftly  were  they  running  side  by  side ; 
But  silent  did  the  thronging  folk  abide 
Until  the  turning-post  was  reach'd  at  last. 
And  round  about  it  still  abreast  they  past. 

But  when  the  people  saw  how  close  they 

ran, 
When  half-way  to  the  starting-point  they 

were, 
A  cry  of  joy  broke  forth,  whereat  the  man 
Headed  the  white-foot  runner,  and  drew 

near 
Unto  the  very  end  of  all  his  fear ; 
And  scarce  his  straining  feet  the  ground 

could  feel, 
And  bliss  uuhop'd  for  o'er  his  heart  'gan 

steal. 

But  'midst  the  loud  victorious  shouts  he 

heard 
Her  footsteps    drawing    nearer,   and   the 

sound 
Of  fluttering  raiment,  and  thereat  afeard 
His    flush'd    and    eager  face    he    tum'd 

around, 
And  even  then  he  felt  her  past  him  bound 
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Fleet  as  the   wind,  but   scarcely  saw   ber 

there 
Till  on  the  goal  she  laid  her  fingen  lair. 

There  stood  she  breatliing  like  a  little 
child 
Amid  »omo  wiirUke  clamor  kid  flsleeti. 
For  no  victorious  joy  her  red  it|>s  BtniVd, 
Her  clieek  ite  wonted   freshiietia  did   but 

No  glance  lit  up  her  clear  gray  eyes  and 

deep. 
Though  some  divine  thought  soften*d  all 

her  face 
Ab  onee  tnore  rang  the  trumpet  thrmigh  Ihe 

place. 

Boi  her  late  foe  atopp*d  short  amidst  his 

eouree, 
One  moment  gas'd  upon  her  piteonsly. 
Then  with  a  groan  his  lingering  feet  did 

force 
To  leave  the  spot  whence  he  her  eyes  could 

««e  ; 
And,  cbangted  like  one  who  knows  his  time 

must  be 
Bnt  short  and  bitteri  without  any  word 
He  knelt  before  the  bearer  of  the  swoid  ; 

Then  high  rose  up  the  gleaming  deadly 

Bar^d  of    tts  flower8»   and    through    the 

cirowdod  pkce 
Was  silence  now»  and    midst    of    it   the 

maid 
Went  by  the   poor  wretch   at   a    gentle 

pace, 
And   he   to  hers  upturned  his   tad  white 

face  ; 
Nor  did  his  eyes  behold  another  sight 
Ere  on  his  soul  there  fell  eternal  night. 

ATAJLANTA'S  DEFEAT 
Now  has  the  lingering  month  at  last  gone 

Again  are  all  folk  roond   the  running 
place, 
lHor  other  seems  the  dismal  pageantry 
Than  heretofore,  but  that  another  face 
JjookM  o*er  the  smooth  course  ready  for  the 

race. 
For  now,  beheld  of  all,  Milanioo 
Stands  on  the  spot  be  twioa  has  look'd 
B(K>n* 


But  yet  —  what  change  is  this  that  hold 9 

the  maid  ? 
Does  slie  indeed  see  in  his  glittering  eye 
More  than  disdain  of  the  sharp  shearini; 

blade. 
Some  happy  hope  of  help  and  vietofy  ? 
The  others  seem'd  to  say,  **  We  oome  to 

die  ; 
Look  down  upon  us  for  a  little  whil««, 
That,  dead,    wo  may  bethink  us  of  thy 

smile/' 

But  he  —  what  look  of  mastery  was  this 
He  cast  on  her  ?  why  were  bis  lips  so  red  ? 
Why  was  bis  face  so  flushed  with  happiness? 
So  looks  not  one  who  deems  himself  but 

dead, 
£*en  if  to  death  he  bows  a  willing  head  ; 
So  rather  looks  a  god  well  pleas'd  to  ftnd 
Some  earthly  damsel  foshionM  to  his  mind. 

Why  must  she  drop  her  lids  before  his 

gaze. 
And  even  as  she  casts  adown  her  eyes 
Redden  to  note  his  esger  glance  of  praise. 
And   wish    that  she    were   cbd   in   other 

guise  f 
Why  must  the  memory  to  her  haart  arise 
Of  things  unnoticed  when  they  first  were 

heard. 
Some  lover*s  song,  some  answering  maiden's 

word? 

What  makes  these  kogings,  vague » with- 
out a  name. 
And  this  vain  pity  never  felt  before, 
This  sudden    languor,    this    contempt    of 

fame, 
This  tender  sorrow  for  the  time  past  o*er« 
Those  doubts  that  grow  each  mmute  more 

and  more  ? 
Why  does  she  tremble  as  the  time  grows 


And  weak  defeat  and  woeful  victory  fear? 

But  while  she  seem'd  to  hear  her  beei* 

ing  heart. 
Above  their  lieads  the  trumpet  blast  leog 

out 
And  forth  they  sprang,  end  the  must  play 

her  part ; 
Then  Eew  her  white  feet,  knowing  not  a 

donht. 
Though,  ftlackening  oooe^  thm  tum*d  bit 

head  about* 
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But  tbcn  sh&  cried  aloud  and  faster  fled 
Than  e'er  before,  and  all  mea  dfi«m*d  Hm 
de&d. 

.    But  with  no  Bound  be  rais'd  aloft    hie 

haudf 
Aud  Llieuc6  what  aeom'd  a  raj  of  Ught 

there  flew 
And  past  tbe  maid  Foird  on  alottg  the  sand  ; 
Then  trembliug  a  he  her  feet  together  drew. 
And  ill  her   heart  a  stroug   di 

grew 
To  hare  the  toj  ;  fiome  god  eho 

had  gi?en 
That  gift    to    her,   to   make   of 

beaveu. 

Then  from  the  couise  with  ep.get'  i 
she  ran, 
And  in  her  odorous  bosom  laid  the  go! 

But  wheu  she   turti'd  agaitSf  tlie    g tt 

limbed  mau. 
Now  well  ahead,  she  TalVd  not  to  behold. 
And,  mindful  of  her  glory  waxing  cold, 
Sprang  up  and  followed  him  in  hot  pur- 
suit. 
Though   with  one  hand    she  touched    the 
golden  fruit. 

Note,  too,  the  bow  that  she  was  wont  to 
bear 
She  laid  aside  to  grasp  tbe  glittering  prize, 
And  o*er  her  shoulder  from  the  quiver  fair 
Three  arrows  fell  and  lay  before  her  eyes 
Unnoticed,  as  amidst  the  people's  cries 
She  sprang  to  head  the  strong  Milanion, 
Who  now  the  turning-post  had  well-nigh 


But  as  he  set  his  mighty  hand  on  it 
White    fingers  underneath   his  own  were 

laid. 
And  white  limbs  from  his  dazzled  eyes  did 

flit; 
Then  he  the  second  fruit  cast  by  the  maid, 
But  she  ran  on  awhile,  then  as  afraid 
Waver'd  and  stopped,  and  turn'd  and  made 

no  stay 
Until  the  globe  with  its  bright  fellow  lay. 

Then,   as  a  troubled    glance    she   cast 

around, 
Now  far  ahead  the  Argive  could  she  see. 
And  in  her  garment's  hem  one  hand  she 

wound 


To  keep  the  double  pri^,  &nd  st^entiouilj 

Sped  o'er  the  eourse,  and  little  doobi  had 

she 
To  win   the  day,  though  now  bat  Bcantj 

space 
Waa  left  betwizt  him  and   the   wiimiJig 

place. 

Short  waa  the  waj  unto   iiacb   winged 

feet ; 

iy  fibe  giuu'd  upon  bim^  till  at  kst 
rn*d  about  her  eager  eyes  to  meet, 
!rom  his  hand  the  third    fair   applt 

cast, 
rnver'd  not|  but  turned    and   ran  ho 

fast 

the  prijse  that  should  her  bliss  fulfil, 
in  her  himd  it  lay  ere  it  was  still. 

t  did  she  rest*  but  turned  about  to 

win 
\ju^^^  more  an  uubless'd  woeful  victory — 
And  yet  —  and  yet —  why  does  ber  breatli 

begin 
To  fail  her,  and  her  feet  drag  heavily  ? 
Why  fails  she  now  to  see  if  far  or  nigh 
The  goal  is  ?  why  do  her  gray  eyes  grow 

dim? 
Why  do  these  tremors  run  through  every 

limb? 

She  spreads  her  arms  abroad  some  staj 

to  find, 
Else   must   she   fall,   indeed,  and  findeth 

this, 
A  strong  man's  arms  about  her  body  en- 

twin'd. 
Nor  may  she  shudder  now  to  feel  bis  kiss, 
80  wrapt  she  is  in  new  unbroken  bliss  : 
Made  happy  that  the  foe  the  prize  hath 

won. 
She  weeps  glad  tears  for  all  her  glory 

done. 

THE   king's   visit 

So  long  he  rode  he  drew  anigh 
A  mill  upon  the  river's  brim, 
That  seem'd  a  goodly  place  to  him. 
For  o'er  the  oily  smooth  millhead 
There  hung  the  apples  growing  red. 
And  many  an  ancient  apple-tree 
Within  the  orchard  could  he  see, 
While  the  smooth  millwalls  white  and  black 
Shook  to  the  great  wheel's  measor'd  clack, 
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And  grumble  of  tbe  gear  within  ; 
While  o'er  the  roof  that  duU'd  tbit  din 
The  doYes  s&t  erooning  half  the  day. 
And  ronad  the  half-cut  stack  of  bay 
Tbe  sparrows  fluttered  twittering^. 

There  smiling  stayM  the  joyou!}  king, 
Aod  tinoe  the  autumn  noon  was  hot 
Thought  good  anigh  that  pleasant  spot 
To  dine  that  day,  and  therewith  sent 
To  tell  the  miller  bis  intent : 
tVho  held  the  stirrup  of  the  king, 
dareheaded»  joyful  at  tbe  thing, 
While  from  his  horse  be  lit  adown. 
Then  led  him  o'er  an  elm-beam  brown, 
New  cut  in  February  tide, 
That  eross'd  tbe  stream  from  aide  to  side  ; 
So  undenieath  tbe  apple  trees 
Tbe  king  sat  careless,  well  at  ease, 
And  ate  and  drank  right  merrily* 

To  whom  the  miller  drew  anieb 
Among  the  courtiers,  bringing  there 
Such  as  be  could  of  country  mro, 
Green  yellowing  plums  from  off  his  wall, 
Wasp-bitten  pears,  tbe  ^rst  to  fall 
From  off  the  wavering  spire-like  tree, 
Jimkats,  and  cream  and  fresh  honey. 

SONG  :    TO  PSYCHE 

O  PCfStVR,  tender  maid,  downcast  and  shy, 
Who  tumest  pale  e'en  at  the  name  of 

love, 
And  with  flushed  face  most  pass  tbe  elm* 

tree  by 
Asbam*d  to  bear  tbe  passionate  gray  dove 
Moaa  to  his  mate,  thee  too  tbe  god  shall 

move, 
Tbeo  too  tbe  maidens  shaU  ongird  one 

day. 
And  with  thy  girdle  pat  thy  shame  away. 

What  then,  and  shall  white  winter  ne*er 

be  done 
Becaoae  tbe  glittering  frosty  mom  is  fair  ? 
fieeaose  against  tbe  c^arlysettiugsun 
Bright    show  the   gilded   boughs    though 

waste  and  hare  ? 
Beoaiiie  tbe  robin  singe th  free  from  care  ? 
Ab  I  tliese  are  memories  of  a  better  day 
When  on  earth's  face  tbe  lips  of  summer 

Uj. 

Come  then,  beloved  one,  for  such  as  thee 
Lote  loveth,  and  tbeir  hearts  be  knoweth 

weU, 


Who  board  their  moments  of  felicity, 

As   misers   hoard    tbe   medals   that   they 

telU 
Lest  ou  the  earth  but  paupers  they  should 

dwell  : 
*♦  We  hide  our  love  to  bless  another  day  j 
The  world  is  hard,  youth  passes  quick,** 

they  say* 

Ah,  little  ones,  but  if  ve  could  f<»rget 
Amidst  your  outpoured  love  that  you  most 

die. 
Then  ye,  my  servants,  were  death's  ooo 

querors  yet. 
And  love  to  you  sliould  be  eternity 
How  quick  soever  might  the  davs  go  by : 
Yes,  ye  are  made  immortal  on  the  day 
Te   cease    tbe    dusty   grains   of   time   to 

weigh. 

Thou  heaiksaesi,  love?   O,  make  no 

semblanoe  then 
Thou  art  beloved,  but  as  thy  wont  is 
Turn  thy   gray  eyes  away   from  eyes  of 

men, 
With   hands  down-dropped,  that  tremble 

with  thy  bliss. 
With  bidden  eyes,  take  tbj  first  loTe/s 

kiss  ; 
Call  this  eternity  which  b  to-day. 
Nor  dream  that  this  oar  love  dui  ptM 

away. 

A  LAND  ACROSS  THE  SEA 

AcRoes  the  sea  a  land  there  is. 

Where,  if  fate  will,  men  may  have  bUsSi 
For  it  b  fair  as  any  land  : 
There  hath  the  reaper  a  full  band, 
While  in  the  orchard  hangs  aloft 
The  purple  ftg,  a- growing  soft ; 
And  fair  tbe  trellbM  vine-bunches 
Are  swung  across  the  biirb  elm-trees  ; 
And  in  the  rivers  great  fish  play. 
While  over  them  pass  day  by  flay 
The  laden  barges  to  their  place. 
There  maicb  are  straight,  and  fair  of  fu^C^ 
And  men  are  stout  for  bnsbandry, 
And  all  b  well  as  it  can  be 
Upon  this  earth  where  all  has  end. 

For  on  them  Gud  b  (ileasM  t«>  nend 
The  gift  of  Death  down  from  above^ 
That  envy,  hatred,  and  hot  love. 
Knowledge  with  bnne^r  by  hb  side^ 
And  avarice  and  deadly  pride. 
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Ther©  ina,y  bave  end  like  everjthing 
Both  to  the  ihepberd  and  the  king  t 
Lest  tbU  green  earth  become  but  bell 
If  folk  thereon  should  ever  dwell* 

Full  little  must  mcsn  think  of  tblSf 
But  half  in  woe  and  half  in  bliss 
They  pass  their  lives,  and  die  at  last 
Unwilling,  tbougb  their  lot  be  cast 
In  Wfetched  places  of  the  earth,        _ 
Where  men  have  little  joy  fro: 
Until  they  die  ;  in  no  snob  casr 
Were  tbosa  wbo  tUVd  this  ph 

There  aootbly  men  were  lot 
rbough  sutnetitnei  in  hi 9  miie^; 
A  man  would  aay  "  Would  I  w« 
Alas  I  full  little  likely  bead 
That  he  should  live  forever  there* 

So  folk  within  that  cotrntry  faif 
Lir'd  on  unable  to  forget 
The  lou^*d^for  things  tbey  could  i 
And  witliout  need  tormenting  atiL 
Each  other  with  some  hitter  til  ; 
Yea,  and  themselves  too,  frrowing  gT*ay 
With  dread  of  some  long-Ungering  day, 
That  never  came  ere  they  were  dead 
With  green  sods  growing  on  the  head  ; 
Nowise  content  with  what  they  had, 
But  falling  still  from  good  to  bad 
While  hard  they  sought  the  hopeless  best ; 
And  seldom  happy  or  at  rest 
Until  at  last  with  lessening  blood 
One  foot  within  the  grave  tbey  stood. 


ANTIPHONY 

Hcec 
In  the  white-flower'd  hawthorn  brake, 
Love,  be  merry  for  my  sake  ; 
Twine  the  blossoms  in  my  hair. 
Kiss  me  where  I  am  most  fair  — 
Kiss  me,  love  !  for  who  knoweth 
What  thing  cometh  after  death  ? 

Ille 

Nay,  the  garlanded  gold  hair 
Hides  thee  where  thou  art  most  fair  ; 
Hides  the  rose-tinged  hills  of  snow  — 
Ah,  sweet  love,  I  have  thee  now  ! 
Kiss  me,  love  !  for  wbo  knoweth 
What  thing  cometh  after  death  ? 

H(BC 

Shall  we  weep  for  a  dead  day, 
Or  set  Sorrow  in  oar  way  ? 


i 


Hidden  by  my  golden  hair, 
Wilt  thou  wB©p  that  sweet  days  wear? 
Kiss  me,  love  I  fur  who  knoweth 
What  thing  oometb  after  death  ? 

Weapi  O  Love,  the  days  that  flit. 

Now,  while  I  can  feel  thy  breath ; 
Then  may  I  rememlter  it 

"lad  and  old,  and  near  my  death. 
a  tne,  love  (  for  wbo  knoweth 
lat  thing  cometh  after  death  ? 


FROM    "SIGURD    THE 

VOLS  UN  G"  m 

:me  passing  away  of  brvhmtl» 

look'd  on  each  other  and  spake  not ; 

but  Gunnar  gat  him  gone. 
And  Jama  to  bis  brother  Uogul,  the  wisin 

heart  Giuki'^s  son, 
And  spake  :  <<  Thou  art  wise,  O  Hogni  ;  go 

in  to  Brynhild  the  queen, 
And  stay  her  swift  departing  ;  or  the  last 

of  her  days  hath  she  seen." 

"It  is   nought,   thy  word,"  said   Hofipii; 

"  wilt  thou  bring  dead  men  abaoc, 
Or  the  souls  of  kings  departed  midst  the 

battle  and  the  wrack  ? 
Yet   this  shall  be  easier  to  thee  than  the 

turning  Brynhild's  heart ; 
She  came  to  dwell  among  us,  but  in  us  she 

had  no  part ; 
Let    her   go    her    ways    from    the    Nib- 
lungs  with  her    hand  in    Sigurd's 

hand. 
Will  the  grass  grow  up  henceforward  where 

her  feet  have  trodden  the  land  ?  " 

"  O   evil   day,"   said  Gunnar,  •*  when  mr 
queen  must  perish  and  die  ! " 

"  Such  oft  betide,"  said  Hogni,  "  as  the  livef 

of  men  flit  by  ; 
But  the  evil  day  is  a  day,  and  on  each  dav 

groweth  a  deed, 
And  a  thing  that  never   dieth  ;  and  the 

fateful  tale  shall  speed. 
Lo  now,  let  us  harden  our  hearts  and  set 

our  brows  as  the  brass. 
Lest  men  say  it,  *  They  loath'd  the  evil  and 

they  brought  the  evil  to  paaa. ' " 


WILLIAM   MORRIS 


4it 


60  they  spiik«>  and  tbeir  hearts  were  heary, 
aud  they  loiig'd  for  the  itiorrow 
tnortif 

And  the  morrow  of  to-morrow,  and  the  new 
dAjr  yet  to  be  bom* 

But  Brynhild  cried  to  her  maldent :  *'  Now 

open  ark  and  chesty 
4nd  draw  forth  nueenly   ratmcitt  of  the 

loveliest  aiid  the  best, 
Bed  thinp  that  the  Bwarf-lorda  fashion*d» 

fair  elotha  that  queens  have  sewM 
Xo  array  the  bride  for  the  mighty^  and  the 

traveller  for  the  road," 


^Tlie 


^^Ami 


ly  wept  at  they  wrought  her  bidding 

and  did  on  her  goodliest  gear  ; 
Bat  she  laughed  mid  the  dainty  linen,  and 

the  gold-ringt  faahion*d  fair : 
She  aroae  from  the  bed  of  the  Ntblungs, 

and  her  face  no  more  was  wau  ; 
As  a  star  in  the  dawn-tide  heavens,  mid  the 

dusky  house  she  shone  ; 
And  they  that  stood  about  her,  their  hearts 

were  raised  aloft 
id  their  fear   and   wonder :  then  she 

spake  them  kind  and  soft  : 

*'  Now  give  me  the  8 word «  O  maidens, 
wher«*with  I  shejir'd  the  wind 

When  the  Kings  of  Earth  were  gathered  to 
know  the  Chooser's  mind* 

All  sheathM  the  maidens  brought  it|  and 

fear'd  the  hidden  blade, 
Bat  the  naked  blue- white  edges  across  her 

knees  she  laid. 
And  spake  :    '*  The  heap'd-up  riches,  the 

gear  my  fathers  left, 
All  daai^bought  woven  wonders,  all  rings 

Irom  battle  reft, 
All   gouda  of   men    desired,  now    strew 

them  on  the  floor. 
And   so  share  among  yon,  maidens,    the 

gifU  of  Brynhud^s  store.*' 

rbej  brought  them  mid  their  weeping,  but 

none  put  forth  a  hand 
To  take  that  wealth  desired,  the  spoils  of 

many  a  land  : 

ere  they  itand  and  weep  before  her,  and 
some  are  mov*d  to  speech, 
And  the  J  ejist  tlietr  arms  about  her  and 
strive  with  her,  and  beseech 


That  she  look   on  her  lov^d-ooes'  sorrow 

and  the  glory  of  the  day. 
It  was    nought  ;    she    scarce    might    see 

them,    and    she     put    their    bands 

away, 
And    she   said :    **  Peace,  ye     that     lore 

me  1   and  take  the  gifts  and  the 

gdd 
In  remembranee  of  my  fathers  and  the 

faithful  deeds  of  obi*" 

Then  she  spake  :  *'  Where  now  is  Gannar, 
that  I  may  speak  with  him  ? 

For  new  things  are  mine  eyes  behold- 
ing, and  the  Kiblung  house  grows 
dim, 

And  new  sounds  gather  aboat  me,  that 
may  hinder  me  to  speak 

When  the  breath  is  naa  to  flitting,  and 
the  voice  is  waxen  weak*  '* 

Then  upright  by  the  bed  of  the  Niblnngs 

for  a  moment  doth  she  stand, 
And  the  blade  tlasheth  bright  in  the  chajn- 

l>cr,  but  no  more  they  hinder  her 

hand 
Than  if  a  Ood  were  smiting  to  rend  the 

wurld  in  two : 
Then  duU'd  are  the  glittering  edges,  and 

the  bitter  point  cleaves  through 
The  brcaat  of  the  all^wiae  Brynhild,  and 

her  feet  from  the  pavement  fail. 
And  the  sigh  of  her  heart  is  hearkened  mid 

the  hush  of  the  maidens*  wait 
Chill,  deep  is  the  fear  upon  them,  but  thoy 

bring  her  aback  to  the  bed. 
And  her  hand  is  yet  on  the  hilt,  and  tide* 

long  droopeth  her  bead* 

Then  there  comet h  a  cry  from  without^ 

ward,  and  Gu unarms  bnrrying  feet 
Are  swift  on  the  kingly  thieebrndt  ftttd 

Brynhihrs  blood  they  meet 
Low  down  o'er  the  Ited  he  hangeth  and 

hearkeneth  for  her  word. 
And  her  heavy  lida  are  open*d  to  look  on 

the  Xibtung  lord. 
And  she  saith  ;  **  I  '  n  prayer,  the 

last  word  in  1  I  sneak, 

That  ye  bear  roe  fonii  tu  :sig\ird,  and  the 

bjuid  my  hand  woold  seek  ; 
The  bale   for  the  dead  Is   build t'd,  it  hi 

wmtiglit  full  wide  tin  ihv  pUin, 
It  is  raisM   for  Earth *s  best   Helper,  and 

thereon  is  room  for  twain  : 


419 


POETS   OF  THE  RENAISSANCE 


Ye  have  bung  tlie  sbieldi  about  it,  and  the 

Squill  Land  batigiugH  spread, 
Thera  lay  me  ado wn  bj  Sigurd  aud  my  head 

beside  hh  bead  : 
But  ere  you.  leaYQ  ua   sleeping,  draw  bia 

Wrath  from  out  the  sfaeathj 
And  Ifty  that  Ligbt  of  tbe  Bmiistock,  and 

the  blade  that  frighted  death 
Bstwlxt  nxy  side  and  Sigurd 'S|  &9  it  Iet  that 

while  agone, 
WheD  once  lu  one  bed  together  wc 

were  laid  alone  : 
How  then  wbeu  the  Haines  flare  iLi>« 

may  1  be  left  behind  ? 
How  then  may  the  road  he  wendetl 

for  ray  feet  to  find  ? 
How  then  in  the  gates  of  Talliall  may  tl 

door  of  the  gleaming  ring 
Clash  to  on  the  beel  of  Sigurd^  aa  I  : 

on  my  king  ?  " 

Tben  she  rais'd  herself  on  her  elbow»  but 
again  her  eyelids  sank, 

And  the  wound  by  the  sword-edge  whisper'd, 
as  her  heart  from  the  iron  shrank, 

And  she  moan'd  :  "  O  lives  of  man-folk,  for 
unrest  all  overlong 

By  the  Father  were  ye  fashion'd  ;  and  what 
hope  amendeth  wrong  ? 

Now  at  last,  O  my  beloved,  ail  is  gone ;  none 
else  is  near, 

Through  the  ages  of  all  ages,  never  sun- 
dered, shall  we  wear. " 

Scarce  more  than  a  sigh  was  the  word,  as 

back  on  the  bed  she  fell. 
Nor  was  there  need  in  the  chamber  of  the 

passing  of  Brynhild  to  tell  ; 
And  no  more  their  lamentation  might  the 

maidens  hold  aback, 
But  the  sound  of  their  bitter  mourning  was 

as  if  red-handed  wrack 
Ran  wild  in  the  Burg  of  the  Niblungs,  and 

the  fire  were  master  of  all. 

Then  the  voice  of  Gunnar  the  war-king 

cried  out  o'er  the  weeping  hall : 
•'Wail  on,   O   women   forsaken,  for    the 

mightiest  woman  bom  ! 
Now  the  hearth  is  cold  and  joyless,  and  the 

waste  bed  lieth  forlorn. 
Wail  on,  but  amid  your  weeping  lay  hand 

to  the  glorious  dead, 
That  not  alone  for  an  hour  may  lie  Queen 

Bi^nhild's  head : 


Fof  here  bare  boeti  bea^y  tidings,  and  thi 

Migbtiest  under  abield 
la  laid  oo  the  bale  bigh-builded  in  the  Mb- 

lungs'  ballewM  field. 
Fare  furth  I  for  be  abide  tb,  and  we  do  All* 

father  wrong, 
If   the  shining  Valliairi  pavement  await 

their  feet  o*erlong,** 

they  took  tbe  body  of  Br^^nhild  in  the 

raiment  that  she  wore^ 
int  through  the  gate  of  the  Nihluugs 

the  holy  eorpse  they  borex 
hence  forth  to  the  mead  of  the  people, 

and  the  htgh-built  shielded  hale  ; 
ftfresh  in  the  open  tneadowa  breaki 

forth  the  women*s  wail 

they  see  the  bed  of  Sigurd^  and  the 

glittering  of  bis  gear ; 
resb  IS  the  wail  of  the  people  m»  Bcy^ 

hi  Id  dmweth  anear, 
And  the  tidings  go  before  her  that  for  twain 

the  bale  is  built, 
That  for  twain  is  the  oak-wood  shielded 

and  the  pleasant  odors  spilt. 

There  is  peace  on  the  bale  of  Sigurd,  and 

the  Gods  look  down  from  on  high, 
And  they  see  the  lids  of  the  Volsung  close 

shut  against  the  sky. 
As  he  lies  with  his  shield  beside  him  in  the 

Hauberk  all  of  gold. 
That  has  not  its  like  in  the  heavens,  nor  has 

earth  of  its  fellow  told  ; 
And  forth  from  the  Helm  of  Aweing  are 

the  sunbeams  flashing  wide, 
And  the  sheathed  Wrath  of  Sigurd  lies  still 

by  his  mighty  side. 
Then  cometh  an  elder  of  days,  a  man  of  the 

ancient  times, 
Who  is  long  past  sorrow  and  joy,  and  the 

steep  of  the  bale  he  climbs  ; 
And   he   kneeleth   down  by   Sigurd,  and 

bareth  the  Wrath  to  the  sun 
That  the  beams  are  gathered  about  it,  and 

from  hilt  to  blood-point  run. 
And  wide  o*er  the  plain  of  the  NiblnngB 

doth   the    Light  of   the   Branstod^ 

glare, 
Till  the  wondering  mountain-shepherds  oo 

that  star  of  noontide  stare. 
And  fear  for  many  an  evil ;  but  the  ancient 

man  stands  still 
With  the  war-flame  on  his  ahonlder,  not 

thinks  of  good  or  of  ill. 
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Till  the?  feet  of  Brj^nhild's  bearers  ou  tlie 

topiiiMst  bale  are  laid. 
And  bf  r  bed  is  digbt  by  Sigiird*«  ;  then  bo 

Riiiks  tbe  pale  white  bbide 
And  ky»  it  'twixt  tbe  ileep^n,  and  leares 

tluiiii  there  alone  — 
He,  tbe  lost  that  shall  ever  behold  them, — 

and  his  dajs  are  well  mgh  done. 

Then  is  silence  over  the  plain  ;  in  the  moon 

sUiuv  the  toreheji  pjile 
Ai  the  liest  of  the  Nihlimg  EarUfolk  bear 

fire  to  the  build ed  bale  : 
Tlieii  a  wind  in  the  west  ariaetK  And  the 

white  flames  leap  on  high, 
And  with  one   voice   crieth   the   people  a 

great  aad  mighty  cry, 
And  men  cast  up  hands  to  the  Heavens,  and 

pray  without  a  word, 
Ai  they  that  have  seen  God'ft  visage,  and 

the  face  of  tbe  Father  have  bewl. 

They  are  gone  —  the  lovely^  the  mighty,  tbe 

hope  of  tbe  ancient  Earth  : 
It  ihall  bibor  and  bear  the"  burden  as  before 

that  day  of  their  birth  ; 
U  shall  grmui  in  it.«i  blind  abiding  for  the 

day  that  Sigurd  bath  spud, 
Attd  tbe  dour  that  Brynbild  hath  hastened, 

and    the    dawn    that    waketh    the 

dead: 
It  shall  yearn,  and  be  oft-times  holpeo,  and 

forget  their  deeds  no  more, 
Till  tbe  new  sim  beams  on  Balduri  and  the 

happy  sealess  shore. 


THE  BURGHERS'  BATTLE 

Trick  rise  the  spear-ahafts  o*er  the  land 

That  ent  the  banrest  bore  ; 

The  sword  is  beai^y  in  the  hiind, 

Anif  ft'tf  rrium  no  more* 

Tbe  light  wind  waves  the  Ruddy  Fox, 

Our  banner  of  the  war, 

And  Hpplcs  iu  the  Running  Ox, 

And  W9  ntwn  no  mare, 

Aeroia  oar  stubble  acres  now 

The  teamn  gtj  four  and  four  ; 

But  outwurii  elders  guide  the  plough^ 

And  v^  return  tio  nmrt* 

And  now  the  women,  heavy-eyed, 

Torn  through  the  open  door 

From  gazing  down  the  highway  wide, 

Wkfn  wt  return  no  mort. 


The  nhadows  of  tbe  fritit^d  clow 

Dapple  the  feast-hall  floor  ; 

There  lie  our  dogs  and  dream  and  doze. 

And  toe  return  no  more* 

Down  from  the  minster  tower  to-day 

Fall  the  soft  chimes  of  yore 

Amidst  the  chattering  jackdaws'  play  : 

And  tne  retttm  no  more* 

But  underneath  the  streets  are  still  ; 

Noon,  and  the  market  *s  o*er  ! 

Baek  go  the  goo<l wives  o*er  the  hill ; 

Par  ine  rrturn  no  nu>re* 

What  merchant  to  our  gates  shall  come  ? 

What  wise  man  bring  us  lore  ? 

Whiit  abbot  ride  away  to  Rome, 

NofP  tee  return  no  moref 

What  mayor  shall  rule  the  ball  we  built  ? 

Whose  scarlet  sweep  the  floor  ? 

What  judge  shall  doom  the  robber*s  guilt. 

Now  fte  return  no  mare  f 

New  bougies  in  tbe  streets  fthall  riBo 

Where  build  ed  we  before. 

Of  other  stone  wit>ught  otherwise  ; 

Far  we  return  no  more. 

And  crops  shall  cover  field  and  hill, 

Unlike  what  once  they  bore, 

And  nil  be  cbnio  without  our  will, 

Now  ire  return  no  more, 

I.«ook  up  I  the  arrows  streak  tbe  sky, 

Tbe  boms  of  battle  roar  ; 

Tbe  long  spears  lower  and  draw  nigh, 

*4  m/  ff^  return  no  mi*re. 

Rememlier  how,  beside  the  wain^ 

We  spoke  the  word  of  war, 

And  sow*d  this  harvest  of  the  plains 

And  tte  return  no  more. 

Lay  spears  about  tbe  Ruddy  Fox  I 

The  days  of  old  are  o'er  ; 

Heave  sword  about  the  Running  Ox  f 

For  UK  return  no  more. 


A  DEATH   SONG 

What  cometh  here  from  w«9t    to   mtk 

a- wending  ? 
And  who  are  tliese,  the  marchers  stem  and 

slow  ? 
We  bear  tbe  message  that  the  rieli  are 

sending 
Aback  to  those  who  bade  them  wake  and 

know. 
Not  one^  not  oite,  nor  tkaufondt  ara^f  the^ 

Bui  one  and  uU  i/thegwtmld  dmk  tJU  da^f 
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We  ask'd  them  for  a  life  of  tonsome  earn- 

Thej  baae   lu  bide   tbetr  leiAurQ   lor  our 

bread  ; 
We  crav*d  to  gpeak  to  tell  our  woeful  leam- 

tng- ; 
We  eome  back  flpeeeble^,  bearing  b&ek  our 

dead. 

Tbejr  will  not  learn  ;  ^bej  bave  no  ears  to 

hearken  ; 
Thej  turn  tbeir  f acei  from  the  e 


(J< 


A  WOODLAND   GRAVE 

Brikg  no  jomng  lute  thia  way 

Ti>  demean  her  sc-pulcbre, 
Toys  of  love  and  idle  day 
Vanish  as  we  think  of  her. 
We,  who  read  her  epitaph, 
Find  the  world  not  worth  a  laugh. 

Li^ht,  our  light,  what  dusty  night 

rhumbs  the  golden  drowsy  head  ? 
Lo  I  empath'd  in  pearls  of  lieht, 
Mom  resurgent  from  the  dead ; 
From  whose  amber  shoulders  flow 
Shroud  and  sheet  of  cloudy  woe. 

Woods  are  dreaming,  and  she  dreams  : 

Through  the  foliaged  roof  above 
Down  immeasurably  streams 
Splendor  like  an  angel's  love, 
Till  the  tomb  and  gleaming  urn 
In  a  mist  of  glory  bum. 

Cedars  there  in  outspread  palls 

Lean  their  rigid  canopies  ; 
Tet  a  lark  note  through  them  falls, 
As  he  scales  his  orient  skies. 
That  aerial  song  of  his, 
Sweet,  might  come  from  thee  in  bliss. 

There  the  roses  pine  and  weep 
Strong,  delicious  human  tears  ; 

There  the  posies  o'er  her  sleep 
Through  the  years  —  ah  !   through  the 
years: 


Their  gay^^lit  haUs  ehut  otit  tlw  i 

darken - 
Butf  lo  I  this  dead  m&n  knocking  at  the  gti&« 

Here  lies  the  aigu  that  we  ihaU  break  out 

prison  ; 
Amidst  the  storm  he  won  a  prisoner's  t^  i 
But  in  the  cloudy  dawn  the  ann  ansen 
Briug!^  us  our  day  of  work  to  win  the  l>e3t, 
Not  one^  noi  mUt  n^  thtitisands  must  tktf 

gp«  and  all  if  they  would  dmk  ihe  dujf* 

w 
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pring  on  i^rfng  renew  the  shov 

f  their  frad  memorial  woe. 

Wreaths  of  intertwisted  yew 

Lay  for  cypress  where  she  lies, 
Mingle  perfume  from  the  blue 
Of  the  forest  violet's  eyes. 
Let  the  squirrel  sleek  its  fur. 
And  the  primrose  peep  at  her* 

We  have  seen  three  winters  sow 

Hoarfrost  on  thy  winding-sheet : 
Snows  return  again,  and  thou 
Hearest  not  the  crisping  sleet. 
Winds  arise  and  winds  depart, 
Tet  no  tempest  rocks  thy  heart 

We  have  seen  with  fiery  tongue 

Thrice  the  infant  crocus  bom  : 
Thrice  its  trembling  curtain  hung 
In  a  chink  of  frozen  mom. 
This  can  rear  its  silken  crest : 
Nothing  thaws  her  ice-bound  breast 

We  have  eaten,  we  have  eam'd 

Wine  of  grief  and  bread  of  care. 
We,  who  saw  her  first  inum'd 
In  the  dust  and  silence  there. 

We  have  wept  —  ah  God  !  not  so : 
Trivial  tears  dried  long  ago. 

But  we  yearn  and  make  our  moan 
For  the  step  we  us'd  to  know  : 

Gentle  hand  and  tender  tone, 
Laughter  in  a  silver  flow  : 
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All  that  sweetness  in  tby  chain. 
Tyrant  Gmye,  restore  again. 

Britir  ngnin  the  maid  who  died  : 

\V  o  hiive  withered  since  she  went* 
O  UDseaJ  the  shadowjr  side 
Of  her  marble  monnmeDt ; 
Earth,  disclose  her  as  she  lies 
Doz*d  with  woodland  lullabies. 


A   SIMPLE   MAID 


TaotT  hast  lost  tby  love,  poor  fool, 
Creep  into  thy  bed  and  weep, 
LoM  must  be  a  maiden's  sc^hool, 
Loss  and  love  and  one  long  sleep. 
Half  her  time  perplexed  with  tears 
1111  the  dust  end  all  her  years,  — 
All  her  fears. 

Was  thy  love  so  gmcions,  lass  ? 

Never  such  a  love  before 

In  tbiB  old  world  came  to  pass, 

Nor  shall  be  for  evermore. 
Sweet  and  true,  a  king  of  men, 
None  like  kim  shall  come  again,  — 
Come  again. 

Was  thy  bud  so  precious,  lais, 

Opening  to  a  perfeet  rose  ? 

Iill  between  tne  leaves,  alas  I 

Winter  fell  in  flaky  snows. 
Tken,  ah  1  then,  its  crimson  side 
Brake  upon  the  briers  and  died,  — 
Brake  and  died. 


FORTUNE'S   WHEEL 

I  HAD  a  tnie-love,  none  so  dear. 
And  a  friend  both  leal  and  tried  : 

I  bad  a  eisk  of  good  old  beer, 
And  a  gallant  horse  to  ride. 

A  little  while  did  Fortune  smile 

On  him  and  her  and  me  : 
We  sanz  along  the  road  of  life 

Like  birds  upon  a  tree. 

My  lady  feU  to  shame  and  hell, 
And  with  her  took  my  friend  ; 

My  cask  ran  sour,  my  horse  went  \ame, 
So  alone  in  the  oold  I  end. 


CIRCE 

This  the  house  of  Circe,  queen  of  charmi«  — 
A  kind  of  beacon-eaiddron  pois*d  on  high, 
iiuop*d    round  with  embcr-clnaping    iron 

bars, 
Sways  in  her  palace  poroh,  and  smoulder- 

ingly 
Drips  out  in  blots  of  fire  and  ruddy  stars  : 
But  out  behind  thut  treuibliug  furnace  air 
The  lands  are  ripe  and  fair, 
Huah  are  the  hills  aud  quiet  to  the  eye. 
The  river's  reach  goes  by 
With  lamb  and  holy  tower  and  squares  of 

com, 
Aud  shelving  intersmce 
Of  holly  bush  and  thorn 
And  hamlets  happy  in  an  Alpine  mom, 
And  deep-bower*d  lanes  with  grace 
Of  woodbiue  newly  bom« 

But  inward  o*er  the  hearth  a  torch-head 

stands 
Inverted,  slow  green  flames  of  fulvous  hue, 
Echoed  in  wave-liko  shadows  over  her. 
A    oenser^s  swing-chain  set  in    her    fair 

hands 
Dances  up  wreaths  of  intertwisted  blue 
In  clouds  of  fragrant    frankinoense  and 

myrrh. 
A  giant  tulip  head  and  two  pale  leaves 
Grew  in  the  midmost  of  her  chamlier  there. 
A  flauntiu?  bloom,  naked  and  undlviue, 
Rigid  and  1)are> 

Gaunt  as  a  tawny  bond-gtrl  bom  to  shame, 
With  freckled  cheeks  and   sploich*d  aide 

serpentine, 
A  gipsy  among  flowers, 
Unmeet  for  b^  or  bowers, 
Virginal  where  nure-banded  damsels  sleep : 
Let  it  not  breatlie  a  common  air  with  tbem* 
Lest  when  the  ni^ht  is  deep, 
And  all   things  nave  their  qniet   in  the 

moon, 
Some  birth  of  poison  from  its  leaning  stem 
Waft  in  between  their  slnmber-parted  lips. 
And  they  cry  out  or  swoon. 
Deeming  some  vampire  sips 
Where  riper  Love  may  come   for  nectar 

boon  1 

And  near  this  tulip,  rear*d  acroM  a  looot 
Hung  a  fair  web  of  tepestry  haU  done. 
Crowding  with  Inldfl  and  fancies  half  the 
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Men  ejed   sm  gods^  and  damBek  itiU  as 

stone, 
Pressiog  their  brows  aloiief 
In  amethystine  robes, 

Or  reaching  flt  the  &oliah*d  OTchard  globes. 
Or  rubhiug  purted  love-Hpi  on  their  rind, 
IVbile  the  wmd 
Sows  witb  sere  apple^-leaTea  their    breast 

and  hair* 
And  all  the  margin  there  - 

Was  ambesqvied  and  border'd  int 
With  buiry  Bpider  things, 
That  onteh  and  clamber. 
And  fnilaTOander  in  bt»  dripping  i 
Satanic  ebon*amb«r  ; 
Blind  worm,  and  asp^  and  eft  oi 

gnit. 
And  toads  who  love  nink  grai^ 

graTe, 
And  the  great  gohlin  motb,  who  beafs 
Between    \m   wings    the    niiu'd    eyes  ol 

death  ; 
And  the  enamelVd  sails 
Of   buttertiies,  who  watch   the  morning's 

breath, 
And  many  an  emerald   lizard  with  quick 

ears 
Asleep  in  rocky  dales  ; 
And  for  outer  fringe,  embroidered  small, 
A  ring  of  many  locusts,  homy-coated, 
A  round   of    chirping    tree-frogs  merry- 
throated, 
And  sly,  fat  fishes  sailing,  watching  all. 


A  SONG  OF   FAITH   FORSWORN 

Take  back  your  suit. 

It  came  when  I  was  weary  and  distraught 

With  hunger.    Could  I  guess  the  fruit  you 

brought  ? 
I  ate  in  mere  desire  of  any  food, 
Nibbled   its  edge,  and    nowhere  found   it 

good. 
Take  back  your  suit. 

Take  back  your  love. 

It  is  a  bird  poach'd  from  my  neighbor's 

wood  : 
Its  wiugs  are  wet  witb  tears,  its  beak  with 

blood. 
'Tis  a  strange  fowl  with  feathers  like  a 

croW : 
Death's  raven,  it  may  be,  for  all  we  know. 
Take  back  your  love. 


Take  baek  your  gifts. 

False  is  the  haua  that  gave  them  ;  and  the 

mind 
That  planned  them,  ai  a  hawk  spread  h    ' 

the  wind  | 

To  poise  and  snatch  the  tr«mbliiig  mom& 

below, 
To  min  where  it  dares  —  and  theii  logo, 
Take  back  jour  gifts. 

back  JQUT  TOWB. 

here  you  trimm*d  and  taught  these 

lamps  to  bum  ; 
»ring  them  stale  and  dim  to  serve  my 

tnrn. 
it  thm&  randies  in  another  abrine, 
ir'd    and    cold  yoa    offer    them  on 

mine, 
back  yonr  vows. 

back  your  words, 
1  b  your  love  ?    Leaves  od  a  woodhuul 

pliUn, 

Where  some  are  running  and  where  some 
remain. 

What  is  your  faith  ?  Straws  on  a  moun- 
tain height. 

Dancing  like  demons  on  Walpurg^  night. 

Take  back  your  words. 

Take  back  your  lies. 

Have  them  ag^ain  :  they  wove  a  rainbow 
face, 

Hollow  with  sin  and  leprous  with  dis- 
grace : 

Their  tongue  was  like  a  mellow  turret 
bell 

To  toll  hearts  burning  into  wide-lipp'd  heE 

Take  back  your  lies. 

Take  back  your  kiss. 

Shall  I  be  meek,  and  lend  my  lips  again 

To    let  this  adder  daub  them  with    hi£ 

stain? 
Shall  I  turn  cheek  to  answer,  when  I  hate? 
You  kiss  like  Judas  in  the  garden  gate  ! 
Take  back  your  kiss. 

Take  back  delight, 

A  paper  boat  launoh'd  on  a  heaving  pool 
To  please  a  child,  and  folded  by  a  fool ; 
The  wild  elms  roar'd  :   it  saiTd  —  a  yard 

or  more. 
Out  went  our  ship,  bat  never  came  to  shoift 
Take  back  delight 


^^H 
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Take  back  yoar  wreath. 

Along    the    misty  road   where   we    must 

Has  It  done  service  on  a  fairer  brow  ? 

go- 

F?esh,  wma  it  folded  round  her  bosom  snow  ? 

From  summits  near  the  morning  star's  up- 

Uer oast^iff  weed  toy  breast  will  never 

rise 

wear  : 

Death  comes,  a  shadow  from  the  northern 

Yoor  word  is  '  love  me  ;  *  m j  ie|»ljr,  '  de* 

skies, 

spairT 

Aft,   when  all    leaves  are    down,    thence 

Take  \mck  your  wreatb. 

comes  the  snow. 

Brother  and  king,  we  hold  our  last  carooae* 

THE  TWO   OLD   KINGS 

One  loving-cup  we  drain,  and  then  fare- 
well. 

In  rulitsg  well  what  guerdou  ?     Life  runs 

The  night  is  spent    The  crystal  morning     ^J 

low, 

""y             ...              ■ 

Ab  yonder  lamp  upoD  the  boux^glass  lies» 

Calk  us,  as  soldiers  laureU  d  on  our  brows,     ^H 

Waning  and  wasted.    We  are  great  and 

To  march  undaunted,  while  the   dariona     ^H 

wise. 

^M 

But  LoTe  is  gone»  and  Silence  seems  to  grow 

'"^'^' '"•'■  1 

3ll0trnon  C^adtiJ  J&\uin6nrre                         ^M 

A  MATCH 

We  M  play  for  lives  and  eeaMMis               ^H 

With  luviiig  looks  and  treasons                ^^M 

Ir  love  were  what  the  rose  ta, 

And  tears  of  night  and  morrow                ^^M 
And  laughs  of  maid  and  boy  i              ^^M 

And  I  were  like  the  leaf. 

Our  lives  would  grow  together 

If  you  were  thrall  to  sorrow,                     ^^M 

In  sad  or  singing  wenther, 

And  1  were  page  to  joy.                        ^^M 

Blown  ttelds  or  tlowerfnl  closes. 

^^H 

Green  pleasure  or  gray  grief  ; 

If  you  wnre  April*^  lady,                           ^^M 

If  love  were  what  the  rose  is, 

And  I  were  lord  in  May,                       ^^M 

And  I  were  like  the  leaf. 

We  'd  throw  with  leave si  for  houit            ^^M 

And  draw  for  days  with  flowers,               ^^M 

If  I  were  what  the  words  are. 

Till  day  like  night  were  shady                  ^^M 

And  love  were  like  the  tuue^ 

And  night  were  bright  like  day  ;          ^H 

With  double  sound  and  single 

If  vou  were  Aprirs  li^v,                             ^H 
And  I  were  lord  in  May.                        ^H 

Delight  oitr  lips  would  mingle, 

With  kisses  glad  as  birds  are 

^H 

That  get  sweet  rain  at  nooa  ; 

If  yon  were  queen  of  pleasoray                 ^H 

If  I  were  what  the  words  are, 

And  I  were  king  of  pain,                       ^H 
We  *d  hunt  down  love  together^                ^H 

And  love  were  like  the  time. 

Fluck  out  his  flying-feather,                      ^^^ 
And  teach  his  feet  a  measure,                  ^^M 

If  you  were  life,  my  darling, 

And  1  your  love  were  death* 

And  And  his  mouth  a  rein  ;                   ^H 

We  'd  thine  and  snow  together 

If  jou  were  qneen  of  pleasure,                  ^H 

Ere  March  made  sweet  the  weather 

And  I  were  king  of  pain.                     ^H 

With  daffodil  and  starling 

^^H 

And  hours  of  fruitful  breath  ; 

HESPERIA                           ^M 

If  you  were  life,  my  darling, 

And  I  your  love  were  death. 

OtTT  of  the  golden  remote  wild  wett  warn    ^H 

the  sea  without  shore  is,                              1 

U  yoQ  were  thndl  to  sorrow. 
And  1  WAW  page  to  joy, 

Fall  of  the  sunset,  and  sad*  if  at  all«  wtlh     ^J 

the  fulneM  of  joy,                                   ^^M 
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As  a  MnnA  sets  m  with  tbe  nulnmii  that 
blows  from  the  re^on  of  itories, 
Blows  with  ft  poFfum©  of  songa  and  of 
memoriea  belov'd  from  a  boj-^ 
Blows  from  the  capes  of  the  past  oversea 
to  the  bays  of  the  present, 
Fiird  HS  with  shadow  of  sound  with  the 
puke  of  iuvisihle  feet. 
Far  out  to  the  shallows  and  straitfl  of  the 
future,  hy  rough  ways  o: — ^" — ^  '^ 
la  it  thither  the  wind^s  wingr 
hither  to  me,  O  uiy  swet 
For  thee,  in  the  strcauri  of  il 
wind  blowing  in  with  tl 
Thee  I  behold  as  a  bird  bu 
the  witid  from  the  west, 
Straight   from    the    sunset,  acr 
wavoB  when<!e  rose  as  a  dti 
Venus   thy  mother,  in   years 
world  was  a  water  at  rest, 
Out  of  the  distauee  of  dreaiuB,  as  a  d? 
that  abides  after  a!un^l>er, 
Stray *d  from  the  fugitivti  floLk   of   the 
night,  when  the  moou  overhead 
Wanes  in  the  wan   waste  heights  of  the 
heaven,  and  stars  without  number 
Die  without  sound,  and  are  spent  like 
lamps  that  are  burnt  by  tbe  dead, 
Comes  back  to  me,  stays  by  me,  lulls  me 
with  touch  of  forgotten  caresses, 
One  warm  dream  clad  about  with  a  fire 
.  as  of  life  that  endures  ; 
The  delight    of  thy  face,  and   the  sound 
of  thy  feet,  and   the  wind  of  thy 
tresses, 
And  all  of  a  man  that  regrets,  and  all  of 
a  maid  that  allures. 
But  thy  bosom  is  warm  for  my  face  and 
profound  as  a  manifold  flower. 
Thy  silence  as  music,  thy  voice  as  an 
odor  that  fades  in  a  flame  ; 
Not  a  dream,  not  a  dream  is  tbe  kiss  of  thy 
month,  and  the  bountiful  hour 
That  makes  me   forget  what  was  sin, 
and  would  make  me  forget  were  it 
shame. 
Thine  eyes  that  are  quiet,  thy  bands  that 
are  tender,  thy  lips  that  are  loving. 
Comfort  and  cool  me  as  dew  in  the  dawn 
of  a  moon  like  a  dream  ; 
And  my  heart  yearns   baffled   and  blind, 
mov'd  vainly  toward  thee,  and  mov- 
ing 
At  the  refluent  seaweed   moves  in  the 
languid  exuberant  stream, 


Fair  as  a  rose  is  on  e^th,  as  a  ro«e  triider   \ 
water  in  prison, 
That  stretches  and  swings  to   the  siow    I 
passionate  pulse  of  the  sea,  j 

Closed  up  from  tbe  air  and  the  buh,  hat    ' 
alive,  as  a  ghost  re-aridPii, 
Pale  as  the  love  that  revives  as  a  ghost 
re-arisen  in  tue. 
From  the  bountiful  infinite  west,  from  the 
happy  memorial  plaj*ea 
1  of  the  atately  repose  and  the  lordly 

delight  of  the  dead,  i 

e  the  fortunate  islands  are  tit  wit& 

the  light  of  ineffable  faees, 
1  the  sound  of  a  sea  without  wind  is 
about  them,  aod  sunset  is  red, 
back  to  redeem  and  release  me  from 
love  that  recalls  aiid  represses, 
it  cleaves  to  my  flesh  as  a  fbime,  till 
the  serpent  has  eaten  his  fill ; 
the  bitter  delights  of  the  dark^  and 
the  feverish,  the  furtive  caresses 
That  mui^er  the  youth  in  a  man  or  ever 
bis  heart  have  its  will. 
Thy  lips  cannot  laugh  and  thine  eyes  can- 
not weep  ;  thou  art  pale  as  a  rose 
is. 
Paler  and  sweeter  than  leaves  that  cover 
tbe  blush  of  the  bud  ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  flower  is  compassion, 
and  pity  tbe  core  it  incloses. 
Pity,  not  love,  that  is  born  of  the  breath 
and  decays  with  tbe  blood. 
As  the  cross  that  a  wild  nun  clasps  till  the 
edge  of  it  bruises  her  bosom, 
So  love  wounds  as  we  grasp  it,  and  black- 
ens and  bums  as  a  flame  ; 
I  have  lov'd  overmuch  in  my  life :  when 
the  live  bud  bursts  with  the  bios- 


Bitter  as  ashes  or  tears  is  the  fruit,  and 

the  wine  thereof  shame. 
As  a  heart  that  its  anguish  divides  is  tbe 

green  bud  cloven  asunder  ; 
As  the  blood  of  a  man  self-slain  is  the 

flush  of  tbe  leaves  that  allure  ; 
And  tbe  perfume  as  poison  and  wine  to  tbe 

brain,  a  delight  and  a  wonder  ; 
And   the   thorns  are   too    sharp    for  s 

boy,  too  slight  for  a   man,  to  en- 
dure. 
Too  soon  did  I  love  it,  and  lost  love's  rose; 

and  I  car*d  not  for  glory's  : 
Only  the  blossoms  of  sleep  and  of  ples^ 

sure  were  mix'd  in  my  hair. 


ALGERNON  CHARLES   SWINBURNE 


4^9 


iTaa  it  myrtle  or  poppy  thy  garlAnd  wafl 

woven  with,  O  ujv  Dolores  ? 
Was  it  pallor  or  slumber,  or  blosh  as  of 
Uoodf  that  I  found  in  thee  fair  ? 
For  desire  is  «  respite  from  love,  and  the 
flesh,  not  the  heart,  is  her  fuel  ; 
She  was  sweet  to  rue  oncei  who  am  fled 
and  escapM  from  the  rage  of  her 
reiffn  ;  . 
}  behold  aa  of  old  tune  at  haod  as  I  tttm, 
with  her  month  growing  croel. 
And  flushed  as  with  wine  with  the  blood 
of  her  lovers,  Our  Lady  of  Pain. 
Low  down  where  the  thicket  is  thicker  with 
thorns  than  with  leaves  in  the  sum- 
mer, 
In    the    brake   is  a  gleaming  of  eyes 
and  a  hissing    of    tongues  that  I 
knew  ; 
the  lithe  long  throats  of  her  snakes 
reach  round  her,  their  mouths  over- 
come her» 
And  her  lips  |^w  oool  with  their  foam, 
^_  made  moist  as  a  desert  with  dew. 

With  the  thirst  and   the  hunger  of  lust 
though    her    beautiful    nps    be   so 
bitter, 
With  the  oold  foul  foam  of  the  snakes 
they  soften  and  redden  and  smile  ; 
And  her  fierce  mouth  sweetens,  her  eyes 
wait  wide  and   her  eyelashes   glit- 
ter. 
And  she  laughs  with  a  savor  of  blood  in 
her  face,  and  a  savor  of  giiite. 
She  laughs,  and  her  bonds  reach  hither,  her 
miir  blows  hither  and  hisses 
As  a  low-lit  flame  in  a  wind,  back-blown 
till  it  shudder  and  leap  ; 
Let  her  lips  not  again  lay  hold  on  my  soul, 
nor  her  poisonous  kisses, 
To  consume  it  alive  and  divide  from  thy 
bosom.  Our  Lady  of  Sleep. 
Ah|  daughter  of  sunset  and  slumber^  if  now 
it  return  into  prison, 
Who  shall  redeem  it  anew  ?   but  we,  if 
thou  wilt,  let  us  fly  ; 
Lei  us  take  to  us,  now  that  the  white  skies 
thrill  with  a  moon  unarisen, 
8wif i  horses  of  fear  or  of  love,  take  flight 
and  depart  and  not  die. 
art   swifter  than  dreams,  they  are 
stronger  than  death  ;  there  is  none 
that  oath  ridden, 
Kone  that  shall  ride  iu  the  dim  strange 
ways  of  his  life  as  we  rida : 


By  the  meadows  of  memory,  the  highlands 
of  hope,  and  the  shore  that  i»  hidden, 
Where  life  brcaka    toud   aud  unseen,  a 
sonorous  invisible  tide  ; 
By  the  sands  where   sorrow  has  trodden, 
the  salt  dooIa  bitter  aud  sterile, 
By  the  thundering  reef  and  the  low^  sea 
wall  and  the  channel  of  veal's. 
Our  wild  steeds  press  on  the  night,  strain 
hard  through  pleastire  and  peril, 
Labor  and  listen  and  pant  not  or  pause 
for  the  peril  that  nears ; 
And  the  sound  of  Uiem  trampling  the  way 
cleaves  nieht  as  an  arrow  asunder, 
And  slow  by  the  sand-hill  and  swift  by 
the  down  with  its  gtimpscs  of  ^rass, 
Sudden  and  steady  the  music,  as  eight  hoofs 
trample  aJid  thunder, 
Rings  in  the  ear  of  the  low  blind  wind  of 
the  night  as  we  pass  ; 
Shrill  shrieks  in  our  faces  the  blind  bland 
air  that  was  mute  as  a  maiden. 
Stung  into  storm  by  the  speed  of  our 
passage,  and  deaf  where  we  past ; 
And  our  spirits  too  bum  as  we  boimd,  thine 
holy  but  mine  heavy-laden, 
As  we  burn  with  the  file  of  our  flight ; 
ah,  love,  shall  we  win  at  the  last  ? 


IN    MEMORY   OF   WALTER   SAV- 
AGE  LANDOR 

Back  to  the  flower^town,  side  by  side. 

The  bright  months  bring, 
Xew-bom,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride, 

Freedom  and  spring. 

The  sweet  land  laughs  from  sea  to  ttiv 

FiU*d  full  of  sun  ; 
All  things  come  back  to  her,  being  free  ; 

All  things  but  one. 

In  many  a  tender  wheaten  plot 

Flowers  that  were  dead 
Live,  and  old  suns  revive  ;  hat  not 

That  holier  head. 

By  this  white  wandering  waste  of  se% 

Far  north,  I  htiar 
One  face  sliall  nrver  turn  to  me 

As  once  this  year  : 

Shall  never  smile  and  tnin  nad  fnti 
On  mine  as  tliti^ 
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Nor  one  moit  saoFed  Imnd  be  ppe«t 
Upon  ray  hair. 

I  came  na  one  whose  tbougbta  half  linger^ 

Half  run  before  j 
The  Toiuigest  to  the  oldest  singer 

That  England  bore, 

1  lonnd  him  whom  I  shall  not  &id 

Tin  all  grief  end* 
In  holieat  age  our  mightiest  mlndf 

Father  and  ftiend* 

But  tboQf  if  anything  endure. 

If  hope  there  be, 
0  spii'Lt  that  toao's  life  left  pure, 

Man's  death  aet  free, 

Not  with  disdain  of  days  that  wffre 

Look  earthward  now  i 
Let  dreams  revive  the  reverend  hair. 

The  imperial  htcw  ; 

Come  back  in  sleep,  for  in  the  life 

Where  thou  art  not 
We  find  none  like  thee.    Time  and  strife 

And  the  world's  lot 

Move  thee  no  more  ;  but  love  at  least 

And  reverent  heart 
May  move  thee,  royal  and  releast, 

Soul,  as  thou  art. 

And  thou,  his  Florence,  to  thy  trust 

Receive  and  keep, 
Keep  safe  his  dedicated  dust, 

His  sacred  sleep. 

80  shall  thy  lovers,  come  from  far, 

Mix  with  thy  name 
As  morning-star  with  evening-star 

His  faultless  fame. 


LOVE  AT  SEA 

IMITATED  FROM  Th£0PHILE  GAUTIER 

We  are  in  love's  land  to-day  ; 

Where  shall  we  go  ? 
Love,  shall  we  start  or  stay, 

Or  sail  or  row  ? 
There  's  many  a  wind  and  way, 
And  never  a  May  but  May  ; 
We  are  in  love's  hand  to-day  ; 

Where  shall  we  go  ? 


Our  land  wttid  Is  the  breath 

Of  sorrows  kias^d  to  death 

And  joys  that  were  ; 
Our  Imllaat  is  a  rose ; 
Our  way  lies  where  God  knows 

And  love  knows  where. 

We  11%  in  love*a  band  tcnlay^ 


I 


Our  seamen  are  fledged  Loyes, 
'^ur  maaia  are  bills  of  doves. 
Our  decks  flne  gold  ; 
UT  ropes  are  dead  maids*  batr, 
we  stores  are  loveHrahalta  fair 
And  manifold. 

We  are  in  lovers  land  to-day  — 


I 
I 


^here  shall  we  land  you,  sweet  ? 
>n  Aelds  of  strange  men^B  feet. 

Or  fielder  tieikr  home  ? 
'r  where  the  fire-Dowers  blowp 
ir  where  tbe  tiowert  of  snow 

Or  flowers  of  foam  ? 
We  are  in  love'a  band  to-day— 

Land  me,  she  says,  where  love 
Shows  but  one  shaft,  one  dove. 

One  heart,  one  hand,  — 
A  shore  like  that,  my  dear. 
Lies  where  no  man  will  steer. 

No  maiden  land. 


FROM   "ROSAMOND" 

ROSAMOND  AT   WOODSTOCK 

Rosamond.  Are  you  tir'd  ? 

But  I  seem  shameful  to  you,  sbameworthy, 
Contemnable  of  good  women,  being  so  bad, 
So  bad  as  I  am.    Yea,  would  God,  would 

God, 
I  had  kept  my  face  from  this  contempt  of 

yours. 
Insolent  custom  would  not  anger  me 
So  as  you  do  ;  more  clean  are  you  than  I, 
Sweeter  for  gathering  of  the  grace  of  God 
To  perfume  some  accomplished   work  in 

heaven  ? 
I  do  not  use  to  scorn,  stay  pure  of  hate. 
Seeing  how  myself  am  scom'd  unworthily; 
But  anger  here  so  takes  me  in  the  throat 
I  would  speak  now  for  fear  it  strangle  me. 
Here,  let  me  feel  your  hair  and  hands  and 

face  ; 
I  see  not  flesh  is  holier  than  fleshy 
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Or  blood  thati  blood  more  cboieely  quali- 
fied 
That    Bcora    should    live    between   theni> 

Better  am  I 
Than   many  women  ;    joti   are    not    over 

fair, 
Nor  delicate  with  some  exceeding  good 
In  the  sweet  fleah  ;   jou  hare  no  nitieh 

tenderer  aonl 
Than  lore  ia  moulded  out  of  for  God'a 

use 
Who  wrought  our  double  need  ;   yon  are 

not  so  choice 
That  in  the  goldeti  kingdom  of  your  eyes 
All  coins  should  melt  for  service.     But  I 

that  am 
Part  of  the  perfect  witness  for  the  world 
How  pood  it  is  ;  I  chosen  in  God's  eyes 
To  fill  the  lent)  accuuut  of  under  meU| 
The  lank  and  hunger^bitten  ugliness 
Of  half  his  people  ;  I  who  tnuce  fair  beads 
Bow,  saytngt  "Though  we  be  in  no  wise 

fair 
We  have  touched  all  beauty  with  our  eyea, 

we  have 
Some  relish  in  the  hand«  and  in  the  Itpa 
Some  breath  of  it,*'  beoauae  they  saw  m^ 

once  ; 
I  whose  curl'd  hair  was  as  a  strong  stak'd 

net 
To  take  the  hunters  and  the  hunt,  and  bitid 
Faces  and  feet  and  bnnds  ;  a  guide ti  gin 
Wherein  the  tawny-lidded  lions  fell, 
Broken  at  aukle  ;  I  that  am  yet,  ah  yet, 
And  shall  be  till  the  worm  hath  share  in 

me, 
Fairer  than  love   or  the  clean   truth    of 

God. 
More  sweet  than  sober  customs  of   kind 

use 
That  shackle  pain   and   stablish   temper- 


I  that  have  rosea  in  my  name,  and  make 
All  flowers  glad  to  set  their  color  by  ; 
I  that  have  held  a  land  between  twin  lipa 
And  tunrd  large  England  to  a  little  kiss  ; 
God  thinks  not  of  me  as  contemptible  ; 
And   that  you   think  me  even  a  smaller 

thing 
Than  your  own  goodness  and  alight  name 

of  powl. 
Tour  snecial,  thin,  particular  renut©,  — 
I  woula  some  mean  could  be  but  clear  to 

me 
Kot  to  contemn  yon. 


FROM  "ATALANTA  IN  CALY- 
DON  ** 

CHORUS  :  —  ♦*  WHEN     THE     HOUKDS     OP 
SPRING  " 

Wb£H  the  hounds  of  spring  are  on  wtnterV 
traces* 
The  mother  of  months  in  meadow  or 
plain 
Fills  the  shadows  and  windy  places 

With  lisp  of  leaves  and  ripple  of  rain  ; 

And  the  brown  bright  nightingiUe  amorous 

Is  half  assuaged  for  Itylua, 

For  the  Thracian  ships  and  the   foreign 

faces. 

The  tonguekas  vigil,  and  all  the  pain. 

Come  with  bows  bent  and  with  emptying  of 
quivers. 
Maiden  moat  perfect,  lady  of  light. 
With  a  noise  of  wmda  and  many  rivers. 
With  a  clamor  of  waters,  and  with 
might  I 
Bind  on  thy  sandals,  O  thou  most  fleet, 
Over  the  splendor  and  stjced  of  thy  feet ; 
For  the  faint  east  quickens,  the  wan  west 
shivers. 
Round  the  feet  of  the  day  and  the  feet 
of  the  night. 

Where  shall  we  find  her»  how  ihall  we«ing 
to  her. 
Fold  our  haoda  nmnd  her  knees,  and 
cling  ? 
O  that  man*s  heart  were  aa  fire  and  could 
spring  to  her. 
Fire,  or  the  strength  of  the  streams 
that  spring  I 
For  the  stars  and  t£e  winds  are  unto  her 
As  raiment,  aa  songs  of  the  harp^plavcr  ; 
For  the  risen  stars  and  the  fallen  cling  to 
her, 
And  the  southwest-wind  and  the  weat- 
wind  aing. 

For  winter's  rains  and  ruins  are  ov^. 

And  all  the  season  of  snows  and  ainfl  ; 
The  days  dividing  lover  and  lover, 

Tlie  U^ht  tliat   iows%  the  night  that 
wms  ; 
And  time  remembered  is  fn^  fioffotten. 
And  frosta  asv  alain  md  8ow«n  begoiieot 
And  in  green  miderwood  and  cover 

Bloaaom  hj  Ummoi  the  spring  l»giJift 
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The  fult  streams  feed  on  flower  of  rushei^ 
Kipe  grasses  trnmniel  a  travelling  foot, 
The  foinl  fresh  flame  of  the  young  year 
jiuahea 
From  leaf  to  flower  and  flower  to  fruit  j 
And  fruit  and  leaf  are  as  gold  and  fine. 
And  the  oat  m  beard  above  the  Ijre^ 
And  the  hoofed  heel  of  a  satyr  cfu&hes 
The   chestnutr-hutik  at  the    f^hAAtnut^ 

TQQt 

And  Ban  by  noon  and  Bacchiu 

Fleeter  of  foot  thau  tl 
FoUowa  with  dancing  and  i 

The  Mfeuail  ana  the  Lomh 
And  soft  as  lips  that  laugh  ajid 
The  laughin?  leases  of  the  tree.. 
And  screen  from  seeing  and  lea\. 

The  god  pur:»uing^  the  maids 

The  ivy  falls  with  the  Baoehftnars  hair 

Over  her  ejehrows,  hiding  her  eyes  ; 
The  wild  vine  slipping  down  leaves  bare 

Her    bright    breast    shortening    into 
sighs  ; 
The  wild  vine  slips  with  the  weight  of  its 

leaves, 
But  the  berried  ivy  catches  and  cleaves 
To  the  limbs  that  glitter,  the  feet  that  scare 

The  wolf  that  follows,  the  fawn  that 

•        flies. 


FROM  THE  CHORUS,    "WE  HAVE  SEEN 
THEE,  O  love!" 

We  have  seen  thee,  O  Love,  thou  art  fair ; 

thou  art  goodly,  O  Love  ; 
Thy  wings  make  light  in  the  air  as  the 

wings  of  a  dove. 
Thy  feet  are  as  winds   that   divide  the 

stream  of  the  sea ; 
Earth  is  thy  covering  to  hide  thee,  the  gar- 
ment of  thee. 
Thou  art  swift  and  subtle  and  blind  as  a 

flame  of  fire  ; 
Before  thee  the  laughter,  behind  thee  the 

tears  of  desire  ; 
And  twain  go  forth  beside  thee,  a  man  with 

a  maid  ; 
Her  eyes  are  the  eyes  of  a  bride  whom 

delight  makes  afraid  ; 
As  the  breath  in  the  buds  that  stir  is  her 

bridal  breath  : 
But  Fate  is  the  name  of  her ;  and  his  name 

13  Death. 


CKASTELARD   AND   MARV   STUART 

Sc€iie,  —  In  Pmon^  before    Chastel&rd*!^ 

Execution  t 

Queen.    Would    God    my    heart    wen 

greater  ;  but  God  wot 
T  hsi.vp'  no  heart  to  bear  with  fear  and  die, 

ud  I  cannot  help  you :  or  I  know 

Ld  be  nohleri  bear  a  better  heaLTt : 

i  tliia  stands  —  I  pray  you  for  good 

love, 

u  hold  honor  a  cai»tUer   ihmg  than  ^ 

Ule-  1 

U^rd,  Well  ? 

^i  Nayi  I  would  not 

be  denied  for  shame  ; 

$f,  Ipray  you  give  m&  that  again. 

it.  What,  my  reprieve  ? 

m.  Even  »o  I  deny  me  not. 

For  J  our  sake  mainly :  yea,  by  God  yon 

know 
How  fain  I  were  to  die  in  your  death's 

stead, 
For  your  name's  sake.    This  were  no  need 

to  swear, 
Lest  we  be  mock'd   to  death  with  a  re- 
prieve, 
And  so  both  die,  being   sham'd.     What, 

shall  I  swear  ? 
What,  if  I  kiss  you  ?  must  I  pluck  it  out  ? 
You  do   not  love   me  :     no,    nor    honor. 

Come, 
I  know  you  have  it  about  you  :   give  it  me. 
Chast,    I  cannot  yield  you  such  a  thing 

again; 
Not  as  I  had  it. 

Queen,  A  coward  ?  what  shift  now  ? 
Do  such  men  make  such  cravens  ? 

Chast.  Chide  me  not : 

Pity  me  that  I  cannot  help  my  heart 
Queen,  Heaven  mend  mine  eyes  that  took 

you  for  a  man  I 
What,  is  it  sewn  into  your  flesh?    take 

heed  — 
Nay,  but  for  shame  —  what  have  yoa  done 

with  it  ? 
Chast,  Why,  there  it  lies,  torn  np. 
Queen.  God  help  me,  sir  I 

Have  you  done  this  ? 

Chast.  Yea,  sweet ;  what  should  I  do  ? 
Did  I  not  know  you  to  the  bone,  my  sweet  ? 
God  speed  you  well  ?  you  have  a  goodlj 
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Queen,     My   love»  iweet  lore,  yoit  ftre 
more  fair  thiLii  be, 
Yen,  fiiirer  tnauy  tiiuea  :  I  lore  jou  muchi 
Sir,  know  jou  that  ? 

CAcMf.  I  Uiiiik  I  kiiow  that  well. 

Sit  here  a  little  till  I  feel  you  through 
lu  all  uiy  breath  and  blood  for  some  Bireet 
while. 

0  gracious  body  that  mine  arma  have  had, 
And  hair  my  face  has  felt  on  it  1  i^rave  eyes 
And  low  thick  Lida  that  keep  ainoe  years 

Agone 
In  the  blue  sweet  of  each  particular  vein 
^me  special  print  of  me  1  I  am  right  glad 
That  I  must  never  feel  a  bitterer  thiug 
Than  your    soft  ctu-rd-up    shoulder   and 

amorouB  arnia 
From  this  time  forth  ;  nothing  can  hap  to 

me 
Less  good  than  this  for  all  my  whole  life 

throuQ^h. 

1  would  not  have  some  new  pain  after  this 
ComB  sp<nl  the  savor.    O,  your  round  bird^s 

throat, 
More  soft  than  sleep  or  singing  ;  your  calm 

cheeks, 
Tum'd  bright,  turned  wan  with  kisses  hard 

and  liot ; 
The  beautiful  color  of  your  deep  ounr'd 

hands, 
Made  of  a  red  rose  that  had  changed  to 

white  ; 
That  mouth  mine  own  holds  hall  the  sweet- 

nes»  of, 
Yea,  mjf  heart  holds  the  sweetness  of  it» 

whence 
My  life  began  in  me  ;  mine  that  ends  here 
Because  you  have  no  mereyt  —  nay,  you 

know 
You  never  oould  have   mercy.      My  fair 

love. 
Kiss  me  again,  God  loves  you   not  the 

less  ; 
Why  should  one  woman  have  aU  goodly 

things  ? 
Yon  have  all  beauty  ;   let  mean  women's 

Up* 
Be  pitiful  and  speak  truth :  they  will  not 

bo 
Such  perfect    things  as  yours.      Be  not 

ashamed 
That  bands  not  made  like  these  that  snare 

men's  souls 
fihould  do  men  good,  give  alms,  relieve 
i'i  pain ; 


You  have  the  better,  being  more  lair  than 

thev. 
They  are  half  foul,  being  rather  good  than 

lair  ; 
Yon  are  quite  fair :  to  be  quite  fair  is 

best. 
Why,  two  nights  hence  I  dream'd  that  1 

could  see 
hk  through    your   bosom  under  the  lelt 

flower, 
And  there  was  a  rouud   hollow,  and  at 

heart 
A  little  red  snake  aittiug,  without  spot, 
That  bit  —  like  this,  and  auck'd  up  sweet 

—  like  this. 
And  cur  I'd  it»  lithe  light  body  right  aud  left. 
And  quiver'd  like  a  woman  in  act  to  love. 
Then  there  was  some  tow  fluttered  talk  i' 

the  lips, 
*  Faint  sound  of  soft  fierce  words  earesaiiig 

them  — 
like  a  fair  woman's  when   her  love  gets 

way. 
Ah,  your  old  kiss  —  I  know  the  ways  of  it : 
Let  the  line  cling  a  little.     Take  them  of!. 
And  speak  some  word,  or  I  go  mad  with 

love. 
Queen,    Will  you  not  have  my  chaplain 

oome  to  you  ? 
Chast     Some  better  thing  of  yours  ^ — 

some  handkerchief. 
Some  fringe  of  scarf  to  make  confeasion 

to- 
Yon  had  some  book  about  yoo  that  fell 

out  — 
Queen*     A  tittle  written   book  of  Ron- 

sard's  rhymes. 
His  gift,  I  wear  in  there  for  love  of  him  •— ^ 
See,  here  between  our  feet. 

Cha*t.  Ay,  mj  old  lord's  — 

The  sweet  chief  poet,  my  dear  friend  long 

since  ? 
Give  me  the  book.    Lo  you,  this  verse  of 

his  ! 
With  coming  lUieM  in  late  April  came 
Her  bodf^  JoMkimCd  mkiurfor  thmr  tkamej 
And  rvsef,  ^uch*d  wiih  ohod  tkice  Adm 

/Vom  htr  /air  oAtyrfilVd  their  Hpe  teitk  redi 
A  goodly  praise  :  1  could  not  praise  you  sow 
I  Md  that  while  yottf  awiTUige*-leasA  went 

on. 
Leave  me  this  book,  I  pimy  yoQ :  I  wouM 

read 
The  hymn  of  death  here  over  ere  I  die  ; 


I 
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I  shall  know  soon  how  much  he  knew  of 

death 
When  timt  was  wntten.      One  thing  I 

know  nowj 
I  ihall  not  die  with  half  a  heart  at  leaul, 
Nor  shift  my  face,  no?  weep  tny  fault  itlii% 
Kor  awear  if  I  might  live   aiid  do  naw 

deeda 
I  wo^ld  do  better.    Let  me  keep  the  book. 
Queeft,  Yea,  keep  it :  aa  wool  *  ^    ^ 

had  kept  your  life 
Out  of  mine  eyes  and  hands.     1 

to  the  heart : 
This  hour  feela  dry  and  bitter  it 
As  if  its  aoiTOw  were  my  body'i 
More    than   my  soars,      Ther 

thoughts  in  me  — ^ 
J  lost  bitter  fandea  biting  me  lik' 
That  tear  each  other^    8uppoft< 

not  die  ? 
Chagt    You  know  I  oanaot  live  lor  two 

hours  more. 
Our  fate  was  made  thug  ere  our  daya  were 

made  : 
Will   you   fight   fortune   for   so    small  a 

grief? 
But  for  one  thing  I  were  full  fain  of  death. 
Queen,  What  thing  is  that  ? 
Chast.        None  need  to  name  the  thing. 
AVhy,  what  can  death  do  with  me  fit  to 

fear? 
For  if  I  sleep  I  shall  not  weep  awake  ; 
Or  if  their  saying  be   true  of  things  to 

come, 
Though  hell  be  sharp,  in  the  worst  ache 

of  it 
I  shall  be  eas'd  so  God  will  give  me  back 
Sometimes  one  golden  gracious  sight  of 

you  — 
The  aureole  woven  flowerlike  through  your 

hair. 
And  in  your  lips  the  little  laugh  as  red 
As  when  it  came  upon  a  kiss  and  ceas'd, 
Touching  my  mouth. 

Queen.  As  I  do  now,  this  way. 

With  my  heart  after  :  would  I  could  shed 

tears. 
Tears  should  not  fail  when  the  heart  shud- 
ders so. 
But  your  bad  thought  ? 

Chast.         Well,  such  a  thought  as  this  : 
It  may  be,  long  time  after  I  am  dead. 
For  all  you  are,  you  may  see  bitter  days  ; 
God  may  forget  you  or  be  wroth  with  you  : 
Then  shall  you  lack  a  little  help  of  me, 


And  I  shall  feel  your  sorrow  touching  you, 
A  happy  sorrow,  though  I  may  not  touch  : 
I  that  would  fain  he  tum*d  to  flesh  agmn. 
Fain  get  back  life  to  give  up  life  for  you, 
To  sht*4  luy  blood  for  help,  that  long  ago 
You  ahcd  and  were  not  holpen  i  uid  y«m; 

heart 
Will  ache  for  help  and  CMimfort,  yea,  for 

love, 
'    ^  &nd  lesa  love  than   mine — for  I  do 

think 
lever  will  he  lov'd  thua  in  jour  life^ 
wn.     It  may  be  man  will  never  ]ot« 

me  more  ; 

am  sure  I  shall  not  love  man  twi«e* 
^L    I  know  not :  men  must  love  yoa 

in  lifers  spite, 
mi  will  always  kill  them  ;  man  by  maa 
p0  will  bite  them  dead  ;  jrea,  though 

jfou  wouldy 
shall  not  spare  one  ;  all  wiU  die  of 

you  ; 
I  cannot  tell  what  love  sUnll  do  with  the^, 
But  I  for  all  my  love  shall  have  no  might 
To  help  you  more,  mine  arms  and  hands 

no  power 
To  fasten  on  you  more.     This  cleaves  my 

heart. 
That  they  shall  never  touch  your  body 

more. 
But  for  your  grief  —  you  will  not  have  to 

grieve  ; 
For  being  in  such  poor  eyes  so  beautiful 
It  must  needs  be  as  Gtxl  is  more  than  I 
So  much  more  love  he  hath  of   you  than 

mine  ; 
Yea,  God  shall  not  be  bitter  with  my  love. 
Seeing  she  is  so  sweet. 

Queen.  Ah,  my  sweet  fool, 

Think  you  when  God  will  ruin  me  for  sin 
My  face  of  color  shall  prevail  so  much 
With  him,  so  soften  the  toothM  iron's  edge 
To  save  my  throat  a  scar  ?    Kay,  I  am  sore 
I  shall  die  somehow  sadly. 

Chast.  This  is  pure  grief ; 

The  shadow  of  your  pity  for  my  death, 
Mere  foolishness  of  pity  :  all  sweet  moods 
Throw  out  such  little  shadows  of  them- 
selves. 
Leave  such  light  fears  behind.    You,  die 

like  me  ? 
Stretch  your  throat  out  that  I  may  kiss  aU 

round 
Where  mine  shall  be  cut  through  :  suppose 

my  mouth 
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The  aJie«edge  to  bite  sa  Aweet  a  throat  m 

twain 
With  bitter  tron,  should  not  it  turn  soft 
As  Up  is  soft  to  Itp  ? 

Queen,  I  am  auite  ture 

I  shall  die  sadly  some  day,  Chaste  lard ; 
I  am  quite  certain. 

ChagL  Do  not  think  auch  things  ; 

Lest  all  my  next  world's  memories  of  you 

be 
As  heavy  as  this  thought. 

Queen,  1  will  not  ^eve  yoo ; 

ForpTe  me  that  my  thoughts  were  sick 

with  grief. 
What  can  1  do  to  give  yoo  ease  at  heart  ? 
Shall  I  kiss  now  ?    I  pray  you  have  oo 

fear 
But  that  I  love  you. 

Cka3t.  Turn  yoar  faoa  to  me  ; 

I  do  not  grudge  your  face  this  death  of 

mine  ; 
It  is  too  fair — by  God*  you  are  too  fair* 
What  noise  is  that  ? 

Queen,  Can  the  hour  be  through  so  soon  ? 
I  hade  them  give  me  but  a  little  hour. 
Ah  f  I  do  love  you  1    such  brief  space  for 

love  1 
I  atn  youn  all  through,  do  all  your  will 

with  me  ; 
What  if  we  lay  and  let  them  take  us  fast. 
Lips  grasping  lips.     I  dare  do  anything. 
ChoMt.    Show  better  cheer :  let  no  man 
see  you  maz'd  ; 
Make  haste  and  kias  me ;  cover  up  your 

throat, 
Lest  one  see  tumbled  lace  and  prate  of  it. 
EnUr  the  ^uard, 

FROM  "BOTH WELL" 

JOHN  KNOX'S  DfDICTMENT  OF  THE 
QUEEN 

Goo  ye  hear  not,  how  shall  ye  hear  me  ? 
Or  if  your  eyes  be  seaPd  to  know  not  her, 
If  she  lie  fit  to  live  or  no,  can  I 
With  words  unseal  them  ?    None  so  young 

of   )'UU 

But  hath  long  life  enough  to  understand 
And  reason  to  record  what  he  hath  seen 
Of  hen  and  of  God's  dealings  mutually 
Sinoe  she  came  in.     Then  was  her  spirit 

made  soft, 
Uer  words  as  oil,  and  with  her  amorous 


She  caught  men's  eyes  to  turn  them  where 

she  would, 
And  with  the  strong  sound  of  her  oamtt  of 

queen 
Made  their  necks  bend  ;  that  even  of  God's 

own  men 
There  were  that  bade  refuse  her  not  her 

will, 
Deny  not  her,  fair  woman  and  great  queen, 
Uer  natural  freedom   born,  to  give  God 

praise 
What    way   she    would,   and    pray  what 

prayers  ;  though  these 
Be  as  they  were,  to  God  abonjinable 
And  venomous  to  men's  souls.     So  came 

there  back 
The  cursed  thing  cast  forth  of  us,  and  so 
Out  of  her  fair  face  and  imperious  e3'es 
Lightened  the  light  whereby  men  walk  in 

hell. 
And  I  that  sole  stood  out  and  bade  not  let 
The  lightning  of  this  curse  come  down  on 

us 
And  fly  with  feet  as  fin  on  all  winds  blown 
To  bum  men's  eyes  out  that  beheld  God's 

face, 
That  being  long  blind  but  now  gat  sight, 

and  saw 
And  praiii*d  him  seeing  —  I  that  then  spaka 

and  said. 
Ten  thousand  men  here  landed  of  our  foea 
Were  not  so  fearful  to  me  on  her  side 
As  one  mass  said  in  Scotland  —  that  with* 

stood 
The  man  to  his  face  I  lov'd,  her  father's 

son. 
Then   mastered   by   the  pity  of  her,  and 

made 
Through  ihat  good  mind  not  good — who 

then  but  1 
Was  tax*d  of  wrongful  will,  and  for  hard 

heart 
MiBcall'd  of  men  7    And  now,  sin,  if  her 

pmyer 
Were  just  and  reasonable,  and  unjust  I 
That  bade  shut  ean  against  it  —  if  the  mass 
Hath  brought  forth  iimoeent  fruit,  and  in 

this  land 
Wherein  she  eeaae  to  stablish  it  again 
Hath  stablish'd  peace  with  honor  —  if  ia 

her 
It  hath  been  found  no  seed  of  shame,  and 

she 
That  lov*d  and  sery'd  it  seem  now  in  men'a 

sight 
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No    hateful    thing    nor    feaif ul  —  if  she 

ataad 
Such  a  queen  proven  as  ahoold  prove  hon* 

orabte 
The  rule  of  woraen,  and  in  her  that  thing 
Be  fihown  forth  good  that  was  called  evil 

of  me, 
Blest  and  not  curat  —  then  have  I  sinn'di 

and  they 
That  would  have  crossed  me  — --^^  * 

crossed  not  God  : 
Whereof  now  judge  je.    Hatt 

with  her 
Peace,  or  a  sword  ?  and  sitiee 
Hath  the  land  sat  in  quiet,  an> 
Been  reat  but  foT  one  year  ?  o 
Behind  her  feet,  right  at  h 

alLone 
Above  her  crowned  head  aa  a  fii 
Death,  and  about  her  as  a  Faim 
Ruin  ?  and  where  her  foot  was  w 
Or  her  ri^ht  hand  was  pointed,  hat^  ^^^^^ 

fallen 
No  fire,  no  cry  burst  forth  of  war,  no  sound 
As  of  a  blast  blown  of  an  host  of  men 
For  summons  of  destruction  ?    Hath  God 

shown 
For  sign  she  had  found  grace  ip  his  sight, 

and  we 
For  her  sake  favor,  while  she  hath  reign'd 

on  us, 
One  hour  of  good,  one  week  of  rest,  one 

day? 
Or  hath  he  sent  not  for  an  opposite  sign 
Dissensions,   wars,  rumors    of    wars,  and 

change, 
Flight  and    return   of  men,  terror   with 

power, 
Triumph  with  trembling  ? 

Grod  is  not  mock'd  ;  and  ye  shall  surely 

know 
What  men  were  these,  and  what  man  he 

that  spake 
The  things  I  speak  now  prophesying,  and 

said 
That  if  ye  spare  to  shed   her  blood  for 

shame, 
For  fear  or  pity  of  her  g^at  name  or  face, 
God  shall  require  of  you  the  innocent  blood 
Shed  for  her  fair  face'  sake,  and  from  your 

hands 
Wring  the  price  forth  of  her  bloodguilti- 


Nay^  for  ye  know  it,  nor  have  I  need  again 


To  bring  it  in  your  mind  if  God  ere  now 
Have  l^me   me  witness;  m  that  dreoi; 

daj 
Wben  tnen*3  hearta  failed  them  for  pure 

grief  and  fear 
To  see  the  tyranny  timt  waj,  and  rule 
Of  this  mieen*a  mother^  where  was  no  light 

left 
But  of  the  fires  where! u  his  servants  died^ 
'  ^"""b  those  lords  that  clave  in  heart  to 

God 
irere  perplex'd  with  trembling  and 

with  tears 
ip  th^ir  hearts,  and  fear  not  ;  and 

they  heard 

some  now  hear  no  more,  the  word  I 

spake 
have  been  with  them,  as  their  own 

souls  know, 
eir  most  extreme  danger ;   Cowper 

Moor, 
t         Johnston,  and  the  Ctmgs  of  Edin- 
burgh, 
Are   recent   in   my   heart  ;  yea,  let  these 

know. 
That  dark  and  dolorous  night  wherein  all 

they 
With  shame  and  fear  were  driven  forth  of 

this  town 
Is  yet  within  my  mind  ;  and  God  forbid 
That  ever  I  forget  it.     What,  I  say, 
Was  then  my  exhortation,  and  what  word 
Of  all  God  ever  promised  by  my  mouth 
Is  fallen  in  vain,  they  live  to  testify 
Of  whom  not  oue  that  then  was  doom'd  i/o 

death 
Is  perished  in  that  danger  ;  and  their  foes, 
How  many  of  these  hath  God  before  their 

eyes 
Plague-stricken  with  destruction !    lo  the 

thanks 
They  render  him,  now  to  betray  his  cause 
Put  in  their  hands  to  stablish ;   even  that 

God's 
That  kept  them  all  the  darkness  through 

to  see 
Light,  and  the  way  that  some  now  see  no 

more, 
But  are  gone  after  light  of  the  fen's  fire 
And  walk  askant  in  slippery  ways  ;  but  ye 
Know  if  God's   hand   have   ever  when  I 

spake 
Writ  liar  upon  me,  or  with  adverse  proof 
Tum'd  my  free  speech  to  shame  ;  for  in 

my  lips 
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He   put  ft   word,  and    knowledge  in  mj 

heart, 
When  I  WM  fist   bound  of  his  enetniea' 

hands 
An  oaraniun  on  their  gaUeys,  and  beheld 
^om  off  the  sea  whereon  I  sat  in  chains 
he  walls  wherein   I   knew   that  1  there 

bound 
Should  one  daj  witneaa  of  him  ;  and  this 

f>Ic^dg« 
ath  God  redeem*d  not?      Nay  then,  in 

God's  name, 
If  that  false  word  fell  unfulftll'd  of  mine. 
tieed  ye   not  now  nor   hear   me  when   I 

say 
That  for  this  woman's  sake  shall  God  cut 

off 
The  hand  that  spares  her  as  the  hand  that 

shields 
id   make  their  memot^  who  take  part 

with  her 
As  theirs  who  stood  for  Baal  against  the 

Lord 
With  Ahab's  daughter ;  for  her  reign  and 

end 
Shall  be  like  Athaliah's,  as  her  birth 
Was  from  the  womb  of  Jezebel,  that  slew 
The  prophets,  and  made  foul  with   blood 

and  fire 
The  same   land's  faee  that  now  her  seed 

makes  foul 
With  whoredoms  and  with  witchcrafts  ;  yet 

they  say 
Peace,  where  is  no  peoee^  while  the  adnl- 

teroos  blood 
Feeds  yet  with  life  and  sin  the  murderous 

heart 
Hiat  hath  brought  forth  a  wonder  to  the 

world 
And  to  all  time  a  terror  ;  and  this  blood 
The  hands  are  clean  that  shed,  and  they 

that  spare 
Id  Gi>d*s  just  sight    spotted  as  foul  aa 

CainV 
If  then  this  gnilt  shall  cleave  to  yon  or  no, 
And  to  your  children's  children,  for  her 

sake. 
Choose  ye  ;  for  God  needs  no  man  that  is 

loth 
To  serye  him,  and  no  word  but  hia  own 

work 
To  bind  and  loose  their  hearts  who  hear 

and  see 
Bank  things  as  spmk  what  I  Uusk  words  to 

aay. 


SAPPHO 

FROM  "ON  THE  CLIFFS*' 

Lovers  priestess^  mad  with  pain  and  joy  of 

song. 
Song's  priestess,  mad  with  joy  and  pain  of 

love. 
Name   aboye   all   names  that   are  lights 

aboye, 
We  haye   loy*d,  prais'd,  pitied,  crown^d^ 

and  done  thee  wrong, 
O  thou  past  praise  and  pity  ;  thou  the  soW 
Utterly  deathless,  perfect  only  and  whole 
Immortal,  body  and  souL 
For  over  aU  whom  time  hath  overpast 
The  shadow  of  sleep  inexorable  is  caat. 
The  imnlaeable  sweet  shadow  of  perfect 

sleep 
That  gives  not  back  what  life  gives  death 

to  keep  ; 
Tea,  all  that  Uv'd  and  lovM  and  sang  and 

sinn'd 
Are   all   home  down  death's  cold,  sweety 

soundless  wind 
That  blows  all  night  and  knows  not  whom 

its  breath. 
Darkling,  may  touch  to  death  : 
But  one  that  wind  hath  touch'd  and  changed 

not»  —  one 
MThoee   body  and  soul  are  paroel  of  the 

sun  I 
One  that  earth's  fire  could  bum  not,  nor 

the  se« 
Quench  ;  nor  might  human  doom  take  hold 

on  thee  ; 
AU  praise,  all  pity,  all  dreams  have  done 

thee  wrong, 
AU    love,    with    eyes    loye-blinded    from 

above  ; 
Song's  priestess,  mad  with  joy  and  pain  of 

love. 
Love's  prieateasy  mad  with  pain  and  joy  of 

song. 

Hast  thou  none  otiier  answer  then  for  me 

Than  the  air  may  have  of  thee. 

Or  the  earth's  warm  woodlands  girdling 

with  green  girth 
Thysecrett  sleepless,  burning  life  on  eartliv 
Or  even  the  sea  that  once,  being  woman 

crown*d 
And  girt  with  fire  and  glory  of  angtuslt 

round, 
Thou  wert  so  fain  to  seek  to^  fain  to  eraye 
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If  abe  would  bear  th^  and  save 

Aad  give  thee  comfort  of  thy  great  gteen 

grave  ? 
Because  I  have  known  tbee  always  wbo 

thou  &rt, 
Tbou  kuoweati  bare  known   tbea   to  tbjr 

beart*^  own  beart, 
Nor  ever  have  gifen  Ugbt  ear  to  storied 

8ong 
That  did  thy  sweet  name  sweet 

wroijg-p 
Nor  ever  have  call'd  thee  nor 

for  sbame, 
Thou  knoweat,  but  inly  by  tbine 
Sappbo  —  because  I  have  kBO>wi 

lov'df  bast  tbou 
Noue  other  auswer  now  ? 
As  brother  and  sister  were  we 

bird, 
Sinee  tbj  first  Lesbian  word 
Flam'd  on  me,  and  I  knew  not  whence  1 

kneW| 
Tbb  was  the  soo^  that  struck  my  whole 

soiil  through. 
Pierced  my  keen  spirit  of  sense  with  edge 

more  keen, 
Even  when  I  knew  not,  —  even  ere  sooth 

was  seen,  — 
When  thou  wast  but  the  tawny  sweet  wing'd 

thing 
Wbose  cry  was  but  of  spring. 


HOPE   AND   FEAR 

Beneath  the  shadow  of    dawn's    aerial 

cope, 
With  eyes  enkindled  as  the  sun^s  own  sphere, 
Hope  from  the  front  of  youth  in  godlike 

cheer 
Looks  Godward,  past  the  shades   where 

blind  men  grope 
Round  the  dark   door   that  prayers  nor 

dreams  can  ope. 
And  makes  for  jov  the  very  darkness  dear 
That  gives  her  wide  wings  play;  nor  dreams 

that  fear 
At  noon  may  rise  and  pierce  the  heart  of 

hope. 
Then,  when  the  soul  leaves  off  to  dream 

and  yearn, 
May  truth  first  purge  her  eyesight  to  dis- 
cern 
What  once  being  known  leaves  time  no 

power  to  appal ; 


Till  youth  at  last,  ere  yet  yoQth  be  not, 

learn 
The  kind  wise  word  that  falls  from  years 

that  fall  — 
"  Hope  thou  not  mQek  and  fear  tbou  not  . 

ataU."  -" 


ON   THE    DEATHS   OF   THOMAS 
LYLE  AND  GEORGE  ELIOT 

Duls  diverse  out  of  our  bnnmn  sight 

bllow^d  one  with  love  aod  each  with 

wonder  r 

ormy  sophist  with  bis  mouth  of  tbuiw 

der, 

1  with  loud  words  and  mantled  in 

the  might 

rkness  and  magnjfieeDce  of  night  ; 

ae  whose  eye  could  amita  tbe  night 

in  sunder, 
Searcbiug  if  light  or  no  light  were  there- 
under, 
And   found    in    love    of    loving  -  kindness 

light. 
Duty  divine  and  Thought  with  eyes  of  fire 
Still  following  Righteousness   with    deep 

desire 
Shone    sole    and    stern    before    her    and 

above. 
Sure  stars  and  sole  to  steer  by  ;  but  more 

sweet 
Shone  lower  the  loveliest  lamp  for  earthly 

feet, 
The  light  of  little  children,  and  their  love. 


HERTHA 

I  AM  that  which  began  ; 

Out  of  me  tbe  years  roll  ; 
Out  of  me  God  and  man  ; 
I  am  equal  and  Whole  ; 
God  changes,  and  man,  and  the  form  of 
them  bodily  ;  I  am  the  soul. 

Before  ever  land  was. 
Before  ever  the  sea, 
Or  soft  hair  of  the  grass, 
Or  fair  limbs  of  the  tree, 
Or  the  flesh-color'd  fru;t  of  my  branches, 
I  was,  and  thy  soul  was  in  me. 

First  life  on  my  sources 
First  drifted  and  swam ; 
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Out  of  me  are  th©  {otaeA 
Tbut  save  it  or  dtium  ; 

I  Oat  of  me  mao  mid  woman,  aad  wiJd-beast 
I       aud  bull ;  before  God  waft,  I  am. 


Beside  or  above  me 

Nought  is  there  to  go  ; 
Love  or  tiulove  me, 
Unknow  me  or  kiiow» 
n  that  which  unloves  me  and  loTea ;  I 
am  stricken,  and  I  am  the  blow. 


I  the  mark  that  is  mtss'd 

And  the  arrows  that  miss, 
I  the  mouth  that  is  kissed 
And  the  breath  in  the  kiss^ 
The  ftearch*  and  the  soiig^bt,  and  the  leeker^ 
the  soul  aud  the  bodjr  that  is. 


My 


I  am  that  thing  which 

Mj  spirit  elate  ; 
That  which  caresses 
With  hands  unereate 
limbs  no  begotten   that 
length  of  the  measure  of  fate, 


measore  the 


^^m  Bat  what  thing  dost  thou  now^ 

^^P  Looking  (todward,  to  cry 

^"^  "  I  am  I,  thou  art  thou, 

I  am  low,  thoo  art  high  ?  " 
I  am  thou,  whom  thou  scekest  to  find  him ; 
find  thou  but  thyseLf,  thou  art  I* 

^^b  I  the  grain  and  the  forrowt 

^^^^^       The  plou^h*cloven  clod 
^^^^K  And  the  ploughshare  drawn    tbcH 
^^^^  rough, 

'  The  germ  and  the  aodf 

I  The  deed  ancTthe  doer,  the  leed  and  the 
i       aower,  the  dust  which  ia  God> 
I 


Hast  thoo   known  how  I  faahlon'd 
thee, 
ChiJd^  underground  ? 
Fire  that  impassioned  thee, 
Iron  that  bound, 
Dim  changes  of   water,  what  thing  of  all 
these  haat  thou  known  of  or  found  ? 


By 


Canst  thon  saj  in  thine  heart 

Thou  hast  seen  with  thine  eyes 
With  what  cunning  of  art 

Thou  wast  wrought  in  what  wise, 
what   force  of  what  stuff  thou  wast 
ahapen,  and  shown  on  mjr  breast  to  the 
? 


Who  baUi  given,  who  hath  sold  it 
thee, 
Knowledge  of  me  ? 
Hath  the  wilderness  told  it  thee  ? 
Hast  thou  learnt  of  the  sea  ? 
Hast  thou  eommun'd  in  spirit  with  night  ? 
have  the  winds  taken  counsel  with  thee  ? 

Have  I  set  such  a  star 

To  show  light  on  thj  brow 
That  thou  sawest  from  afar 
What  I  show  to  thee  now  ? 
Hare  ye  sptiken  as  brethren  together,  the 
ttin  and  the  mountains  and  Uiou  ? 

What  b  here,  dost  thou  know  it  ? 

What  was,  hast  thou  known  ? 
Prophet  nor  poet 

jJ or  tripod  nor  throne 
Nor  spirit  nor  flesh  can  make  answer^  bat 
only  thy  mother  alone. 

Mother,  not  maker, 

Born^  and  not  made  ; 
Though  her  children  forsake  heri 
Allur'd  or  afraid. 
Praying  prayers  to  the  God  of  their  fashion, 
she  stirs  not  for  all  that  have  prayed. 

A  creed  is  a  rod. 

And  a  crown  is  of  night  ; 
But  this  thing  ia  God, 
To  be  man  with  tliy  might, 
To  grow  straight  in  the   strength  of  thy 
spirit,  and  live  ont  thy  life  as  the  light. 

X  am  in  thee  to  sare  thee, 

As  my  soul  in  thee  saith^ 
Gi^re  thou  aa  I  gaTe  thee. 
Thy  life-blood  and  breath 
Green  leaves  of  thy  labor^  white  flowen  of 
thy  thought,  and  red  fruit  of  thy  death. 

Be  the  ways  of  thy  giving 

As  mine  were  to  thee  ; 

The  free  life  of  thy  living, 

Be  the  gift  of  it  free  ; 

Not  as  servant  to  lord,  nor  aa  maater  tn 

slave,  shalt  thou  give  thee  to  me* 


O  children  of 

Souls  overcast, 
Were  the  Hgfals  je  1 
Alway  to  laat, 
Te  would  know  not  the  tun  orershiidng  th« 
shadows  and  stara  oreipaat 
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I  that  saw  where  ye  trod 

The  dim  paths  of  the  night 
Set  the  shnUQW  e&Wd  God 
III  your  skies  to  give  light  j 
Bat  the  momiDg  of  £C  anliood  is  nsen^  and 
the  ih&dowlesfl  soul  is  in  sight. 

The  tree  tnjiiiy   ooted 

That  swoUs     I  the  sky 
With  frondage  Tbu'T     "    *       "~ 
The  life- tree  am  ] 
&i  the  huds  of  jour  lives  k 
leaves  :  ye  shall  live  an^ . 

But  the  Gods  of  your  ft 

Th&t  take  and  that  gi 
In  their  pity  and  passio. 
That  scourge  and  fof| 
Thty  are  worms  that  are  bred 
that  falls  off :  they  shall  die  ai 

My  own  blood  is  what  atauehea 

The  wounds  in  my  bark  : 
Stars  caught  in  my  branches 
Make  day  of  the  dark, 
And  are  worshipped  as  suns  till  the  sunrise 
shall  tread  out  their  fires  as  a  spark. 

Where  dead  ages  hide  under 
The  live  roots  of  the  tree, 
In  my  darkness  the  thunder 
Makes  utterance  of  me  ; 
In  the  clash  of  my  boughs  with  each  other 
ye  hear  the  waves  sound  of  the  sea. 

That  noise  is  of  Time, 

As  his  feathers  are  spread 
And  his  feet  set  to  climb 

Through  the  boughs  overhead, 
And  my  foliage  rings  round  him  and  rustles, 
and  branches  are  bent  with  his  tread. 

The  storm-winds  of  ag^s 

Blow  through  me  and  cease. 
The  war-wind  that  rages, 
The  spring-wind  of  peace, 
Ere  the  breath  of  them  roughen  my  tresses, 
ere  one  of  my  blossoms  increase. 

All  sounds  of  all  changes, 
All  shadows  and  lights 
On  the  world's  mountain-ranges 
And  stream-riven  heights, 
Whose  tongue  is  the  wind's  tongue  and  lan- 
gnage  of  storm-clouds  on  earth-shaking 
nigbta  ; 


1 


1 


All  forms  of  all  f aeet| 

All  works  of  all  hands 
In  unseBrehable  places 
Of  time-stricken  lands, 
AU  death  and  all  life,  and  all  reigitB  and  fill 
ruinsj  drop  througU  me  as  sands. 

Though  sore  be  my  bnrdeii 
And  more  than  ye  know, 
^  ^       And  my  growth  have  no  guerdon 

But  oaly  to  grow,  I 

fail  not  of  growing   for  lightnings    I 
lOve  me  or  deathworms  below*  i' 

These  too  have  their  part  in  mej 

As  I  too  in  these  ; 
Such  Are  is  at  heart  in  me^ 

Such  sap  is  this  tree^s, 
hath  in  it  all  sounds  and  all  secrets 
infinite  lands  and  of  seas. 

In  the  spring-eolor'd  honre 

When  my  mind  waa  as  May's, 
There  brake  forth  of  me  flowers 
By  centuries  of  days, 
Strong  blossoms   with  perfume   of    man- 
hood,  shot    out    from    my  spirit    as 
rays. 

And  the  sound  of  them  springing 

And  smell  of  their  shoots 
Were  as  warmth  and  sweet  singing 
And  strength  to  my  roots  ; 
And  the  lives  of  my  children  made  perfect 
with  freedom  of  soul  were  my  fruits. 

I  bid  you  but  be  ; 

I  have  need  not  of  prayer  ; 
I  have  need  of  you  free 

As  your  mouths  of  mine  air  ; 
That  my  heart  may  be  greater  within  me^ 
beholding  the  fruits  of  me  fair. 

More  fair  than  strange  fruit  is 

Of  faith  ye  espouse  ; 
In  me  only  the  root  is 
That  blooms  in  your  boughs; 
Behold  now  your  God  that  ye  made  yoo, 
to  feed  him  with  faith  of  your  vows. 

In  the  darkening  and  whitening 

Abysses  ador*d, 
With  dayspring  and  lightning 
For  lamp  and  for  sword, 
God  thunders  in  heaven,  and  his  ansels  are 
red  with  the  wrath  of  the  Loxo. 
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O  mj  sons,  0  too  dutiful 

Towai*d  Godfl  not  of  mep 

Was  not  I  enough  beautiful  ? 

Was  it  hard  to  be  free  ? 

For  beholdi  I  am  with  jou,  am  in  you  aod 

of  jou  i  look  forth  now  and  s«e. 

Lo,  wing*d  with  world's  wonders, 

With  miracles  shod. 
With  the  fires  of  his  thunders 
For  raiment  and  rod, 
God  trembles  in  heaven,  and  his  angels  are 
white  with  the  terror  of  God* 

For  his  twilight  is  oome  on  himi 

His  angiiish  is  here ; 
And  his  spirits  gaze  dumb  on  him, 
Grown  gmr  fiom  his  fear  ; 
And  his  hour  taketh  hold  on  him  stricken, 
tlie  last  of  his  infinite  year. 


Tliought  made  him  and  breaks  him, 

Truth  slays  and  forgives  ; 
But  to  you,  as  time  take«  hitn» 
This  new  thine  it  gives, 
Even  love,  the  beloved  Republic^  that  feeds 
^  npon  freedom  and  lives. 

^^L  For  truth  only  is  living, 

^H  Truth  only  is  whole, 

^^k  And  the  love  of  his  giving 

Man's  polestar  ana  pole  ; 
Blan,  pulse  of  my  centre,  and  fruit  of  my 
body,  and  seed  of  my  soul. 

One  birth  of  my  bosom  ; 

Out  beam  of  mine  eye  ; 
One  topmost  blossom 
Ttiat  scales  the  sky  ; 
Man,  eqttal  and  one  with  me,  man  that  ii 
~  I  of  me,  man  that  is  L 


ETUDE   REALISTE 


A  BABT*S  feet,  tike  sea-shells  pink, 

Might  tempt,  should  Henveo  see  meet, 
£^  angel's  lips  to  kiss,  wv  think, 
A  baby's  feet 

Like  roae-hued  sea-fiowers  toward  the  lieat 

They  stretch  and  spread  and  wink 
ThiOM  leu  ioft  buds  tnat  part  and  meet 


No  fiower- bells  that  expand  and  shrink 

Gleam  half  so  heavenly  sweet 
As  shine  on  life's  untrodden  brink 
A  baby's  feet. 


A  baby*s  hands,  like  rosebuds  furl'd. 

Whence  yet  no  leaf  expands. 
Ope  if  you  touch,  though  close  upcurl'd, 
A  baby's  hands. 

Then,  even  as  warriors  grip  their  brands 

When  batUe's  bolt  is  hurl'd. 
They  close,  clench'd  hard  like  tightening 


No  rosebuds  yet  by  dawn  impearl'd 

Matcli,  evt}n  in  ioveliest  lauds. 
The  sweetest  fiowers  in  all  the  world  «» 
A  baby's  bands. 

m 

A  baby's  eyes,  ere  speeeb  begin. 
Ere  lips  learn  words  or  sighs. 
Bless  all  things  bright  enough  to  win 
A  baby's  eyes. 

Love,  while  the  sweet  thing  laughs  and  lies, 

An<d  sleep  flows  out  and  in. 
Lies  perfect  in  them  Paiadiac^. 

Their  glance  might  cast  out  pain  and  sin. 

Their  speech  make  dumb  the  wise. 
By  mnta  glad  godhead  felt  within 
A  baby's  ey^&. 


THE  ROUNDEL 

A  BomrDEL  is  wrought  ss  a  ring  or  a  star- 
bright  sphere, 

With  craft  uf  delight  and  with  cunning  dt 
sound  uns(»ught. 

That  the  heart  of  the  hearer  may  smile  il 
to  pleamire  his  ear 
A  roandel  is  wrought 

Iti  jewel  of  music  is  eanren  of  all  or  of 

aught  ^ — 
Ixive,  laughter  or  mourning,  remenibiance 

of  rapture  or  fear  — 
That  fancy  ma^  faaluon  to  hang  in  the  ear 
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As  a  bird's  quick  song  nma  rottnd,  and  the 

hearts  in  us  bear 
Fauae  answer  tu  pstum,  and  again  the  Bame 

strain  caught^ 
So  tnoves  tbe  device  whence^  round  sA  a 

pearl  or  tear, 
A  roundel  is  wrought. 


A   FORSAKEN   GARDP" 

hx  a  ooj^n  of  the  eliff  between  1 
highland  I 
At  the  flea-down*8  edge  bet 
ward  and  lee, 
W^*d    round  with    rocka  as         i 
island^ 
The  ghost  of  a  garden  fronts  f 
A  zirdle  of  brushwood  and  the 


L  gJrnJ 

The  steepj  square  slope  of  t 
less  bed 
Whefe  th^  weeds  that  gfew  green  from 
the  graves  of  its  roses 
Now  lie  dead. 

The    fields    fall    southward,  abrupt    and 
broken, 
To  the  low  last  edge  of  the  long  lone 
land. 
If  a  step  should  sound    or  a   word    be 
spoken, 
Would  a  ghost  not  rise  at  the  strange 
guest's  hand  ? 
So  long  have  the  gray,  bare  walks  lain 
guestless, 
Through  branches  and  briers  if  a  man 
make  way, 
He  shall  find  no  life  but  the  sea-wind's, 
restless 

Night  and  day. 

The  dense,  hard  passage  is  blind  and  stifled 
That  crawls  by  a  track  none  turn  to 
climb 
To  the  strait  waste  place  that  the  years 
have  rifled 
Of  all  but  the  thorns  that  are  touch'd 
not  of  Time. 
The  thorns  he  spares   when   the   rose  is 
taken  ; 
The  rocks  are  left  when  he  wastes  the 
plain. 
The  wind  that  wanders,  the  weeds  wind- 
shaken, 

These  remain. 


Not  a  flower  to  be  pressed  of  the  foot  tha* 
falls  not ; 
As  the  heart  of  a  deiul  man  the  seed- 
plots  are  dry  ; 
From  the   thicket  of  thorns    whenee  the 
nightingale  calls  not. 
Could  she  call,  there  were  neTcr  a  rose  to 
reply. 
Over  the  meadows  that  blossom  and  witber 
^^-igs  but  the  note  of  a  sea-bird^a  song  | 
tlie  Ann  and  the  rain  come  hither 
All  year  long. 

an  bums  aere  and  the  min  disheTels 
I   gaunt  bleak  blossom  of  scentleM 

breath, 
the  wind  here  hovers  and  revels 
a  round  where  life  seems  barren  as 

death. 
there  was  laughing  of  old,  there  wm 
weeping, 
Haply,  of  lovers  none  ever  will  know« 
Whose  eyes  went  seaward  a   huDdred 
sleepmg 
^  Years  ago. 

Heart  handfast  in  hean  as  they  stood, 

"  Look  thither," 
Did  he  whisper  ?    "  Look  forth  from  the 

flowers  to  the  sea  ; 
For  the  foam-flowers  endure  when  the  rose- 

blossoms  wither. 
And  men  that  love  lightly  may  die  — 

but  we  ?  " 
And  the  same  wind  sang  and  the  same 

waves  whiten'd. 
And  or  ever  the  garden's  last  petab 

were  shed. 
In  the  lips   that  had  whisper'd,  the  eyes 

that  had  lighten'd, 
/  Love  was  dead. 

Dr  they  lov'd  their  life  through,  and  then 
went  whither  ? 
And  were  one  to  the  end  —  but  what  end 
who  knows  ? 
Love  deep  as  the  sea  as  a  rose  must  wither, 
As  the  rose-red  seaweed  that  mocks  the 
rose. 
Shall  the  dead  take  thought  for  the  dead 
to  love  them  ? 
What  love  was  ever  as  deep  as  a  grave  ? 
They  are  loveless  now  as  the  grass  above 
them 

Or  the  wave. 
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All  are  at  one  now,  roses  and  lovertf 
Not  knowD  o£  the  cliifs  and  the  fields 
and  the  sea. 
Not  a  breath  of  the  time  that  has  been 
hovers 
In  the  air  now  soft  with  a  Btimmer  to 
be. 
Not  a  breath  shall  there  sweeten  the  seasons 
hereafter 
Of  the  flowers  or  the  lovers  that  laugh 
now  or  weep, 
flThen,  as  thej  that  are  free  now  of  weeping 
and  laughter, 
We  shall  sleep. 


J Jiere 
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Here  deaih^nnij^eal  not  again  forevrr ; 
Here  change  may  come  not  till  all  c?hauge 
end, 

the  gmycs  thej  have  made  thej  shall 
rise  up  never, 
Who  hare  left  nought  liring  to  rayage 
and  rend. 
Carth,    stones,    and    thorns  of    the   wild 
ground  growing, 
While  the  gun  and  th©  ruin  lire,  thete 
shall  be  ; 
(Till   n  iMt  wind's   breath   upon  all  these 
I  blowing 

Roll  the  sea* 

mi  the  slow  sea  rise  and  the  sheer  cliff 
crtunble, 
Till  terrace  and  meadow  the  deep  gulfs 
drink, 
Till  the  strength  of  the  waves  of  the  high 
tides  humble 
The  fields  that  lessen,  the  rooks  that 
shrink, 
Here  now  in  his  triumph  where  all  things 
falter, 
Stretched  out  on  the  spoils  that  his  own 
hand  spread. 
As  a  god  self-slain  on  lus  own  strange 
alUr, 
I>eath  lies  dead. 


ON  THE   MONUMENT  ERECTED 
TO  MAZ21NI  AT  GENOA 

Italia,  mother  of  the  souls  of  men. 

Mother  divine, 
Of  all  that  ser?'d  thee  beat  with  sword  or 


pen, 
All  sons  of  thinei 


Thou  knowest  that  here  tlie  likeness  of  the 
best 
Before  thee  stands : 
The  head  most  high,  the  heart  found  faiths 
fulest, 
The  purest  hands* 

Above  the  fume  and  foam  of   time  that 
flits, 

Tlie  soul,  we  know, 
Now  sits  on  high  where  Altghieri  sits 

With  Angelo. 

Nor  his  own    beaTenly  tongue  hath  heib- 
I  venly  speech 

'  Enough  to  say 

Wltat    this    man    was,   whose    praise    no 
thought  maj  reach. 
No  wonls  can  weigh* 

Since  man*s  first  mother  brought  to  mortal 
birth 

Her  first-lwrn  son, 
Such  g^ce  befell  not  ever  man  on  earth 

As  Clowns  this  Due. 

Of  God  nor  man  was  ever  this  thing  said  : 

Tliat  he  could  give 
Life  back  to  her  who  gave  him,  that  bis 
dead 

Mother  might  li^'e. 

But  this  man  found  lus  mother  dead  and 


With  fast^eeal'd  eyea. 
And  bade  the  dead  rise  up  and  live  sgain. 
And  she  did  Ti»o  i 

And  all  the  world  was  bright  with  her 
through  him  : 
But  dark  with  strife, 
Like  heaven's  own  sou  that  storming  olonds 
bedim, 
W'as  aU  his  life. 

Life  and  the  clonds  are  vanished  ;  hate  and 
fear 

Have  had  their  span 
Of  time  to  hurt  and  are  not :  He  is  here 

The  sunlike  man. 

City  superb,  that  hadst  Columbus  firat 

For  sovereign  son, 
Be  prcmder  that  thy  breast  hath  later  nnrst 

This  mightier  Onew 
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Glory  bo  his  foraTCP,  'vhile  thta  land 

Lives  anc    «  free, 
Ab  with  controlling     reath  aud  mYevrnga 
hand 

Ho  bade  hor  be. 

Earth  ahowa  to  heaven  the  namea  by  thou* 
saiids  told 
Tiuit  erowu  her  Fataa  : 
But  highest  of  all  that  bearen  and  eartt 

behold 

^fihit  tf^nnne 


CADENCES 

I 

(mixor) 

The  atioient  memories  buried  H< 

Atid  the  oldeu  fancies  pass  ; 
The  old  ftweet  fioweMhoughta  ^ 

fly. 

And  die  as  the  April  cowslips  die, 
That  seatti^r  the  bloomy  grasa. 

All  dead,  mj  de&r  I  And  the  flowera  are 
dead, 

And  the  happy  blossoming  spring  ; 
The  winter  comes  with  its  iron  tread, 
The  fields  with  the  dying  sun  are  red, 

And  the  birds  have  ceas'd  to  sing. 

I  trace  the  steps  on  the  wasted  strand 

Of  the  vanished  springtime's  feet : 
Wither'd  and  dead  is  our  Fairyland, 
For  Love  and  Death  go  hand  in  hand 
Gro  hand  in  hand,  my  sweet ! 

II 
(major) 

Oh,  what  shall  be  the  burden  of  our 
rhyme, 

And  what  shall  be  our  ditty  when  the  blos- 
som 's  on  the  lime  ? 

Our  lips  have  fed  on  winter  and  on  weari- 
ness too  long : 

We  will  hail  the  royal  summer  with  a 
golden-footed  song ! 

O  lady  of  my  summer  and  my  spring, 
We  shall  hear  the  blackbird  whistle  and 

the  brown  sweet  throstle  sing. 
And  the  low  clear  noise  of  waters  running 

softly  by  our  feet. 
When  the  sights  and  sounds  of  summer  in 

the  green  clear  fields  are  sweet. 


shall  see  the  rosea  blowing  in  the 

green, 

iuk4ipp'd  roses  kissing  in  the  golden 

summer  sheen  ; 

latl  aee  the  fields  flower  thick  with 

stars  aJid  bells  of  lunimcr  gold, 

He  poppies  burn  out  red  and   sw«ct 

aeroM  the  eoni-<rn>wn'd  wold. 

time  aball  he  for  pleasure^  not  for 

pain  ; 
There  shal)  come  no  ghoat  of  grieving  for 

the  pa^t  bpt^'ixt  us  twain  ; 
But  in  the  time  of  roses  our  lives  shall  g^w 

together. 
And  our  love  be  as  the  love  of  gods  in  the 

blue  Olympic  weather. 


SIBYL 

Thib  is  the  glamour  of  the  world  antique : 
The  thyme-scents  of  Hymettus  fill  the  air, 
And  in  the  grass  narcissus-cups  are  fair. 
The  full  brook  wanders  through  the  ferns 

to  seek 
The   amber  haunts  of  bees  ;  and  on  the 

peak 
Of  the  soft  hill,  against  the  gold-marged 

sky. 
She  stands,  a  dream  from  out  the  days  gone 

Entreat  her  not      Indeed,  she  will   not 

speak ! 
Her  eyes  are  full  of  dreams  ;  and  in  her 

ears 
There  is  the  rustle  of  immortal  wings  ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  slow  breeze  be^rs 
Tlie   mystic    murmur  of    the    songs   she 

sings. 
Entreat  her  not :  she  sees  thee  not,  nor 

hears 
Aught  but  the  sights  and  sounda  of  bygooe 

springs. 
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THORGERDA 

Lo,  what  A  golden  dajr  it  b  I 

The  glad  sun  rivea  the  flapphire  deeps 
Dowt]  to  the  dijTi  penrKflocird  abyss 

Where,  cold  iu  death,  mj  lover  sleeps ; 


with  soft  fire  his  «ea-drench'd  hair» 
KiBses  with  gold  his  lips  death-pale, 
ts  down  from  heaven  a  golden  stair, 
I  Wliose  8tep»  me  thinks  hts  soul  duth  scale* 

Tbts  is  mj  treaaare.     White  and  sweet, 
Ho  lies  beneath  mj  ardent  eyiie, 

With  heart  that  nevermore  shall  beat, 
Nor  lips  press  softly  against  miue. 

How  like  a  dream  it  seems  to  me, 
i  The  time  when  hand  in  hand  we  went 

L_Bj  hill  and  valley,  I  and  he, 
^^L  Lost  in  a  trance  of  ravishment  I 

^1  and  my  lover  here  that  lies 

And  Sleeps  the  everlasting  sleep, 
We  walk'd  whilere  in  Pani£se  ; 

(Can  it  be  trae  ?)     Our  souls  drank  deep 

Toffeiher  of  Love*s  wonder- wine  ; 

We  saw  the  golden  days  go  by, 
Unheeding,  for  we  were  divme  ; 

Love  had  advanced  us  to  the  sky. 


And  of  that  time  no  traces  bin, 

Save  the  still  shape  that  once  did  hold 

My  lover^s  soul,  that  shone  tbereioy 
Aa  wine  laughs  in  a  vase  of  gold. 


'Old,  cold  he  lies,  and  answers  not 
Unto  my  speech  ;  his  mouth  is  cold 
Wlioae  kiBB  to  mine  was  sweet  and  hot 
As  sunshine  to  a  marigold. 


And  yet  his  pallid  lips  I  press  ; 

I  fold  his  neck  in  my  embrace  ; 
I  rain  down  kisses  none  the  lesa 

Upon  his  unresponsive  face  : 


call  on  him  with  all  the  fair 
Flowep-oames  tUnt  blossom  out  of  lave  ; 
halt  seft-jewels  in  his  hair  ; 
I  w^avo  fair  coronals  above 


The  cold,  sweet  silver  of  his  brow  i 

For  this  is  all  of  him  I  have  ; 
Nor  any  Future  more  thaji  now 

Bhali  give  me  back  what  Love  odm  gftTft* 


For  from  Death's  gate  our  lives  divide  ; 

His  was  the  GalLIean^s  faith  : 
With  those  that  serve  the  Crucified* 

He  sharM  the  chance  of  Life  and  DealL 

And  so  my  eyes  shall  never  light 
Upon  his  star-soft  eyes  again  ; 

Nor  ever  in  the  day  or  night, 
By  hill  or  valley,  wood  or  pUin, 

Our  hands  shall  meet  afresh.    His  voice 
Shall  never  with  its  silver  tone 

The  sadness  of  my  soul  rejoice, 

Nor  his  breast  throb  against  my  owtt. 

His  st^t  shall  never  unto  me 

Return  whilst  heaven  and  earth  remain  t 
Though  Time  blend  with  Etemitj', 

Our  lives  shall  never  meet  again,  — 

Never  by  gray  or  purple  sea. 
Never  again  in  heavens  of  bine, 

Never  in  this  old  earth  — ah  me  1 
Never,  ah  never  1  in  the  new* 

For  me,  be  treads  the  windless  ways 
Among  the  thick  star-diamonds, 

Where  in  the  middle  lether  blaxe 
The  Golden  City's  pearl  gate-fron<ls  ; 


Sitteth,  palm-crownM  and  silver- shod, 
Where  in  strange  dwellings  of  the 

The  Christians  to  their  Woman-God 
Cease  nevermore  from  psaUnodiet. 

And  I,  I  wait,  with  hageard  eyes 
And  face  grown  awful  for  desire, 

The  coming  of  that  Aerce  day*s  rise 
When  from  the  cities  of  the  Are 


The  Wolf  shall  come  with  blazing  crest. 
And  many  a  giant  arm'd  for  war  ; 

When  from  the  Min^iitie-^treaming  Westi 
Hell-ilaming,  speedeth  Naglhu-. 

LOVE*S   AUTUMN 

Yes,  loive,  the  Spring  shall  come  agauv 

But  not  as  once  it  came  : 
Onoe  more  in  meadow  and  in  laoo 

The  daffodils  shall  flame. 
The  cowslips  blow,  but  aU  in  vain  ; 

Alike,  yet  not  the  same. 

The  roses  that  we  pluck *d  of  old 
Were  dew*d  with  heart's  delight  | 
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Our  gladness  steepM  tbe  primros^gold 

In  imlf  iU  lovelj  light ; 
The  hopes  are  long  since  dead  and  cold 

That  fluih'd  the  wind-flowers'  white. 

Oh,  who  shall  give  ns  hack  our  Spring  t 

What  fipell  can  fill  the  air 
With  all  the  birds  of  painted  wing 

That  flftiig  for  na  whilei^e  ? 
What  charm  reelothe  with  blossoming 

Onr  lives,  grown  blank 

What  iuti  can  draw  the  t^ 

Back  to  hope's  faded 
What  stir  of  aammer  re 

Our  henrta'  wr&ok'd  gar^  ise  f 

What  flowei^  can  fill  the  f  not 

Where  now  the  nightsbi 

Tis  but  the  Autnmn'ft  chi 
That  mooks  the  glow  ol         '  j 

Tis  hut  the  pallid  bLndwecK»«  «tm 
Across  our  garden  waj. 

Pale  orchids,  scentless  every  one, 
Ghosts  of  the  summer  day. 

Yet,  if  it  must  be  so,  't  is  well : 
What  part  have  we  in  June  ? 

Our  hearts  have  all  forgot  the  spell 
That  held  the  summer  noon  ; 

We  echo  back  the  cuckoo's  knell, 
And  not  the  linnet's  tune. 

What  shall  we  do  with  roses  now. 
Whose  cheeks  no  more  are  red  ? 

What  violets  should  deck  our  brow, 
Whose  hopes  long  since  are  fled  ? 

Recalling  many  a  wasted  vow 
And  many  a  faith  struck  dead. 

Bring  heath  and  pimpernel  and  rue. 
The  Autumn's  sober  flowers  : 

At  least  their  scent  will  not  renew 
The  thought  of  happy  hours, 

Nor  drag  sad  memory  oack  unto 
That  lost  sweet  time  of  ours. 

Faith  is  no  sun  of  summertide, 

Only  the  pale,  calm  light 
That,  when  the  Autumn  clouds  divide, 

Hangs  in  the  watchet  height, — 
A  lamp,  wherewith  we  may  abide 

The  coming  of  the  night. 
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And  yet,  beneath  its  languid  raji 
The  moorlands  bare  and  dry 

Bethink  them  of  the  sumtaer  day^ 
And  flower,  far  and  nigh, 

With  fragile  memories  of  the  Mjiyi 
Blue  as  the  August  akj^ 

These  are  our  flowefs :   they  h&Te 
scent 
To  mock  our  waste  desire. 
To  bint  of  bygone  ravishment 
To  stir  the  laded  fire  : 
!be  very  soul  of  snd  content 
Dwells  in  each  azure  spire* 

have  no  violets  :  yon  laid 
Your  blight  u{>on  them  all  : 

t  was  your  hand,  alas  I  that  i 
My  roses  fade  and  fall, 

'our  breath  mj  lilies  that  forbade 
To  come  at  Suminer's  call. 


Yet  take  these  seentlcsiE  flowers  and  pal 

The  last  of  all  my  year  : 
Be  tender  to  them  ;  they  are  frail : 

But  if  thou  hold  them  dear, 
I  '11  not  their  brighter  kin  bewail. 

That  now  lie  cold  and  sere. 


SONGS'  END 

The  chime  of  a  bell  of  gold 

That  flutters  across  the  air. 
The  sound  of  a  singing  of  old, 
The  end  of  a  tale  that  is  told. 
Of  a  melody  strange  and  fair. 
Of  a  joy  that  has  grown  despair  : 

For  the  things  that  have  been  for  me 
I  shall  never  have  them  again  ; 

The  skies  and  the  purple  sea. 

And  day  like  a  melod}^ 

And  night  like  a  silver  rain 
Of  stars  on  forest  and  plain. 

They  are  shut,  the  gates  of  the  day  ; 
The  night  has  faflen  on  me  : 

My  life  is  a  lightless  way  ; 

I  sing  yet,  while  as  I  may  f 

Some  day  I  shall  cease,  maybe : 
I  shall  live  on  yet,  you  will  see. 


^^B 
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K                             achat 

POOR  WITHERED  ROSE 

S3ri&sc^                                     B 

I  will  not  let  thee  go.                                  ^| 

Had  not  the  great  sun  seen,  I  might  j         ^^^H 

Poor  withered  rose  and  diy, 

Or  were  he  reckoned  slow                     ^^^H 

Skeleton  of  a  rose, 

To  bring  the  false  to  light,                   ^^^H 

Risen  to  testify 

Then  might  I  let  thee  go.                   ^^H 

To  IoTe*8  sad  dose  : 

^^^^H 

I  will  not  let  thee  go.                          ^^^^| 

Treaaur'd  for  love's  sveet  saka, 

The  stars  that  crowd  the  summer  ikiei      ^^^H 

That  of  joy  past 

Have  watch'd  us  so  below                    ^^^^| 

Tbou  mtghtst  ngaia  awake 

With  all  their  million  eyei|                 ^^^^| 

Memory  at  U&t. 

I  dare  not  let  thee  go.                         ^^^^| 

ITet  U  thy  perfume  sweet ; 

1  will  not  let  thee  go.                           ^^^H 

Thy  petalt  red 
Y0I  tell  of  summer  heat. 

Have  we  not  chid  the  changeful  mooii«             ^H 

Now  rising  late,  and  now                     ^^^W 

And  the  gay  bed  : 

Because  she  set  too  soon,                     ^^^^| 

And  shall  I  let  thee  go  ?                      ^^^| 

Tet,  yet  recall  the  glow 

^^^^^1 

Of  the  gazing  sun, 

I  will  not  let  thee  go.                           ^^^H 

When  at  thy  biiah  we  two 

Have  not  the  young  ilowen  b««n  contentt  ^^^| 

Jom*€i  hands  in  one* 

Plucked  ere  their  buds  oouid  blow^        ^^^| 

To  aeal  our  saenuoeut  7                      ^^^^M 

But,  rose,  thou  haat  not  seen, 

1  caimol  lei  thee  go.                            ^^^| 

H             Thou  ha»t  oot  wept. 

^^^^M 

H       The  change  that  pass'd  between 

I  will  not  let  tbee  go.                           ^^^H 

■            Whibt  thou  hast  slept 

■ 

Thoo  savest  farewell,  and,  lo  t            ^^^^| 
I  hare  thee  br  the  hands*                    ^^^H 
And  will  not  let  thee  go.                     ^^^H 

■       To  me  thou  seemeut  vet 

■            Tbe  dead  dream^s  thrall ; 

H        While  I  lii'e  and  forget 

^^^^H 

^M           Dream,  truth,  and  alL 

^^^^M 

■ 

UPON  THE  SHORE            ^^H 

H        Thou  art  more  fresh  than  I, 

^^^H 

H            RosOf  sweet  and  red  : 

Who  has  not  walkM  apon  the  shore*         ^^^H 

Salt  on  my  pale  cheeks  lie 

And  who  does  not  the  morning  know,        ^^^H 

The  tears  I  shed. 

The  day  the  angry  gale  is  o'er,                    ^^^^| 
The  hour  the  wmd  has  oeas'd  to  blow  ?      ^^^| 

1 

™l  WILL  NOT   LET  THEE  GO 

The  horses  of  the  strong  southwest             ^^^H 

Are  pastured  round  his  tropic  tent,              ^^^H 
Cazelesa  how  lon^  the  oeeau's  breast         ^^^^| 
Sob  on  and  sigh  for  pasaioti  spent             ^^^^| 

I  wnx  not  let  thee  go. 

£ads  all  our  tnouth-lotig  love  in  thia  7 

H        Can  tt  be  summ'd  up  m^ 

^^^^H 

B       Quit  in  a  single  kite  ? 

The  frigbten'd  biids,  that  fled  tnland         ^^H 

■       1  will  not  let  thee  iro. 

To  house  in  rock  and  tower  and  tree,         ^^^^M 

■ 

Are  gnthuriu^  on  the  peaceful  strandf        ^^^H 

■^       I  will  not  let  thee  ga 

To  tempt  agam  the  sunny  sea  ;                   ^^^H 

II  thy  words'  breath  could  aoare  thy 

^^^^H 

deeds, 

Whereon  the  timid  shipe  steal  out             ^^^H 

As  the  soft  sottth  can  blow 

And  laugh  to  find  their  foe  asleep,             ^^^^| 

And  toss  the  feather*d  seeds, 

That  hitely  seatter'd  them  aWut,               ^^^| 

■       Then  might  I  let  thee  go. 

And  drave  them  to  the  fold  Uke  ebeepb            ^H 
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The  anow-wbite  clouds  h^  notthward  cliaa'd 
Break  into  phalanx,  line,  aud  band  ; 
All  one  way  ta  the  Booth  tbey  baste. 
The  soutli,  their  pleasant  fatherland. 

From  diatant  hilU  their  ahadotrs  creep. 
Arrive  in  turn  and  mount  the  tea. 
And  flit  aoroas  the  dowtiSi  and  leap 
Sheer  off  the  cliff  upon  the  sea  ; 

And  sail  and  sail  far  out  c 
And  still  I  watch  their  fli 
That,  pi  line  all  the  ioutb 
Dapple  in  France  the  ferlt 


A  PASSER- 

Whtthes,  O  splendid  shipi  t 

crowding, 
Leaning  acrosa  the  bosom  m         lufw^ 
West, 
That  feareat  nor  ilea  riaing,  nor  &ky  cloud- 
ing* 
Whither  away,  fair  rover,  and  what  thy 

quest  ? 
Ah  1  soon,  when  Winter  has  all  our  vales 
opprest, 
When  skies  are  cold  and  misty,  and  hail  is 
burling. 
Wilt  thou  glide  on  the  blue  Pacific,  or  rest 
In  a  summer  haven  asleep,  thy  white  sails 
furling. 

I  there  before  thee,  in  the  country  so  well 
thou  knowest. 
Already  arriv'd,  am  inhaling  the  odorous 
air ; 
I  watch  thee  enter  unerringly  where  thou 
goest. 
And  anchor  queen  of  the  strange  shipping 

there. 
Thy  sails  for  awnings  spread,  thy  masts 
bare  ; 
Kor  is  aught,  from  the  foaming  reef  to  the 
snow-capp'd,  grandest 
Peak  that  is  over  the  feathery  palms, 
more  fair 
Than  thou,  so  upright,  so  stately,  and  still 
thou  standest. 

And  yet,  O  splendid  ship,  unhail'd   and 
nameless, 
I  know  not  if,  aiming  a  fancy,  I  rightly 
divine 


That  thou  hast  a  purpose  joyful,  a  coun 
blamelese, 
Thy  port  asiiir'd  in  a  happier  land  tk 

mine. 
But  for  all  I  have  given  thee,  beat 
enough  is  thine, 
As  thou,  aslant  with  trim  tackle  and  shroi 
iog, 
From  the  proud  nostril  curve  of  a  pro' 

line 
the  offing  scatterest  foam,  thy  white  si 
crowding. 

I  ELEGY 

I  HATE  lov'd  Howers  that  fade, 

"Within  whose  magie  tenta 
Rich  hues  have  marriage  made 
With  sweet  unmemoried  s-canta : 
A  honeymoon  delight,  — 
A  joy  of  love  at  sight, 
That  agt*B  ia  an  hour  ;  — 
My  aong  he  like  a  flower  ! 

I  have  lov'd  airs  that  die 
Before  their  charm  is  writ 
Along  a  liquid  sky 
Trembling  to  welcome  it. 
Notes,  that  with  pulse  of  fire 
Proclaim  the  spirit's  desire, 
Then  die,  and  are  nowhere  :  — 
My  song  be  like  an  air  ! 

Die,  song,  die  like  a  breath, 
And  wither  as  a  bloom  : 
Fear  not  a  flowery  death. 
Dread  not  an  airy  tomb  t 
Fly  with  delight,  fly  hence  f 
'T  was  thine  love's  tender  sense 
To  feast  ;  now  on  thy  bier 
Beauty  shall  shed  a  tear. 

THOU    DIDST   DELIGHT   M\ 
EYES 

Thou  didst  delight  my  eyes  : 
Yet  who  am  I  ?  nor  first 
Nor  last  nor  best,  that  durst 
Once  dream  of  thee  for  prize  ; 
Nor  this  the  only  time 
Thou  shalt  set  love  to  rhyme. 

Thou  didst  delight  my  ear  : 
Ah  I  little  praise  ;  thy  voice 
Makes  other  hearts  rejoice 
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1  all  ears  glad  tlmt  hear  ; 
I  iliort  my  joj  :  but  jet, 
O  Bong,  do  not  forget. 

For  what  wert  thou  to  me  ? 
How  skall  I  say  ?    The  moon, 
That  powr'd  her  midmght  iiooii 
Upon  his  wrecking  sea  ;  — 
A  Bail,  that  for  a  day 
Has  cheer'd  the  casl^iway. 


AWAKE,   MY  HEART  I 

AwAK£»  my   heart,  to   be  lov'd,  awake, 
awake  I 
^LUie  darktieea  ailvers  away,  the  mom  doth 

■  break, 

^Hi  leaps  in  the  Bky  :  unrifleti  lattres  akke 
BtTbe  o*ertakeii  moon.      Awake,  O  hearty 

■  awake  1 

8he,  too,  that  loveth  a^'aketh  and  hopes  for 

thee  ; 
Hef  eyes  already  have  sped  the  shades  that 

flee. 
Already  they  watch  the  path  thy  feet  shall 

take  I 
Awake,  O  heart  to  be  lov*d,  awake^  awake  I 

And  if  thou  tarry  from  her,  —  if  this  could 
be, — 

She  Cometh  herself,  O  heart,  to  be  loT^d^  to 
thee  ; 

For  thee  would  unashamed  herself  for- 
sake : 

Awake  to  be  loVd,  my  heart,  awake, 
awake ! 


wakel    The  land  is  scatter'd  with  light, 

and  see, 
Uucanopied  sleep  is  flying  from  field  and 

tree; 
And  blossoming  boughs  of  April  in  laughter 

shake  : 
Awake,  O  heart,  to  be  loT*d,  awake,  awake! 

Lo,  all  things  wake  and  tarry  and  look  for 
thee : 

She  looketh  and  saith,  **  O  sun,  now  bring 
him  to  me. 

Come,  more  ador*d,  O  adorM,  for  his  com- 
ing's sake, 

And  awake,  my  heart,  to  be  lov'd,  awake, 


awake  1 


O   YOUTH   WHOSE   HOPE   IS 
HIGH 

O  YOUTH  whose  hope  is  high, 
Who  doth  to  truth  aspire. 
Whether  thou  live  or  die, 
O  look  not  Ijack  nor  tire. 

Thou  that  art  bold  to  fly 
Through  tempest,  flood  and  fire, 
Nor  doat  not  shrink  to  try 
Thy  heart  in  torments  dire,  — 

If  thou  canst  Death  defy. 
If  thy  Faith  is  entire, 
Press  onward,  for  thine  eye 
Shall  see  thy  heartV  desire. 

Beauty  and  love  are  nigh. 
And  with  their  deathless  quire 
Soon  shall  thine  eager  cry 
Be  numbered  and  expire. 


SO  SWEET  LOVE  SEEMED 

So  sweet  love  seem*d  that  April  mom, 
When  first  we  kiss'd  beside  Ujp  tliorn, 
So  strangely  sweet,  it  waa  not  strange 
We  thought  that  love  eould  never  change* 

But  I  can  tell  — let  truth  be  told  — 
That  love  will  change  in  growing  old  ; 
Though  day  by  day  is  nought  to  see 
So  delicate  his  motions  be« 

And  in  the  end  *t  will  come  to  pass 
Quite  to  forget  what  once  be  was. 
Nor  even  in  fancy  to  pccall 
The  pleasure  that  was  all  in  alL 

His  little  spring,  tliat  sweet  we  found. 
So  deep  in  summer  floods  is  drown'd, 
I  wonder,  hath*d  in  joy  complete, 
How  love  so  young  eould  be  so  sweet. 

ASIAN   BIRDS 

Ik  this  May^month,  by  grace 
of  heaven,  thin^  shoot  apeoa* 

The  wailing  multitude 

of  fair  boughs  in  the  wond,-» 

How  few  davs  have  array  *d 
their  beauty  in  green  shade  t 


E^ 

a 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H 

L 

^^^^^H|^^^^^H 

■ 

■ 

^^^^^^^l^^^l 

1 
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What  have  I  seen  or  heard  7 

To  make  a  t^Lg^  of  song^ 

it  was  the  yellow  bird 

where  feather'd  lovers  throng. 

Sang  in  the  tree  :  be  flev 

a  &Lme  against  the  blae  ; 

How  Uie  delicious  notes 

Upward  he  fksb*d.    Again, 

ecane  bubbling  from  tlieir  thfoaH  1 

hark  1  't  is  Ms  heaveiily  stralOi 

Fall  and  sweet,  bow  they  ure  shed 
Like  round  pearli  from  a  thread  K 

Another  t    Huah  I    Behold i 

The  motions  of  their  dight 

manj,  like  boats  of  gold| 

are  wishes  of  delight. 

From  waving  bmueb  to  bt^uaek 
their  airy  Dodies  biuneb* 

^^g 

[earing  their  song^  I  traoe            ^^H 

What  music  ia  like  this. 

the  secret  of  their  grace ••           ^^^| 

where  eaeh  note  is  a  kiss  f 

Ji,  conld  I  this  fair  time               ^^H 

I 

io  fashion  into  rhyme,                  ^^^^ 

The  golden  willows  lift 

he  poem  that  I  sing                             1 

their  boughs  the  sim  to  sift : 

^frenld  be  the  voice  of  spring.             1 

Their  silken  streamers  screen 

m                                1 

the  skj  with  veils  of  green, 

im          1 

%ttfym  <9'i&^u| 

fj!m0^ 

THE  FAIR  MAID  AND  THE  SUN 

O  80NB  of  men,  that  toil,  and  love  with 
tears ! 

Know  ye,  O  sons  of  men,  the  maid  who 

dwells 
Between  the  two  seas  at  the  Dardanelles  ? 
Her  face  hath  charm'd  away  the  change 

of  years, 
And  all  the  world  is  filled  with  her  spells. 

No  task  is  hers  forever,  but  the  play 
Of  setting  forth  her  beauty  day  by  day  : 
There  in  your  midst,  O  sons  of  men  that 
toil, 
She  laughs  the  long  eternity  away. 

The  chains  about    her    neck  are    many- 

pearFd, 
Rare  gems  are  those  round  which  her  hair 

is  curl'd  ; 
She  hath  all  flesh  for  captive,  and  for 

spoil, 
The  fruit  of  all  the  labor  of  the  world. 

She  getteth  up  and  maketh  herself  bare, 
And    letteth    down    the    wonder    of    her 
hair 
Before  the  sun  ;  the  heavy  golden  locks 
Fall  in  the  hollow  of  her  shoulders  fair. 


She   taketh  from  the  lands,  as  shb  may 

please. 
All  jewels,  and  all  corals  from  the  seas  ; 

She  layeth  them  in  rows  upon  the  rocks  ; 
Laugheth,  and   bringeth  fairer  ones  than 

these. 

Five  are  the  goodly  necklaces  that  deck 
The  place  between  her  bosom   and    her 

neck ; 
She  passeth   many  a  bracelet    o'er  her 

hands ; 
And,  seeing  she  is  white  without  a  fleck, 

And  seeing  she  is  fairer  than  the  tide, 
And  of  a  beauty  no  man  can  abide, 

Proudly  she  standeth  as  a  goddess  stands, 
And  mocketh  at  the  sun  and  sea  for  pride  : 

And  to  the  sea  she  saith  :  "  O  silver  sea. 
Fair  art  thou,  but  thou  art  not  fair  like  me  . 
Open  thy  white-tooth 'd,  dimpled  mouths 

and  try  ; 
They  laugh  not  the  soft  way  I  laugh  at 

thee." 

And  to  the  sun  she  saith  :  *^  O  golden  sun, 

Fierce  is  thy  burning  till  the  day  is  done ! 

But  thou  shalt    bum   mere   grass  and 

leaves,  while  I 

Shall  bum  the  hearts  of  men  up  every  one.** 


^^H 

ARTHUR  O'SHAUGHNESSY 

441          1 

O   fair    and    dreadful    u    the   maid  who 

Love,  have  you  stirred  down  there  in  your     ^J 

dwells 

dreams                                                      ^H 

Between  the  two  seas  at  the  Dardanelles,  — 

Through  the  sunny  days  or  the  rain  ?          ^H 

Aa  fair  attd  dt«ad   aA  io   the  ancient 

Ah,  no  I  thi  same  peace  :  yon  are  happy         1 
8«>;                                                               J 

And  stOl  the 'world  is  filled  with  her  Hpells. 

And  your  flowers,  how  do  they  grow  ?             ^H 

1  sons  of  men,  that  toil,  and  lore  with  tears  1 

Your  roee  has  a  bud  :    is  it  meant  fog 
me? 
Ah,  little  red  gift  put  up 

iAS   SUMMER  COME  WITHOUT 

So  silently,  like  a  child's  present,  you  see 

Lying  beside  your  cup  ! 
And  geranium  leavea,  —  I  will  take,  if  I 

THE   ROSE? 

Has  summer  come  without  the  rose, 

may, 

Or  left  the  birtl  behind  ? 

Two  or  three  to  carry  away.                            ^H 

Is  the  blue  changed  a1:K>ve  thee, 

^^M 

0  world  1  or  am  I  blind  ? 

I  went  not  far.     In  yon  world  of  ours            ^^M 

Grow  ugly  weeds.     With  my  heart,           ^^M 

Or  only  change  this  spot, 

Thinking    of    you  and    your  garden    of          V 

Where  she  who  said,  I  love  thee, 

flowers,                                                           1 

Now  aays,  I  love  thee  not  ? 

I  went  to  do  my  part,                                           1 

Plucking  up,  where  they  poiaon  the  human         J 

Fhe  skies  seem*d  true  above  thee, 

wheat,                                                         ^^1 

The  rose  true  on  the  tree  ; 

The  weeds  of  cant  and  deceit                          ^H 

"      The  bird  seem'd  true  the  summer  through, 

^1 

But  all  prov'd  faUc^  to  me« 

T  is  a  hideous  thing  I  have  seen,  and  the          I 

World,  is  there  one  sood  thing  in  you. 

toil                                                                ^M 

Begets  few  thanks,  much  hate  ;                    ^H 

Since  lips  that  sang,  I  love  thee, 

And  the  new  crop  only  will  And  the  soil          ^H 

Have  said,  I  love  tbee  not  ? 

Less  foul,  —  for  the  old  *t  is  too  Ute.           ^H 

I  eome  haek  to  the  only  spot  I  know               ^H 

I  think  the  Bun*s  kiss  will  scarce  fall 

Where  a  weed  wiU  never  grow.                       ^H 

Into  one  flower's  gold  cup  ; 
I  think  the  bird  willmi^s  me, 

^^M 

^H 

And  give  the  summer  up. 

SILENCES                          ^1 

0  sweet  place,  desolate  in  tall 

^^H 

Wild  grasB^  hmTe  yoti  forgot 

T  IS  a  world  of  silences.     I  gave  a  err          ^^M 
In  the  first  sorrow  my  heart  could  not          1 

How  her  lips  lov'd  to  kiss  me, 

Now  that  they  kiss  me  not  7 

withstand ;                                                     J 

I  saw  men  pause,  and  listen,  end  look  tad,     ^H 

tie  false  or  fair  above  me  ; 

Aa  though  no  answer  in  their  hearts  tbey    ^H 

Come  back  with  any  faee. 

bad ;                                                        ^^t 

Slimmer  1  —  do  I  care  what  you  do  ? 

Some  tnm'd  away,  tome  came  and  took          1 

You  oa&oot  change  one  place,  — 

Ibe  gnvH,  the  leaves,  the  earth,  the  dew, 

For  all  reply.                                                        ^^M 

The  grave  I  make  the  spot,  — 

^^ 

Here,  where  she  used  to  love  me, 

I  stood  beside  a  grave*     Years  had  passed 

Here,  where  the  lov^s  me  not. 

i>y; 

Sick    with  unanswer  d   life  I  tum*d   to 

deaUi* 

AT  HER  GRAVE 

And  whisper'd    all    my  qnetlion  to  the 

grave. 

I  RAVS  8tay*d  too  long  f.*om  your  grave,  it 

And  wateh*d  the  flowers  deiolatehr  wave. 
And  grass  stir  on  it  with  a  fitM  hrealht 

teems; 

Kow  I  eome  back  again. 

For  all  reply.                                                   ^H 

Mt 
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I  rak'd  mj-   ejea   to  heaven  ;  mj  prajer 

went  high 
Id  to  the  luiubous  myvt^wj  of  tbe  blue  i 
Mj  thought   of    €k)d  was  purer  than  m 

flame. 
And  God  it  aeem'd  a  little  nearer  eame, 
Then  passed  ',  aud  greater  fitiU  the  ailenoe 
grew, 
For  all  reply. 

But  jon  I    If  I  can  i|>eak  befar 
I  spoke  to  jott  with  all   m; 
when 
I  look  at  you  %  la  still  wy  soul 
Ohj  in  your  heart  was  there  l 
me? 
AH  would   have  anawer'd  had 
swer'd  then 
With  even  a  aigh. 


IF  SHE   BUT   KNEW 

If  she  hut  knew  that  I  am  weeping 

Still  for  her  iiake» 
That  love  and  aorrow  grow  with  keeping 

Till  they  muBt  break. 
My  heart  that  breaking  wUl  adore  her, 

Be  hers  and  die  ; 
If  she  might  hear  me  once  implore  her; 

Would  fihe  not  sigh  ? 

liQ  but  knew  thai  it  would  save  me 

MT  voice  to  hear, 

ing  »he  plded  me,  forgave  me, 

[list  she  forbear  ? 

iie  were  told  that  I  was  dyingi 

fo\x\d  she  be  dumb  ? 

Id  sh<^  content  herself  with  sighing  T 

Tould  she  not  come  f 


Pflili)}  tSourftr  9[^ar^ton 

A  GREETING 


Rise  up,  my  song  1  stretch  forth  thy  wings 

and  fly 
With  no  delayinc;,  over  shore  and  deep  ! 
Be  with   my  lady  when  she  wakes  from 

sleep  ; 
Touch    her  with    kisses    softly    on    each 

eye  ; 
And  say,  before  she  puts  her  dreaming 

by: 
"  Within  the  palaces  of  slumber  keep 
One  little  niche  wherein  sometimes  to  weep 
For  one  who  vainly  toils  till  he  shall  die  t '' 
Yet  say  again,  a  sweeter  thing  than  this  : 
''  His  life  18  wasted  by  his  love  for  thee." 
Then,  looking  o'er  the  fields  of  memory. 
She  'U  find  perchance,  o'ergrown  with  grief 

and  bliss, 
Some  flower  of  recollection,  pale  and  fair, 
That  she,  through  pity,  for  a  day  may  wear. 


A  VAIN   WISH 

I  WOULD  not,  could  I,  make  thy  life  as 

mine  ; 
Only  I  would,  if  such  a  thing  might  be, 
Thou  should st  not,  love,  forget  me  utterly  ; 
Tea,  when  the  sultry  stars  of  summer  shine 


On   dreaming  woods,  where  nightingales 

repine, 
I  would  that  at  such  times  should  come  to 

thee 
Some  thought  not  quite  unmix'd  with  pain, 

of  me,  — 
Some  little  sorrow  for  a  soul's  decline. 
Yea,  too,  I  would  that  through  thy  brightest 

times. 
Like    the    sweet    burden  of   remember'd 

rhymes. 
That  gentle  sadness  should  be  with  thee, 

dear ; 
And  when  the  gates  of  sleep  are  on  thee 

shut, 
I   would    not,   even    then,  it    should   be 

mute. 
But  murmur,  shell-like,  at  thy  spirit's  ear. 


LOVE'S   MUSIC 

Love  held  a  harp  between  bis  bands,  and, 

lol 
The  master  hand,  upon    the  haq>-strings 

laid 
By  way  of  prelude,  such  a  sweet  tone 

play'd 
As  made  the  heart  with  happy  tears  o'e^ 

flow ; 
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Then  sad  and  wild  did  that  strange  mosio 

grow, 
And,  ^  like  the  wail  of  woods  hy  storm 

gusts  swayed, 
WhUe  yet  the  awful  thunder's  wrath  is 

stay'd, 
And  earth  lies  faint  beneath  the  coming 

blow,  — 
Still  wilder  wax'd  the  tune  ;  until  at  length 
The  stronfi^  strings,  strain'd  by  sudden  stress 

and  sharp 
Of  that  musician's  hand  intolerable, 
And  jarr'd  by  sweep  of  unrelenting  strength, 
Sunder'd,  and  all  the  broken  music  felL 
Such  was  Love's  music,  —  lo,  the  shatter'd 

harp ! 

THE  ROSE  AND  THE  WIND 

DAWN 

The  Rose 
When,  think  you,  comes  the  Wind, 
The    Wind    that    kisses    me    and    is    so 

kind? 
Lo,  how  the  Lily   sleeps  t   her  .sleep    is 

light ; 
Would  I    were   like  the   Lily,  pale  and 

white  I 
Wm  the  Wind  come  ? 

The  Beech 
Perchance  for  you  too  soon. 

The  Rose 
If  not,  how  could  I  live  until  the  noon  ? 
What,  think   you,  Beech-tree,  makes   the 

Wind  delay? 
Why  cemes  he  not  at  breaking  of  the  day  ? 

The  Beech 
Hush,  child,  and,  like  the  Lily,  go  to  sleep. 

The  Rose 
fou  know  I  cannot. 

The  Beech 
Nay,  then,  do  not  weep. 

{After  a  pause) 

Your  lover  comes,  be  happy  now,  O  Rose ! 
He  softly  through  my  ending   branches 

goes. 
Boon  he  shall  come,  and  you  shall  feel  his 


The  Rose 
Alreadv  my  flush'd  heart  grows  faint  with 

Love,  I  have  long'd  for  you  through  all  the 
night 

The  Wind 
And  I  to  kiss  your  petals  warm  and  bright. 

The  Rose 

Laugh  round  me.  Love,  and  kiss  me  ;  it  is 

welL 
Nay,  have  no  fear,  the  Lily  will  not  telL 

MORNING 

The  Rose 
T  was  dawn  when  first  yon  oame  ;  and 

now  the  sun 
Shines  brightly  and  the  dews  of  dawn  are 

done. 
"T  is  well  yon  take  me  so  in  your  embrace  ; 
But  lay  me  back  again  into  my  place. 
For  I  am  worn,  peniaps  with  bliss  extreme. 

The  Wind 

Nay,  you  must  wake.  Love,  from  this  child« 
ish  dream. 

The  Rose 

'T  is  you.  Love,  who  seem  changed  ;  your 

lauffh  is  loud. 
And  'neath  your  stormy  kiss  my  head  is 

bow'd. 
O  Love,  O  Wind,  a  space  will  you  not  spare  ? 

The  Wind 
Not  while  your  petals  are  so  soft  and  fair. 

TheRose 
Mj  buds  are  blind  with  leaves,  they  cannot 

O  Love,  O  Wind,  will  you  not  pity  me  ? 

EVENING 

The  Beech 
O  Wind,  a  word  with  you  before  you  pass  ; 
What  did  you  to  the  Kose  that  on  the  grass 
Broken  she  lies  and  pale,  who  lov'd  you  so  ? 

The  Wind 

Roses  must  live  and  love,  and  winds  most 
blow. 
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HOW  MY  SONG  OF  HER  BEGAN 

God  made  my  lady  lovely  to  behold,  — 
AboTe  the  nainter  b  dream  be  set  tier  face^ 
And  WTouffht  her  body  in  divineat  grace  ; 
He  touehM  the  brown  hfLtr  with  a  sense  of 

gold; 
And  in  the  perfect  form  He  did  enfold 
What  waa  alone  qm  perfect,  the  sweet  heart  ; 
Knowledge  moat  rare  to  her  He  did  impart  ' 
And  Aird  with  love  ajid  worship  nil 

days. 
And  then  God  thought  Him  hoii 

be  well 
To  give  her  muaie  ;  and  to  Love  H 
**  Bring  thou  some  niinstrel  now 

may  tell 
How  fair  and  sweet  a  thing  My  bandi  ] 

made/* 
Then  at  Love's  caU  I  came,  boVd  di 

my  beady 
And  at  ni&  will  my  lyre  grew  audible. 


THE  OLD  CHURCHYARD  OF 
BONCHURCH 

The  churchyard  leans  to  the  sea  with  its 

dead,  — 
It  leans  to  the  sea  with  its  dead  so  long. 
Do  they  hear,   I  wonder,  the  first  bird's 

song, 
When  the  winter's  anger  is  all  but  fled  ; 
The  high,  sweet  voice  of  the  west  wind, 
The  fail  of  the  warm,  soft  rain, 
When  the  second  month  of  the  year 
Puts  heart  in  the  earth  again  ? 

Do  they  hear,   through    the    glad    April 

weather. 
The  green  grasses  waving  above  them  ? 
Do  they  thmk  there  are  none  left  to  love 

them. 
They  have  lain  for  so  long  there  together  ? 
Do  they  hear  the  note  of  the  cuckoo. 
The  cry  of  gulls  on  the  wing, 
The  laughter  of  winds  and  waters. 
The  feet  of  the  dancing  Spring  ? 

Do  they  feel  the   old  land  slipping  sea- 
ward,— 
The  old  land,  with  its  hills  and  its  graves,  — 
As  they  gradually  slide  to  the  waves. 
With  the  wind  blowing  on  them  from  lea- 
ward? 


Do  they  know  of  the  change  that  &imU 

them,  — 
The  sepulchre  vast  and  stmnge  ? 
Do  they  long  for  the  days  to  go  OTer, 
And  bring  that  miraculous  change  7 

Or  love  they  their  night  with  no  moonh'gbt. 
With  no  starlight^  no  dawn  to  its  gloom  ? 
Do  they  sigh  i  "  'Neath  the  snow,  or  the 
bloom 

io  wild   things  that  wave  from  tnn 
night, 

te  warm,  through  winter  and  summer ; 

ear  the  winds  rave,  and  we  say  ; 

storm'^wind  blows  over  our  headij 

r©  here  are  out  of  its  way  * "  ? 

Bj  mumble  low,  one  to  anotberi 
a  senfte  that  the  waters  that  thunder 
bgatber  them  all,  draw  them  under '. 
how  long  to  our  moving,  my  brother  ? 
^^^^ ..  long  ihsul  we  quietly  rest  here, 
In  graves  of  darkness  and  ease  ? 
The  waves,  even  now,  may  be  on  us. 
To  draw  us  down  under  the  seas  ! '' 

Do  they  think  't  will  be  cold  when  the  waters 
That  they  love  not,  that  neither  can  love 

them. 
Shall  eternally  thunder  above  them  ? 
Have  they  dread  of  the  sea's  shining  dangb- 

ters. 
That  people  the  bright  sea-regions 
And  play  with  the  young  sea4:ings  ? 
Have  they  dread  of  their  cold  enibraces, 
And  dread  of  all  strange  sea-things  ? 

But  their  dread  or  their  joy,  —  it  Lb  bootless : 
They  shall  pass  from  the  breast  of  their 

mother  ; 
They  shall  lie  low,  dead  brother  by  brother, 
In  a  place  that  is  radiant  and  fruitless ; 
And  the  folk  that  sail  over  their  heads 
In  violent  weather 

Shall  come  down  to  them,  haply,  and  all 
They  shall  lie  there  together. 

GARDEN   FAIRIES 

Keen  was  the  air,  the  sky  was  very  light 
Soft  with  shed  snow  my  garden  was,aDd 

white. 
And,  walking  there,  I  heard  upon  the  night 

Sudden  sound  of  little  voices, 

Just  the  prettiest  of  noises. 
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It  was  the    strangest,  subtlest,  sweetest 

sound  : 
It  seem'd    above   me,  seem'd   upon   the 

ground, 
Then  swiftly  seem'd  to  eddy  roond  and 
round, 
Till  I  said  :  "  To-night  the  air  is 
Surely  full  of  garden  fairies." 

And  all  at  once  it  seem'd  I  grew  aware 
That  little,  shininr  presences  were  there,  — 
White  shapes  and  red  shapes  danced  upon 
the  air  ; 
Then  a  peal  of  silver  laughter. 
And  such  singing  followed  after 

As  none  of  yon,  I  think,  have  ever  heard. 
More  soft  it  was  than  cidl  of  any  bird. 
Note  after  note,  exquisitely  deferred. 
Soft  as  dew-drops  when  they  settle 
In  a  fair  flower's  open  petaL 

««What  are  these  fairies?"  to  myself  I 

said ; 
For  answer,  then,  as  from  a  garden's  bed. 
On  the  cold  air  a  sudden  scent  was  shed,  — 
Scent  of  lilies,  scent  of  roses. 
Scent  of  Summer's  sweetest  posies. 

And  said  a  small,  sweet  voice  within  my  ear : 
**  We  flowers,  that  sleep  through  winter, 

once  a  year 
Are  by  our  flower  queen  sent  to  visit  here, 
Inat  this  fact  may  duly  flout  us,  — 
Gardens  can  look  fair  without  us. 

**  A  very  little  time  we  have  to  play, 
Then  must  we  go,  oh,  very  far  away. 
And  sleep  again  for  many  a  long,  long  day, 
Till  the  glad  birds  sing  above  us. 
And  the  warm  sun  comes  to  love  us. 

**  Hark  what  the  roses  sing  now,  as  we  go  ;  ** 

Then  very  sweet  and  soft,  and  very  low,  — 

A  dream  of  sound  across  the  garden  snow,  — 

Came  the  chime  of  roses  singing 

To  the  lily-bell's  faint  ringing. 

roses'  SONO 

^  Softly  sinking  through  the  snow, 
To  our  winter  rest  we  go. 
Underneath  the  snow  to  house 
Till  the  birds  be  in  the  boughs. 
And  the  bonghs  with  leaves  be  Uir, 
And  the  mi  Bhine  everjidiere. 


"  Softly  through  the  snow  we  settle, 

Little  snow-drops  press  each  petal. 

Oh,  the  snow  is  kind  and  white,  — 

Soft  it  is,  and  very  light ; 

Soon  we  shall  be  where  no  light  is, 

But  where  sleep  is,  and  where  ni^t  iSf  ^ 

Sleep  of  every  wind  unshaken, 

Till  our  Summer  bids  us  waken." 

Then  toward  some  far-o£F  goal  that  singing 

drew  ; 
Then  altogether  oeas'd  ;  more  steely  blue 
The  blue  stars  shone  ;  but  in  my  spirit  grew 
Hope  of  Summer,  love  of  Roses, 
Certainty  that  Sorrow  doses. 

LOVE  AND  MUSIC 

I  ustkn'd  to  the  music  broad  and  deep : 

I  heard  the  tenor  in  an  eestasy 

Touch  the  sweet,  distant  goal ;  I  heard  the 
cry 

Of  prayer  and  passion ;  and  I  heard  the 
sweep 

Of  mighty  wings,  that  in  their  waving  keep 

The  music  that  the  spheres  make  end- 
lessly ;  — 

Then  my  cheek  shiver'd,  tears  made  blind 
mine  eye  ; 

As  flame  to  flame  I  ^elt  the  anick  blood  leap. 

And,  through  the  tides  ana  moonlit  winos 
of  sound, 

To  me  love's  passionate  voice  grew  audible. 

Anun  I  felt  thy  heart  to  my  heart  bound. 

Then  silence  on  the  viols  and  voices  fell ; 

But,  like  the  still,  small  voice  within  a  shell, 

I  heard  Love  thrilling  through  the  void 
profound. 

NO   DEATH 

I  SAW  in  dreams  a  mighty  multitude,—- 
Gather'd,  they  seem'd,  from  North,  South, 

East,  and  West, 
And  in  their  looks  such  horror  was  ezprest 
As  must  forever  words  of  mine  elude. 
As  if  transfiz'd  by  grief,  some  silent  stood. 
While  others  wilaly  smote  upon  the  breast, 
And  cried  out  fearfully,  "No  rest,  no 

rest  I" 
Some  fled,  as  if  by  shapes  unseen  ponued. 
Some  langh'd  insanely.    Others,  snrieking^ 

said : 
**  To  think  but  yeslefdaj  we  might  !»?• 

died; 
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For  then  God  had  not  thuudered,  'Death 

kdeiidl'" 
Tbej  gafih'd  themaelTes  till  ih&j  with  blood 

were  red, 
**  Answer,  0  God  ;  take  back  thit  ciirt#  I " 

they  criedy 
Bat  '*DeD.th  ta  dead,*'  was  aU  the  Toioe 

replied. 


AT   THE 

BECAUiE  the  shadows  d 
Because  the  end  of  all 

soothi  — 
Hergtaaious  spirit,  eTei 
Had  pity  on  her  bond-sli 
She  came  in  with  the  twi 
Fair  aa  a  ro«e,  tmtnaculai 
Sha  leaned  above  my  wivw 

youth  ; 
I  felt  her  preaeneei  whieh  I  could  nol  iee. 
**  God  keep  you,  my  poor  f rieud/*  I  beard 

her  say  ; 
And  then  she  kiss'd  my  dry,  hot  lips  and 

eyes. 
Kiss  thou  the  next  kiss,  quiet  Death,  I  pray  ; 
Be  instant  on  this  hour,  and  so  surprise 
My  spirit  while  the  vision  seems  to  stay  ; 
Take  thou  the  heart  w}th  the  heart's  rara- 

dise. 

HER   PITY 

This  is  the  room  to  which  she  came  that 

day,  — 
Came  when  the  dusk  was  falling  cold  and 

gray>  — 
Came  with  soft  step,  in  delicate  array, 

And  sat  beside  me  in  the  firelight  there  ; 
And,  like  a  rose  of  perfume  rich  and  rare, 
Thriird  with  her  sweetness  the  enyironing 
air. 

We  heard  the  grind  of  traffic  in  the  street. 
The  clamorous  calls,  the  beat  of  passing 

feet, 
The  wail  of  bells  that  in  the  twilight  meet. 

Then  I  knelt  down,  and  dar'd  to  touch  her 

hand, — 
Those  slender  fingers,  and  the  shining  band 
Of  happy  gold  wherewith  her  wrist  was 

spann'd. 


Her  radiant  beauty  made   my    hear 

joice  ; 
And  tbeu  she  spoke,  and  her  laWf  pi 

voice 
Waa  like  the  soft,  pathetic,  tender  noi 

Of  winds  that  eome   before    &    sui 

rain  : 
Once  leap'd  the  blood  in  CTery  clam' 

vein  J 
luce  leap'd  my  heart,  then,  dnmb,  i 

still  again* 


I  AFTER  SUMMER        j 

Wk  11  not  weep  for  summer  overj- 

No,  not  we  I 
Strew  abova  bis  head  tlio  cloTerj  — 

Let  him  be  1 

Other  eyeB  may  weep  his  dying, 
Shod  thiiir  tears 

There  upon  him,  where  he 's  lying 
With  his  peers. 

Unto  some  of  them  he  proffer'd 
Gifts  most  sweet  ; 

For  our  hearts  a  grave  he  offer'd,  — 
Was  this  meet  ? 

All  our  fond  hopes,  praying,  perish'i 
In  his  wrath,  — 

All  the  lovely  dreams  we  cherish'd 
Strew'd  his  path. 

Shall  we  in  our  tombs,  I  wonder. 

Far  apart. 
Sundered  wide  as  seas  can  sunder 

Heart  from  heart, 

Dream  at  all  of  all  the  sorrows 
That  were  ours,  — 

Bitter  nights,  more  bitter  morrows ; 
Poison-flowers 

Summer  gathered,  as  in  madness. 
Saying,  "See, 

These  are  yours,  in  place  of  gladnes 
Gifts  from  me  "  ? 

Nay,  the  rest  that  will  be  ours 

Is  supreme. 
And  below  the  poppy  flowers 

Steals  no  dream. 
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TO   THE   SPIRIT   OF   POETRY 


AlX  things  are  clmnged  saye  thee,  —  thou 

art  the  same, 
Only  perchance  more  dear,  as  one  friend 

grows 
When  other  Trie d da  have  tnm'd  away.  Who 

knows 
With  what  stmnge  joy  thou  didst  toy  life 

inflame 
Bf^fore  I  took  upon  my  lips  the  name 
Which  vows  me  to  thy  service  ?    Come 

thou  close  ; 
For  to  thy  feet  to-day  ray  being  flows, 
As  when,  a  boy,  for  comforting  I  came. 
Thou,   whose    transfiguring    touch    makes 

speech  divine,  — 
Whose  eyes  are  deeper  than  deep  seas  or 

skies,  — 
Warm  with  thy  fire  this  bearti  these  lips  of 

mine, 
Ligliten  the  darkness  with  thy  luminous 

Till  all  the  quivering  air  about  me  shine, 
And  I  have  gaiti*d  my  spirit*B  Paradise* 


IF  YOU    WERE    HERE 

A  SONG  IS  WINTER 

O  Love,  if  you  were  here 
This  dreary,  weary  day,  — 

If  Toiir  lipSf  warm  and  clear, 

Pound  some  sweet  word  to  say,  — «• 

Then  hnrdly  would  seem  drear 
These  skies  of  wintry  gray* 

But  you  are  far  away,  — 
How  far  from  me,  my  dear  I 

Whiit  cheer  can  warm  the  day  ? 
My  heart  is  chill  with  fear, 

Pierced  through  with  swift  dismay  ; 
A  thought  has  tumM  Life  sere  i 

If  roTi  from  far  away 

oh  on  Id  CO  roe  not  mickt  my  dear  ; 
II I  no  more  might  lay 

My  hand  on  yours,  nor  hear 
That  Toice,  now  iMid,  now  gay, 

Cams  my  listening  ear ; 


If  yon  from  far  away 

obould  come  no  more,  my  dear,  — 
Xh^i  with  what  dire  dismay 

Year  joined  to  hostile  yeakc 


Would  frown,  if  I  should  stay 
Where  memories  mock  and  jeer  I 

But  I  wonld  come  away 
To  dwell  with  you,  my  dear  j 

Through  unknown  worlds  to  strayi « 
Or  sleep  ;  nor  hope,  nor  fear, 

Nor  dream  beneath  the  clay 
Of  all  our  days  that  were. 


AT  LAST 

Rest  here,  at  last. 
The  long  way  overpast ; 
Best  here,  at  home,  — 

Thy  race  is  run. 

Thy  dreary  joamey  done. 
Thy  fast  peak  clomb. 

Twixt  birth  and  death. 

What  days  of  bitter  breath 

Were  thine,  alas  I 
Thy  soul  had  sight 
To  see  by  day,  by  night. 

Strange  phantoms  pass. 

Thy  restless  heart 

In  few  glad  things  had  putf 

But  dwelt  alone^ 

And  night  and  day. 

In  the  old  way, 
Made  the  old  moan* 

But  here  is  rest 

For  aching  brain  and  breast. 

Deep  rest,  complete, 

And  nevermore, 

Heart-weary  and  foot-eoro^ 
Shall  stray  thy  feet,  — 

Th;r  feet  that  went. 
With  such  long  discontent, 
Their  wonted  beat 

About  thy  room. 

With  its  deep-seated  gloom^ 
Or  through  the  street. 

Death  gives  them  ease  ; 
Death  Hves  thy  spirit  peace  i 
Death  lulls  thee,  quite* 

One  thing  alone 

Death  leaves  thee  of  thiae  own,  < 
Thy  starless  night. 
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j^mn  ^^tiTnc 


FROM  "THE  FOOL'S  REVENGE'' 

THE  JESTER  AND  HIS   DAUGHTER 

Sc£2r£.  —A  room  in  Hm  Imnm  of  BfcaTUCCiOi 
[BertUCCIO  stands  fom  moment  ff^fi^^* 
iempiaiing  Fiordeoba.    He  stept 
Ber,    My  own  1 
/io.     [Tnmm^    rnddefd^ft    ^nd      in^t 

hers^/  into  hix  arms  with  t     xy  oj 

joif. li  My  father  I 

B^,     l£trd>racitig  her  tenderly.}    Closer, 

closer  yet  I 
Let  me  feel  those  soft  arms  about  my  neck, 
This  dear  cheek  on  my  heart  I     No  —  do 

not  stir  — 
It  does  me  so    much  good  I      I  am  so 

happy  — 
These  minutes  are  worth  years  I 

Fio,  My  own  dear  father  I 

Ber.    Let  me  look  at  thee,  darling  — 

why,  thou  growest 
More  and  more  beautiful  I    Thou  'rt  happy 

here? 
Hast  all  that  thou  desirest  —  thy  lute  — 

thy  flowers  ? 
She  loves  her  poor  old  father  ?  —  Bless- 
ings on  tnee  — 
I  know  thou  dost  —  but  tell  me  so. 

Fio,  1  love  you  — 

I  love  you  very  much  I    I  am  so  happy 
When  you  are  with    me.     Why   do  you 

come  so  late, 
And  go  so  soon?     Why  not  stay  always 

here? 
Ber.    Why  not  I    Why  not  I    Oh,  if  I 

could  I    To  live 
Where  there  's  no  mocking,  and  no  being 

mock'd  : 
No    laughter,   but   what 's    innocent ;    no 

mirth 
That  leaves  an  after  bitterness  like  gall. 
Fio.     Now,  you  are  sad  I    There  *a  that 

black  ugly  oloud 


joor  biow^^ — you  promls*d»  the  last 
time, 
irer  abotUd  come  when  we  were  tO" 

g^ether. 
:iiow,  when  you  'r@  sad,  I  'm  said  ioQ^ 
Mybbdt 
selfish  even    with    thee  —  let  duk 
thoughts  eome, 

thy  iwe@t  roii;e  may  obase  them,  as 
they  aay 
I'be  I  leased  cburch^bells  drive  the  demonj 
off. 
Fio.    If  I  but  knew  the  reason  of  your 


Then  I   might  comfort  you  ;  but  I  know 

nothing  — 
Not  even  your  name. 

Ber.  I  'd  have  no  name  for  thee 

But  "  father." 

Fio.  In  the  convent  at  Cesena, 

Where  I  was  rear'd,  they  os'd  to  call  me 

orphan. 
I  thought  I  had  no  father,  till  yon  came. 
And  then  they  needed  not  to  say  I  had  one; 
My  own  heart  told  me  that. 

Ber.  I  often  think 

I  had  done  well  to  have  left  thee  there,  in 

the  peace 
Of  that  still  cloister.    But  it  was  too  hard  I 
My  empty  heart  so  hunger'd  for  my  child, 
For  those  dear  eyes  that  look  no  scorn  for 

me. 
That  voice  that  speaks  respect  and  tende^ 

ness. 
Even    for    me  I  —  My    dove  —  my    lily- 
flower  — 
My  only  stay  in  life  I  —  O  God  I  I  thank 

thee 
That  thou  hast  left  me  this  at  least  I 

[HeweqA 

Fio.  Dear  father! 

You  're  crying  now — you  mnst  not  cry— 

you  must  not  — 
I  cannot  bear  to  see  yon  0x7. 
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Ber.  Let  be  ( 

T  were  better  than  to  see  me  laugh* 

Fio,  Bttt  wherefore  ? 

You  say  you  are  so  happy  here,  aad  yet 
You  never  come  but  to  weep  bitter  tears. 
And  I  can  but  weep,  too,  —  not  knowing 

why. 
Why  are  you  sad  ?    Oh,  tell  me  —  tell  me 
all! 
Ber*    I  cannot    Li  this  booae  I  am  thy 
father  ; 
Out  of  it,  what  I  am  boots  not  to  say ; 
Hated,  perhaps,  or  envied  —  fear'd,  I  hope» 
By  many  —  soorn'd   by  more  —  and  lov'd 

by  none. 
In  this  one  innocent  comer  of  the  world 
I  would  but  be  to  thee  a  father  —  some- 
things 
Augtist  and  sacred  I 

Fio>  And  foix  are  so,  father. 

£er.    I  love  thee  with  a  love  strong  as 
the  hate 
I  bear  for  all  but  thee.    Come,  sit  beside 

me, 
With  thy  pure  hand  in  mine  —  and  tell  me 

still, 
**I  love  yon,"  and  "I  love  you,"  —  only 

that. 
Smile  on  me  —  so  1  —  thy  smile  is  passing 

sweet  ! 
Thj  mitther  u»ed  to  smile  so  once  —  O  God  \ 
I  cannot  bear  it.     Do  not  »mile  —  it  wakes 
Memories  that  tear  my  heart-strings.     Do 

not  liHik 
So  like  thy  mother,  or  I  shall  go  mad  I 
Fio,     Oh,  tell  me  of  my  mother  I 
Bff*    [Shuddering, ']  No,  no,  no  \ 

Fio.    She's  dead? 
B€r.    Yes. 

Fia     YoM  were  with  her  when  she  died? 
Ber     No  I  —  leave  the  dead  alone  —  talk 
of  thyself  — 
Thy  life  here.     Thou  heed^st  well  my  can- 

tioo,  girl. 
Not  to  go  out  by  day,  nor  show  thyself 
There  at  the  casement 

Fio,  Yes  ;  some  day^  I  hope, 

You  will  take  me  with  you,  bat  to  see  the 

town ; 
*T  is  so  hard  to  be  shut  up  here  alone  — 
Ber,    Them  haat  not  stirr'd  abroad  ? 
Fio,  Only  to  vespers  — 

ToQ  said  I  might  do  that  with  gocxl  Bri- 

gitta ; 
I  oeTer  go  forth  or  oomo  in  alone. 


Ber.    That  *s  well.     I  grieve  that  thon 
shouldst  live  so  close. 
But  if  thou  knewest  what  poison  's  in  the 

air, 
What  evil  walks  the  streets  \  how  innocenod 
Is  a  temptation,  beauty  but  a  bait 
For  desperate  desires  I  —  no  man,  I  hope, 
Has  spoken  to  thee  ? 
/To.  Only  one. 

Ber,  ITa  !  who  ? 

Fio.    I  know  not  —  't  was  againa  t  my  wilL 
Ber,  You  gave 

No  answer  ? 
i^o.  No  — I  fled. 

Ber,  He  f oUow'd  you  ? 

Fio.     A  g^racious  lady  gave  me  kind  pro* 
tection. 
And  bade  her  train  guard  me  safe  home. 

Oh,  father. 
If  you  had  seen  how  good  she  was,  bow 

gently 
She  sooth'd  mj  fears,  —  for  I  was  sore 

afraid, — 
I  *m  sure  you  'd  love  her. 

B^.  Did  you  learn  her  name  ? 

Fw,    I  ask'd  it,  ^t,  to  set  it  in  my 
prayers, 
And  then  that  you  might  pray  for  her. 
Ber.    Her  name  ?    [A$ide.^    InvtLj  I 
Fio.  The  CouutRss  Malatesta. 

Ber,     [Afide,]    Count   Malateeta's  wife 
protect  ray  child  i 
You  have  not  seen  her  stnce  ? 

Fio,  No,  though  she  urgvd  me 

So  hard  to  oome  to  her  ;    and  aak'd  my 

name ; 
And  who  my  parents  were  ;  and  where  I 
livU 
Ber,    You  did  not  tell  ber  ? 
Fia.  Who  my  parents  were  f 

How  could  If  when  I  most  not  know  my- 
self? 
Ber,    Patience,  my  darling;   tnial  thy 
father's  love, 
That  there  is  reason  for  this  mystery  I 
The  time  may  come  when  we  may  live  in 

peaee, 
And  walk  together  &ee,  under  free  heaven  ; 
But  that  cannot  be  here  —  nor  now  t 

Fh,  Oh,  when  — 

When  shall  that  time  arrive  ? 

Ber.  When  what  I  live  tor 

Has  been  achieved ! 
Flo,  What  ^ou  live  for  ? 

Bw,  Revenge  I 
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Fio.    Oh,  do  not  look  so,  father  I 
Ber,  Listen^  girL 

You  ask'd  me  of  jottr  mother ;  it  is  time 
You  should  know   why  all  qoestioQing  of 

her 
Racks  me   to  madnesi.      Look  ttpon  me^ 

child  ; 
MiFsshapeii  as  I  am,  there  once  was  one, 
Who  ayeiug  me  despb'd —  moDk'd,  loae!y, 

poor  -^ 
Lov*d  me,  I  think,  Tnost  for  my 
Thy  mother^  like  thte  —  Jnat  m 

sweet. 
I  waa  a  public  notary  m  Cesena  : 
Our  life  was  humble,  but  so  h 
Wert  in   thy  cradle    then,   i 

night 
Thy  motbof  and  I  sate  hand  in 

gi?ther, 
Watchiiig  thine  innocoot  amilea,  m 

itig  up 
liong  plans  of  joy  to  come  I 

i^.  '  Alas  I  she  died  1 

Ber,     Died  I    There  are  deaths  *t  is  com- 
fort to  look  back  on  : 
Hers  was  not  such  a  death.    A  devil  came 
Across   our  quiet    life,   and    mark'd   her 

beauty, 
And  lusted  for  her  ;  and  when  she  scorn'd 

his  offers, 
Because  he  was  a  noble,  great  and  strong, 
He  bore  her  from  my  side  —  by  force  — 

and  after 
I  never  saw  her  more  :  they  brought  me 

news 
That  she  was  dead  I 

Fio.  Ah  me  I 

Ber,  And  I  was  mad 

For  years  and  years,  and  when  my  wits 

came  back,  — 
If    e'er    they   came,  —  they  brought  one 

haunting  purpose. 
That  since  has  shap'd  my  life,  —  to  have 

revenge  ! 
Revenge  upon  her  wronger  and  his  order  ; 
Revenge  in  kind  ;  to  quit  him  —  wife  for 

wife  I 
Fio.     Father,  't  is  not  for  me  to  question 

with  you  ; 
But  think  I  —  revenge    belongeth  not  to 

man. 
It  is  Grod's  attribute  —  usurp  it  not  I 

Ber,     Preach  abstinence  to  him  that  dies 

of  hunger  ; 
Tell  the  poor  wretch  who  perishes  of  thirst 


There  'a    daagier  in    the  ctip   hh  fingtfs 

elntch  '* 
But  bid   me   not   forswear    revenge.     Ka 

word  i 
Thou  know^at  now  why  I  mew  thee  up  Si 

close  ; 
Keep  thee  out  of  the  streets;  shut  the@ 

from  eyea 
A&d  tongues  of  lawless  men  <^  for  in  tbeso 
daja 
ten  are  hiwless.    *T  it  becfiuse  I  fatr 
m  thoe,  OS  I  lo«t  thy  mother* 
I.  Father, 

>ray  for  her. 

Do — mtd  for  mo  ;  good  night  1 


foil    need    my 


r.     Oh,  not  ao  soon  —  with  all 

sad,  dark  thoughts, 
(   bitter  memoneB*     Yo 

love  : 

;oaeli  my  lute  for  yon,  and  Ging  to 
it. 
Mi     ^j  you  know,  chases  all  evil  angels. 
her.    I  must  go  •   't  ia  grave  hi^^ness 
calls  me  hence  — 
[^Aside"}     'T  is  time  that  I  was  at  my  post 

—  My  own. 
Sleep  in  thine  innocence.      Good  I     Good 
night ! 
Fio.     But  let  me  see  you  to  the  outer 

door. 
Ber.     Not  a  step    further,   then.     God 
guard  this  place, 
That  here  my  flower  may  grow,  safe  from 

the  blight 
Of  look  or  word  impure,  —  a  holy  thing 
Consecrate  to  my  service  and  my  love  I 

ABRAHAM   LINCOLN 

(from  "punch") 

You  lay  a  wreath  on  murder'd  Lincoln's 
bier, 
You,  who  with  mocking  pencil  wont  to 
trace. 
Broad   for    the   self  -  complaisant   British 
sneer. 
His  length  of  shambling  limb,  his  fu^ 
row*d  face, 

His  gaunt,  gnarl'd  hands,  hih  unkempt, 
bristling  hair. 

His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  U  at  ease, 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonj^r, 

Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  of  art  o  please,* 
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Yau,  whoM  itHATt  pen  backed  tip  the  pencil's 
tiuiffbf 
Jtudgiog  ench  fttep  a»  though  the  way 
were  plain ; 
Beckleas,  ao  it  coidd  point  its  p&ragraph. 
Of  chierii  perplexitjr,  or  people's  pain,  — 

B«8ide  this  corpse,  that  bean  lor  winding- 
sheet 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  he  liv*d  to  rear 
anew, 
Between  the  tnonrnera  at  his  heiid  and  feet, 
Say«  aeurrile  jester,  ia   there  room  for 

Tee :  h«  had  ttr'd  to  shame  me  from  my 

sneer, 
To  Iftin»  tny  pencil  and  confute  mj  pen  ; 
To  make  me  own  this  hind  of  princesi  peer, 
This   tutl^plitter    a    true-born   king   of 

men. 

M?  shallow  judgment  I  had  learn'd  to  me, 

Noting  how  to  occasion's  height  he  rose; 

liow  his  quaint  wit  made  home-truth  seeDi 

more  true  ; 

How,    iron-like,    his     temper   grew    hj 

blows  ; 

How  humble,  yet  how  hopeful  he  could 
be; 

How  in  good  fortune  and  in  ill  the  same ; 
Nor  bitter  in  success,  nor  boastful  be, 

Thirsty  for  gold,  nor  feverish  for  Uaoe* 

He  went  about  his  work,  —  such  work  aa 
few 
Eyer  had  laid  on  head  and  heart  and 
hand, — 
Aa  one  who  knows,  where  there's  a  task 
to  do, 
Man'a  honest  will  must  Hc^ren^s  good 
gmee  command  ; 

Who  tnuta  the  strength  will  with  the  bur^ 
den  rrow, 
That  God   makes   insintmenta  to   work 
his  will. 
If  but  that  will  we  can  arrive  to  know, 
Nor  tiimper  with  the  weights  of  good 
and  ill. 

So  he  went  forth  to  battle,  on  the  side 
l*hat   he   felt  clear  was  laberty^s  and 
Bight's, 


Aa  in  his  peasant  boyhood  he  bad  plied 
His  warfare  with  rude  Nature's  thwart- 
ing mights,  — 

The  unclear'd  forest,  the  unbroken  soil* 
The  iron  bark  that  turns  the  lumberer'a 
axe, 
The  rapid   that   overbears  the  boatman'e 
toil. 
The  prairie  hiding  the  maz'd  wanderer^s 
tracks, 

The  ambusb'd   Indian,   and  the  prowling 
Vieiir,  — 
Such   were   the   deeds   that   help'd   hls 
youth  to  train  : 
Rough  culture,  but  such  trees  large  fmit 
may  bear, 
If  but  their  stocka  be  of  right  girth  and 
grain. 

So  he  grew  up,  a  destined  work  to  do. 
And  liv'd  to  do  it ;  four  long-suffering 
years* 
111  fate,  ill  feeling,  ill  report  liv'd  through, 
And  then  he  heard  the  hisses  change  to 
cheers, 

The  taunts  to  tribute,  the  abuse  to  praise, 
And  took  both  with  the  same  uuwaveiw 
ing  mood,  — 
TUl,  aa  £e  came  on  light  from  darkling 
days. 
And  8eem*d  to  touch  the  goal  from  where 
he  stood, 

A  felon  hand,  between  the  goal  and  him, 
Reach*d  from  behind  his  hack,  a  trigger 
prest, 
And  those  perplexed  and  patient  eyes  were 
dim, 
Those  eauut,  loitg4aboring  limbs  were 
Uidtoreii* 

The  words  of  mercy  were  npon  hia  lips. 
Forgiveness  in   his  heart    and    on    hia 
pen, 
When  thia  vile  murderer  brought  swift 
eclipse 
To  thoughts  of  peace  on  earth,  good  will 
to  men. 

The  Old  World  and  the  New,  from  tea  to 
flea. 
Utter  one  voice  of  sympathy  and  ahaina 


• 

I 


I 
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Sote  hearty  so  fitoppM  when  it  at  last  beat 

Bad  life,  cut  short  jtist  as  its  triumph 
came  I 

A  deed    accttura^dl     StrolceB    Hara    beea 

itruck  before 
Bj  the  assa^m'fl    handi  whereof  men 

doubt 


If  mora  of  horror  or  dtsgrace  the^  bore ; 
But  thy  foul  crime,  like  Caio's,  fttasdi 
darklj  out, 

Ytle  hand*  that  bmodast  mutter  on  a  strife;, 
Whatever  its  grounds^  atotttly  mtd  uoUj 
Btriveuj 

And  with  the  martyr's  crown  erownest  a  life 
With  much  to  praise,  little  to  be  fo^ 


given. 


El^ar^toti 


FROM  "MARIE   BE   MER 

THE      PARTIXG      OF     KING      PHIj 
MARIE 

Sc^jTB,  —  A  Roam  in  the  Falace.     Mabik 


H 


Marie*  Another  night,  aud  yet  no  tid- 
ings come. 

Di^  follows  day  to  mock  me  in  its  round. 

O  Time  !  that  to  all  senseless  things  dost 
bear 

Succor  and  comfort,  —  the  reviving  heat 

And  freshening  dew  to  tree  and  flower  and 
weed,  — 

Why  dost  thou  pass  the  famish'd  heart 
and  smile  ? 

Enter  Anne. 
Anne,    Dear  lady  I 

Marie.   [Eagerly.'\   Anne  I   Well?   No; 
your  face  is  void  I 
You  have  no  tiding^  for  me. 
Anne.  Alas  I  none. 

Marie.    We  must  be  patient,  Anne.    I 
cannot  think 
The  Council  will  bereave  me  of  my  lord. 
Anne.    Heaven  touch  their  hearts  with 

gentleness  I 
Marie.  Amen  I 

Anne.     And  keep  the  king —  [^FcUtering. 
Marie.       Why  lalter?     r  ray  era  should 
breathe 
Trust,  and  not  fear. 

Anne.     Heaven  keep  King  Philip  faith- 
ful 
And  worthy  of  your  love. 

Marie.  I  will  not  say 

Amen  to  that.   To  pray  he  may  be  faithful 


to  misdoubt  he  is  lo, 
ie»  All  men,  being  temptedi 

irone  to  fall ;  most  pronei  ambitious 
kings. 

rie.     What  dost  thou  mean  ? 
i£.        By  thoughts  on  iU  that  may  bb 
1         [eld  your  heart  from  worse. 

4Tjwne*  A^^orse?     What  were  worse 

Than  treachery  in  my  lord?    Rash  girl, 

that  word 
Stretches  to  woe  so  infinite,  it  fathoms 
An  ocean  of  despair  I     Uncrown  me,  slay 

me. 
Honors  and  life  must  end.   Not  love  I  The 

grave 
Is  as  a  port  where  it  unlades  its  wealth 
For  immortalitv.     But  rob  or  taint 
The  merchandise  of  love — then  let  the 

bark 
Drift  helmless  o'er  the  seas,  or  strike  the 

shoals  I 
They  can  but  wreck  a  ruin. 

Anne.  Pardon,  madam. 

I  would  not  thus  have  mov'd  you  ;  but  — 

Marie.  Be  silent ! 

Thy  look  doth  herald  thoughts  my  soul  re- 
pels. 
He  did  desert  me  once.    You  see  I  read 

you. 
No,  Anne  I    His  love  was  changeless,  but 

he  quell*d  it* 
For   duty    and    his    country.     O    shame, 

shame  ! 
Listening  thy  treason,  I  adopt  it.     Gro  I  — 
Nay,  not  unkindly.   This  suspense  disturbs 

me. 
Leave  me  awhile.    There,  there  I 

ITaking  her  hand,  Anne  goes  out. 
Asoiber  night  1 
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It  cannot  last  forever.     Even  now 
The  tinregarding  inesaeiiger  despatched 
To  bear  my  do^^ia  bis  ouwiu^  course  may 

ipeed. 
They  could  not  part  liB,  Fhilipi  had  ihey 

teen 
Our  happy  solitude,  our  inner  world 
Of  secret,  holy,  all-suflic?ifig  btUs. 
They  guess  it  not,  nor  feel  it.     At  their 

kneeSf 
Lock*d  in  tny  arms,  I  should  hare  told 

them  this. 
And  forced  nay  heart  an  avenue  to  tbetrt 
Through  all  their  wileSf  for  hearts  must 

answer  hearts  ; 
But  mine  was  dumb,  and  how  could  theirs 

reply? 
Woe 's  lue  !    %Vho  comes  ? 

Enter  Pirn.tP. 

Philip  —  my  lord  I  —  Say,  say. 
May  I  embrace  thee  ?  —  may  I  call  thee 

mine  ?  — 
Am  I  thy  wife  7 

PhU*  Yes  ;  in  the  sight  of  Heaven. 

Marie*     And  not    of  earth  ?     A  doom 
told  in  a  breath  ; 
Brief f  but  so  cold  tliat  it  hath  froze  the 

fount 
Whence  sorrow  gushes  I 

PhiL  I  am  dear  to  thee  ? 

MarU,    What  t  is  there  hope  ?     If  not, 

encotmge  none. 
PhU.    Why  ahodd  we  be  the  ikvm  of 

Rome? 
Marie*  Thou  wilt 

Resist  his  mandate  ?    Yet  thy  kingdom, 
love? 
PhiL    Dearest,  most  faithful  1    We  may 
still  remain 
Bound  to  each  other,  and  the  Papal  curse 
F^Lsa  hom  the  realm, 

Marie,      How  ?     Haste  thee  to  disclose. 
Phil*    The  Council  has  pronounocd  no 

sentence* 
Mane*  Yet 

Thou  art  rctumM  I 

PhiL  Like  to  a  criminal 

I  stood  befofe  the  oooolave.    Every  6mj 
Brought  some  new  contumely.  The  weight 

I  bore 
Of  stratn'd  snspense  and  nice  indtgnity 
Was  pleasant  iMutime  for  them  ;  and  they 

linger*a, 
Protracting  their  enjoyment,  and  inviting 


The  universe  to  look  on  haughty  Philip 
Crouched   at  their  stools,  and   learn  from 

thejice  how  Rome 
Would  deal  with  rebel  kings  I 
Marie,  And  yet  you  bore  it  ? 

Phil*    It  was  the  Cbureh's  aim  to  judge 
my  cause. 
To  plant  its  insolent  foot  upon  my  neck. 
Humbling  all  crowns  in  mine.    I  look*d  for 

this ; 
I  bore  it  long.      At  last  scorn  heap'd  on 

scorn 
Tum'd  patience  to  revolt. 

Marie.  [A/ier  a  short  /xtuse.]  And  then  ? 

How  then  ? 
Phil*    {Avoiding  her  look. }   Marie  f  I  said 
within  my  soul,  my  pomp, 
Mv  title,  all  mv  gilded  shows  of  jMJwer, 
W^ere  not  the  fiiucs  that  bound  thy  love  to 

mine. 
Wm  I  right  there  ? 

Marie.       Can  Philip  ask  that  qoeatioia  ? 

PhiL    Her  trust  doth  sting  me  more 

than  could  reproach. 

Too  late,  too  late  \  all  muat  be  told  1   [Anide* 

Marie,  What  followed  ? 

Phil*     I  will  not  bear  your  judgment^ 

lords,  I  cried  : 

Not  mov'd  by  you,  but  of  my  sovereign 

will, 
I  hare  resolv'd  that  Marie  shall  resign 
The  throne   and  empty  ttAte  ahe  never 

prized, 
.4nd  lugerburge  to  her  lost  dignities 
Be  straight  restorU     Tb  all  that  Deo- 

mark  seeks ; 
Therefore  dissolve  the  interdict  I 

Marie*  Thim  saidst  this  ?^ 

Heard  I  aright  f 

Pha,    [Confmed.^    Mane,  thou  didst 
Marie,  And  Philip 

Could  of  his  proper  will  cast  Marie  out  I 
I  thought  —  I  thought  you  said  we  should 
not  part« 
PhU.    Part  ? — never,  never !    Part  I 
Marie*    But  have  you  not  own*d  Inger- 
burge  your  wife  ? 
I  am  no  longer  queea. 

PhiL  But  for  all  this 

We  must  not  part 
Marie,     Husband  —  I  pray  your  par> 
don  ; 
I  can* t  forget  you  were  so  —  torture  not 
My  mind  with  this  perplexity  I     How  is 't 
I  can  be  thinei  and  Ingerburge  thy  wife  ? 
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Phil.    [AJler  a  p€    f#.]    She  ia  but  bo  in 
name  ;  thou      It  retain 
The  empLfe  of  my  h    rt* 

Mark.  l&  I  how  the  light  — 

The  cruel  light  I  couid  not  see  before  — 
Bursts  on  my  sight  t     No  ;  *t  Is  some  hide- 
ous dream. 
Although  I  see,  I  shall  not  touch  thj  hand. 
[Takes  his  hand  as  if  to  ajssure  herself. 
It  is  reality  I    And  yet —  foi*gi 
A  subtle  tempter  through  my  « 

bmin 
Would  stab    my  trust  in  ihei 

notf  love  1 
Even  now  I'm  calmer*     Fm 

words,  — 
The  words  yuu  spake  but  now* 
PkU.  I  sti 

Though  Ingerburge  might  bcji_ 

of  queen, 
Thou  onlj  »houldst  rule  Philip — 

Marie.  Pause  awhile. 

Though  Ingerburge  might  bear  the  name 

of  queen, 
I  only  should  rule  Philip  — 

[^Signs  to  him  to  proceed, 
Phil.  Thou  shouldst  share 

His    hours    of    love  —  thou     only ;    thou 
shoiddst  be  — 

[Hesitating,  and  averting  his  head, 
lis  paramour  I  O  God  1  although 
his  voice 
Was  sham'd  from  speech,  this  is  the  thing 
he  means.  IShe  turns  from  him, 

Phil.     Thou  wouldst  not  go  ? 
Marie.  I  am  already  gone  I 

We  measure  distance  by  the  heart. 

Phil.  Yet  hear  me  I 

Marie,    The  Duke  de  M^ran's  daughter 

listens,  sir.  [She  sits. 

Phil,    [About  to  Icneel.'i   If  this  humility 

may  aught  — 
Marie.  No  knee  I 

Respect  so  far  my  woe's  reality. 
As  to  put  by  these  pageant  semblances. 
Phil,    Oh  !  has  this  grief  no  remedy  ? 
Marie.  None,  none. 

The  faith  of  love  no  hand  can  wound  but 

that 
Was  pledged  to  guard  it.   Then  what  hand 

can  staunch  ? 
We  strive  no  more  with  doom  ;   the  sad 

mistake 
May  be  endur*d,  but  not  retriev'd.    No, 
JIO  I 


Bhil^    By  heave  u^  you  do  me  wrong  I 
'T  is  uot  in  man 
To  oontjuer  dej^tiny,     I  made  you  queen. 
Marie,     You  made  me  queen  ]     I  made 
you  more  than  king. 
Wlien  my  eyes  rats*d  their  worship  to  thy 

face, 
I  saw  no  crown.    I  ask*d  not  if  thy  band 
Clos'd   on  a  sceptre  i  but  mine  pres&'d  it 
close, 

se  it  rent  the  shaDkles  of  the  slave. 
I  not  thy   grandeur  won  me.     Hud 
the  earthquake 

fed    thine    empire,  —  had    frowning 
Fate 

r*d  on  thiue  arme  and  scourged  thee 
from  the  Beld, 

stive  ;  if  on  thy  forehead  Rome 
^v'd  her  eurae,  and  all  thy  kind  re- 
coiFd 

Tor  from  thy  side^  —  I  yet  had  cried^ 
J  is   no   brand   upoo  thy  heart  ;  let 

that. 
In  the  vast  loneliness,  still  beat  to  mine  ! 
Phil,     [Falling  at  her  feet.]     You  had  ; 
you  had  !  the  dust  is  on  my  head  ! 
Sweet  saint !  thou  'rt  of  a  higher   brood 

than  we, 
Hast  right  to  spurn  me  from  thee. 

Marie,  Rise  !     The  feet, 

By  thorns  on  life's  rough  path  so  often 

pierced. 
Are  little  like  to  spurn  a  stumbling  brother. 
Phil.     [Rmng.]      Forgive,   forgive  me, 

Marie  1 
Marie.  You  repent  ? 

'T  was  but  delusion.     I  on  will  be  again 
The   Philip   I  ador'd  I    That    hope  shall 

bless  me 
When  we  are  far  apart.     And  now  for- 
ever 
In  this  dark  world  farewell  I   Another  land 
I  seek,  but  ne'er  shall  find  another  home. 
Shield  him,  all  holy  powers  I     Philip  — 

[Extending  her  hand. 
Phil,  Go,  go ; 

I  was  not  worthy  thee  I 

Marie,  Not  thus,  not  thus  ! 

Phil.    But  one  embrace.     It  is  the  last, 
the  last  I  [  TTieg  embrace. 

Go,  Marie  ! 

[Marie  goes  to  the  door.  She  reverts  her 
head.  They  regard  each  other  in  silence 
for  a  few  momeniSf  after  which  Marie 
slowly  disappears. 
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Phil.  lAfier  a  pause,  nnking  iniif  n  isJw.] 
I  *tii  ftlooe  OQ  earth  f    She  *9  gooe^ 
And  what  ii  Ipft  me  ? 

[The  roil  ofdntJUM  is  heard  vithaui, 
THe  suddenly  rises.}  Ha  !  that  clamor  speaki 
In  stem  reply ;  a  summons  to  the  field  t 


Fate,  that  denies  tue  love,  haa  left  me  ven* 

geance. 
FiiendB  fail  nic,  foetneu  swano  my  ooaatt. 

Tiswein 
Nowi  fiead  oi  war,  I  am  derote  to  tWe  1 

IHerunheiouL 


iDHIiam  <0ormait  IDinief 


CROMWELL  AND   HENRIETTA 
MARIA 

ritOV  THl  STAGS  T8XT  09  "  CHAM  LIS  TMt 

nasT  *' 

^      ScsvK.— Whitehall  Palaoe.     CnoirvrxLL  dk- 
coTend  leateMi. 

CrcmwetL    On  me  and  on  my  children  ! 
So   said   the   voice   last   night  1     A   lying 

dream  ! 
This  blood  —  this  blood  on  me  and  on  my 

ohildren. 
It  is  my  wont  to  feel  more  heartiness 
When  face  to  face  with  action.     But  this 

deed 
Doth  wrap  itself  in  doubt  and  fearFulness. 
Do  I  best  to  ooiifroiit  him  at  this  hour, 
Even  when  yon  scatfold  waiteth  fur  its  fio- 

tim, 
And  his  pale  face  doth  look  like  martyrdom? 
I  wiU  not.     Out  upon  my  linking  heart  I 
The  standanl-bearer  faiuteth,  and  my  fol* 

1m  went 
Grow  slack.     I  *11  hie  me  to  them  — 
And  ret«  if  by  the  granting  him  his  life 
He  Abdicate  —  no  shifts  —  he  abdicate  f 
Then  —  then  tlib  offer  of  the  Prince  of 

Wales  — 
This  young  Charles  Stnart  —  he  in  our  ab- 

solnte  power. 
As  he  doth  promi^  if  we  spare  his  lather. 
Why,  if  he  come  —  I  had  ool  Ihoitghl  ol 

that  — 
Boih  son  and  lather  given  to  our  hands  : 
Then  hare  we  scotch  d  the  snake  f 


B^Uer  an  Attendant,  \cho  hands  Ckomwell 

a  leUtr^ 

AUmd.     My  Lord-General  —  from  the 

King !  lExU  Attendant. 

CVoRi.  iKmdi  Iks  ltUer^  **  Dedums  to  set 


WeU— well  — 

"  His  Uui  hour  disturbed  / " 

It  shall  be  thy  last  hour* 

**  As  (nuching  the  Prinea  of  IVat^s*  noble 
offering  of  himself  for  me.    Loftk  hack  Ofh  my 
past  life,  and  thou  art  nmwtr*d  !  *' 
Peat  life  !    Full  of  deceit  and  subtle  ea^ 

**  I  pardon  thee  and  all  mine  enemies^  and 
may  Heaven  pardon  (hem  /  ** 
What  now  doth  stay  to  rend  away  this  patch 
On  our  new  garment  ? 
England  I  one  hour  —  gray  tyranny  is  deadi 
And  in  tliLi  hand  tlty  future  destiny* 

Enter  Queex. 

Madam,  my  daughter  luudly  did  prevail 

That  I  should  grant  you  this  hUt  inter- 
view* 

It  must  be  brief  and  private^  or  I  wam 
you 

I  cannot 


for  your  safe  return* 
Qu^en*    [Aside.]      Saints   Vierge,  aidez- 
moi  /     Tliis  is  the  man  who  hoUls 
My  husband's  life  within  his  hands.     Ah  I 
could  I  —  Sainte  Marie,  inspirex^moi^ 
mettrz  votre  force  dam  tner  prierm  I 
I  {tee  him  aa  the  drowning  swimmer  sees 
The  distant  headland  he  ean  never  reach. 
Sir,  do  not  go.     I  wish  to  speak  to  you. 
Crom.     Madam,  I  wait. 
Quiten.    Oh,   sir  \   the  aageU  wait  ami 
watch  your  purpose : 
Unwritten  history  pauaes  for  your  dfed, 
To  set  your  name  within  a  shining  anualt 
Or  elae  to  brand  it  on  her  foulcist  page  1 
CrowL    Madam,  *t  in  nut  for  mn  to  atuwcr 
you* 
And  for  unwritten  history  —  thou  nor  I 
Can  brief  it  in  our  cause  ;  *t  will  ij>eak  the 

truth* 
EngUnd  condemna  iha  Ring,  and  he  aball 
diet 
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Queen.    Oh^  pity  I  pitj  1    Hast  a  hmuftH 

heart? 
How  can^t  thou  look  a.t  me  io  ontelly  ? 
I  look  for  pity  on  thy  stobborn  obeek 
Aa  I  might  place  a  loirror  to  dead  lips 
To  find  one  stain  of  breath. 
Tb©  brightest  jewel  efer  net  in  crown 
Were  wort  bless  to  the  glisten  of  one  tear 
Upon  thy  lid  —  one  faint  hope-star  of  mercy, 
Be  mereifnl  I  a  queen  doth  knepl  to  the«. 

Crom^     Not  to  me  I     Nor  an 
A   whit  more  moy'd  becauae   % 

queen  1 
Queen.      I  am   no  queen  ;  bi 

atrieken  woman ^ 
On  whom  this  dreadful  honr  is 

[CAtm«s,     T}„ 
I>06t  hear  the  clock  ?    Each  seeoi 

ing  on 
Is  full  of  horror  for  both  thee  anc 
Kndless   remorse   thy  docmij  an 

mine, 
Crcm.     Madam,  no  more,     t  ehall  ba^e 

no  remorse 
For  an  unhappy  duty  well  performed. 
Queen.    Thou   calPst  it  duty  ;  but  all 

heaven  and  earth 
Shall  raise  one  outraged  cry  and  call  it 

murder; 
It  shall  be  written  right  across  the  clouds 
In  characters  of  blood  till  Heaven  hath 

judged  it. 
Crom,    Nay,  you  forget  I  the  righteous 

cause  doth  prosper. 
If  this  be  crime,  the  hand  of  Heaven  not  in 

it, 
Then  had  thy  husband  flourished  ;  on  our 

side 
God's  heavy  judgment  fallen,  shame  and 

slaughter. 
Queen,     God  speaketh  not  in  thunder 

when  he  judges. 
But  in  the  dying  moans  of  those  we  treasure, 
And  in  the  silence  of  our  broken  hearts  I 
Thou  hast  a  daughter,  and  her  cheek  is 

pale  ; 
Her  days  do  balance  between  life  and  death, 
Whether  they  wither  or  abide  with  thee. 
Let  him  be  cruel  who  hath  none  to  love  ; 
But  let  that  father  tremble  who  shall  dare 
Widow  another's  home  I     She   loves  the 

King. 
Take  now  his  sacred  life,  and  hie  thee  home. 
Smile  on  her,  call  her  to  thee,  she  will  linger. 
Ask  for  thy  welcome,  she  will  give  it  thee  I 


A  fihudder  as  she  meet&  tbee  at  the  door  : 
A  cry  as  thou  wouldst  think  to  touch  hex 

lips  ; 
A  siekenm|  at  thy  gntlty  hands'  caress  1 
The  haunting  of  a  mute  reproacJi  shall 

dwell 
Forever  in  her  eyes  till  they  he  dead  ! 
Crmn.     [3/at'e^.]     Silence  I     Yoq  speak 
you  know  not  what.     No  more  J 
Thon  voice  within,  why  dost  thou  seem  so 
far? 

out,  tLou  fiery  pillar  I     Bring  me  up 
the  dead  wildemeaa  — 
en.      Oh  I  yield  not  to  that  voice^ 
hearhen  to  mercy, 

will  join  iny  prayers  to  thine  benc^ 
forth 

hy  EUmbeth  may  live  for  tbee* 
m.     Madam,  I  came  here  with  intent 
of  mt^rey, 
riih  a  hope  of  life. 

m.  Of  life  — of  life  I 

^3vm.    I  off e  r'  d  bim  his  life  —  he  scorned 

my  offer. 
Queen.    No  —  no  —  he  shall  not.     I  am 
somewhat  faint ; 
The   hope  thou  showest  striketh  me  like 

lightning. 
Life  I  didst  thou  say  his  life  ?     Ask  any- 
thing. 
Crom.     If  he  would  abdicate  and  quit  the 

kingdom. 
Queen.     And  he  shall  do  it.   I  will  answer 
for  it. 
Give  me  but  breathing-time  to  move  him, 
sir. 
Crom.    Stay,  madam.     If  we  spare  your 
husband's  life 
Your  son  has  offer'd  to  submit  his  person 
Into  our  hands,  and  set  his  sign  and  seal 
To  any  proposition  we  demand. 

Queen.     **Thou  strikest  a  fountain  for 
me  in  the  rock. 
And  ere  my  lips  can  touch  it,  it  is  dry  I " 
My  husband  first  must  abdicate,  and  then 

my  son  — 
What  was  the  answer  of  the  King  to  thee  ? 
Crom.     He  doth  refuse  our  mercy,  and 
elects 
To  carry  to  his  death  the  name  of  King. 
Queen.     When  all  was  lost  at  Newark 
and  thy  King 
Was  bought  and  sold  by  his  own  country* 

men, 
'Twas  thou  who  with  a  fawning  cozenage 
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Lar*d  thy  good  tnAster  to  undo  hloiflelft 
To  doubt  where  mil  his  bop€  wns  to  oonflde^ 
Aud  bLiiidlj  trust  where  every  step  was 

fatal  I 
Twas  thou,  when  the  repeuting  Farlia- 

inent 
Were  fain  for  recoucilemeott  brought  thy 

ooldiers  — 
Thou  (jealous  stickler  for  the  Commons* 

rights) 
Arrested  erery  true  man  in  the  house. 
And  pftck*d  the  benches  with  thy  regicides  ( 
Orim*     Whntf  madam,  is  the  purpose  of 

this  miliug  ? 
Queett*  Thou  think^st  to  make  the  mother 
A  decoy, 

I      And,  holding  the  lost  father  in  thy  grip, 
Saeitre  the  sou  who  yet  may  punish  thee  \ 
[CAiWjt,     Three  (fuarters* 
Crom.    Madam,  the  clock  t    say,  what 
dott  thou  intend  ? 


Queen,    To  choke  my  sighs,  to  hide  each 
bitter  tear. 
To  keep  a  calm  and  steadfast  countenance, 
To  ma^  jny  anguish  from  his  Majesty. 
Crom.     So  !  it  were  well  ;  and  then  — 
Queen,     Then  we  wiU  both  be  faithful  to 
ourselves, 
£?en  unto  death  I 

Cram,     Will  you  not,  madam,  use  your> 

iuHueuce  ? 
Queen.     Never  I    My  husband^  sir,  shall 

die  a  Kino  I 
Crom.    Thou  shadow  of  a  King,  then  art 
thou  doom'd  1 
I  wash  mine  hands  of  It.  lAnde, 

What  melancholy  doth  raven  on  my  heart  ? 
Thou  child  of  many  prayor^,  Klizabeth  1  — 
1  'II  to  the  Crenerals,     Fairfax  relents. 
That   not   will   I.      My    hand    is   on   tha 

plough  ; 
I  will  not  look  behind.      [Exit  Cbomwux. 
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FROM   "PYGMALION  AND 
GALATEA" 

I  ScEXK.  —  Ptoicauok*9  ^udio,  cmitoiniofr  a 
Statue  of  OAUkTKA,  before  whidi  ourUdufl 
ATo  drawn. 

Pifgmalion,     '*  The  thing  is  but  ft  statue 
after  all  1 " 
Cynisoa  little  thought  that  in  those  wofds 
She  touch *d  the  key*note  of  my  discontent. 
True,  I  have  powers  deuied  to  other  men  ; 
fiire   me  a  block  of  senseless   marble  — 

wellf 
I  'm  A  magiotan,  and  it  rests  with  me 
To  say  wmit  kernel  lies  within  its  shell  ; 
It  shidl  contain  a  man,  &  woman  —  child  — 
A  dozen  men  and  women  if  I  wilL 
So  far  tH.>  gods  and  I  ran  neck  and  neck  ; 
Nay,  so  far  I  can  beat  them  at  their  trade  1 
/  am  no  bungler  —  all  the  men  /  make 
Are  straigbt-ltmbM  fellows,  each  magnifi- 
cent 
In  the  perfeetioti  of  his  manly  grace  : 
I  naJke  no  crook^bAeks  —  all  my  men  are 

gods, 
My  women  goddesses  —  in  ontwArd  form. 
But  there  's  my  tether  I     I  can  go  so  far, 
And  go  no  fortlier  I    At  that  point  I  stop. 


To  curse  the  bonds  that  hold  me  sternly 

back  ; 
To  eutee   the  Arrogance   of  those  proud 

gods. 
Who  say,  **  Thou  shalt  be  greatest  mmoiig 

man. 
And  yet  infinitesimally  small  I  *' 
GiUatea,    Pygmalion  t 
/>tf.  Who  called  ? 

Gm*  Pygmalion  1 

[Pygmalioh  team  ateajf  curtain  and  dueoo- 
en  Gai^tea  oftpe. 

P^a^  Ye  gods  1    It  lives  t 

did,  Pygmalion  f 

Pf9.  It 


I  have  my  prayer  I  my  Galatea  brea^theA  f 
Gal*     Wbere   am   I?      Let  me  speAkt 
Pygmalion  ; 
Give   me    thy  hand  —  both    hands  —  bow 

soft  and  warm  \ 
Whence  came  I  ?  [IkaemdM* 

Pya,  Why,  from  yonder  pedestal  I 

Gal,    That  pedestal  ?    Ah,  yes  1 1  reool- 
lect 
Ther^  was  a  time  when  it  was  part  of  me. 
P^ff,    That  time  has  paated  foieverl 
thou  art  now 
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A  livings  breiithliig  woman,  e^ceUent 
In  every  attribute  of  wamauldad. 

Gal.     Where  am  I,  then  ? 

Ptfg.  Why,  bom  into  the  world 

Bj  mtiade  1 

Gal,  Ih  this  the  world  ? 

P^g-  It  h. 

GaL    ThLs  room  7 

Pi/g.       Thk  room  ii  pottion  of  &  hotise  ; 

The   houae  stands  m  a  groTe  ,    ^^' 

itself 
Is  one  of  many,  many  hundfed 
Xu  Athens. 

GaL      And  is  Athens^  then,  ti 

P^g,    To  an  Athetuaa  —  yt^' 

GaL  An 

P^g.    By  birth  and  paf^ut 
descent. 

GqL    But  bow  eame  I  to  be  ? 

P^g,  Well— let 

Oh  ^—  yon  were  quarried  id  Peotelii 
I  modelled  you  in  clay— my  artismm 
Then  rougn'd  yon  out  in  noarble  —  I,  in 

turn. 
Brought  my  artistic  skill  to  bear  on  you, 
And  made  you  what  you  are  —  in  all  but 

life; 
The  gods  completed  what  I  had  begun, 
And  gave  the  only  gift  I  could  not  give  I 

Gcd,    Then  this  is  life  ? 

Pyg.  It  is. 

GcU.  And  not  long  since 

I  was  a  cold,  dull  stone  ?     I  recollect 
That  by  some  means  I  knew  that  I  was 

stone  : 
That  was  the  first  dull  gleam  of  conscious- 
ness ; 
I  became  conscious  of  a  chilly  self, 
A  cold,  immovable  identity. 
I  knew  that  I  was  stone,  and  knew  no  more  I 
Then,  by  an  imperceptible  advance, 
Came  the  dim  evidence  of  outer  things, 
Seen  —  darkly  and  imperfectly,  yet  seen  — 
The  walls  surrounding  me,  and  I  alone. 
That  pedestal  —  that  curtain  —  then  a  voice 
That  caird  on  Galatea  I     At  that  word, 
Which  seem'd  to  shake  my  marble  to  the 

core. 
That  which  was  dim  before  came  evident ; 
Sounds  that  had  humm'd  around  me,  indis- 
tinct, 
Vague,   meaningless,    seem*d    to    resolve 

themselves 
Into  a  language  I  could  understand  ; 
I  felt  my  frame  pervaded  by  a  glow 


That  seemM  to  thaw  my  marble  inio  Besh. 
Its  cold,  bard    substance    throbb*d    with 

active  lif^  ; 
My  limbs  grew  supple,  and  I  saov'd  —  1 

liv'dl 
Liv'd  in  the  ecstacy  of  new*boni  life  ! 
Liv^d  in  the  love  of  bim  that  fasbioti'd  me  I 
Liy^d  in  a  thousand  tangled   thoughts  of 

hope, 
'  —    gratittide,  —  thoughts  that  resoIvM 

themselves 

ae  word,  that  word  Fyrmalion  f 

^Kneels  to  Aim- 

.     I  have  no  words  to  tell  tbee  of  my 

mm  —  perf eet  in  tby  loveli  neas  J 

What  is  that  wora  7     Am  I  a  wo- 
man? 

Yes* 
Art  thou  a  woman  7 

Koj  I  am  a  man* 
What  is  a  man  ? 
ryg.  A  being  strongly  f  ratn'd 

To  wnlt  on  woman,  and  protect  her  from 
All   ills   that    strength    and   courage   can 

avert ; 
To  work  and  toil  for  her,  that   she  may 

rest ; 
To  weep  and  mourn  for  her,  that  she  may 

laugh  ; 
To  fight  and   die  for  her,  that   she   may 
live  ! 
Gal.     \_After  a  pause."]     I  'm  glad  I  am 

a  woman. 
Pyg.  So  am  I.  [  They  sit. 

Gal.    That  I  escape  the  pains  thou  hast 

to  bear  ? 
Pyg.     That  I  may  undergo  those  pains 

for  thee. 
Gal.    With  whom,  then,  wouldst  thou 

fight? 
Pyg.  With  any  man 

Whose  deed  or  word  gave  Galatea  pain. 
Gal.     Then  there  are  other  men  in  this 

strange  world  ? 
Pyg.     There  are,  indeed  I 
GaL  And  other  women  ? 

Pyg.     [Taken  aback.']  Yes. 

Though  for  a  moment  1  *d  forgotten  it  I 
Yes,  other  women. 

GaL  And  for  all  of  these 

Men  work,  and  toil,  and  mourn,  and  weep, 
and  fight  ? 
Pyg.     It  is  man's   duty,  if  he  's  call'd 
upon, 


WILLIAM   SCHWENCK   GILBERT 


4S9 


To  fight  for  all :   he  works   for  those  be 
lores* 
(7a/*    Then  bj  thy  work  I  know  iboa 

loTcsi  me* 
Pyg*    XndiH.'dt  1  love  thee  I 

[Entltracfji  Ker. 
Onl.  With  what  kind  of  love  ? 

Pyg^     I  love  thee  [recolUcting  hinvtci/aftd 
rtleasing  her]  as  a  sculptor  loves  his 
work  t 
"'4'itkfe.]  There  's  a  diplomat'y  iu  that  replj. 
Gctl.    My  love  is  different  in  kina  to 
thine : 
T  am  no  sculptor,  and  I  Ve  done  no  work, 
Tet  I   do  luve  thee  :    sajr,  what  love   is 
luitic  ? 
Pifg.    Tel)  roe  its  symptoms,  then  111 

answer  thee, 
Gol.     Its  symptoms  ?   Let  me  eall  them 
as  they  come. 
A  sense  that  I  am  made  by  theeybr  thee  ; 
That  I  ^ve  no  will  that  is  not  wholly  thine  ; 
That  I  *ve  no  thought,  no  hope,  no  enter- 
prise 
That  docs  not  own  ihee  aa  its  sovereign  ; 
That  I  havp  life,  that  I  may  live  for  thee. 
That  I  am  thiuc  —  that  thou  and  I  are  one  1 
What  kind  of  lore  is  that  ? 

Pyg^  A  kind  of  love 

That  I  shall  run  some  risk  in  dealing  with  1 
Gai,     And  why,  Pygmalion  ? 
Pyg*  Such  love  as  thine 

A  man  may  not  receive,  except  indeed 
From  one  who  is,  or  is  to  be,  liis  wife  1 
6V.     Then  /  will  be  tliy  wife  t 
Pyg'  That  may  not  be  ; 

I  have  a  wife  —  the  gods  allow  but  one. 
GaL     Why  did  the  gods,  then,  send  me 

here  to  thee  7 
Pyg.     I  cannot  say  —  unless  to  punish 

For  unretiecting  and  presumptuous  nrayer. 
I  pray'd  that  thou  shouldst  live  — ^I  have 

my  prayer. 
And  now  I  see  the  fearfnl  conseqnencse 
That  must  attend  it  1 

Oal*  Tet  tbon  lovest  me  ? 

Pyg-    Wlio  conld  look  on  that  face  and 

itiHe  love  ? 
Gal,    Then  I  am  beaotif  ul  ? 
PypM  Indeed  thon  art. 

Oai*    I  wish  that  I  ootUd  look  upon  my- 
self. 
Bat  tliat  's  impossible. 
Pyg,  Not  to  indeed. 


This  mirror  wiU  reflect  thy  face.     Behold  ! 
Tflcuifit  her  a  mirrof 
GaL    How  beantilm  I    Vm  very  glad 
to  know 
That  both  our  tastes  a^ree  so  pcrfect'^y  ; 
Why,  my  Pygmalioa,  1  did  not  think 
That  aught  could  be  more  beautiful  than 

thou, 
Till  I  beheld  my  self  ♦     Believe  me»  love, 
I  could  look  in  this  mirror  all  day  long. 
So  I  'm  a  woman  ? 

Pyg.  There  's  no  doubt  of  that  t 

G(d.   Oh  happy  maid,  to  be  so  pASning 
fair! 
And  happier  still  Pygmalion,  who  can  gaz9| 
At  will,  upon  so  beautiful  a  face  t 

Pyg,     Hush,  Galatea  (    in  thine  inno* 


Thou  aayest  things  that  others  would  re- 
pf<»ve. 
Gal,     Indeed,  Pygmalion?    Then  it   is 
wrong 
To  think  that  one  is  exquisitely  fair? 

Pyg,    Well,  G&Utea,  It  *s  a  senttmeut 
Tliat  every  other  woman  ibarcs  with  thee  ; 
They  thitik  it,  but  tbey  keep  it  to  them- 
selves. 
Gal,     And  is  thy  wife  as  l>cautif ul  as  I  ? 
Pyg,     No,  Galatea,  for  in  forming  thee 
I    took    her   features  —  lowly   in    them- 
selves — 
And  in  the   marble  made   them   lovelies 
still. 
Gal.    l^Duappoinltd,}  Oh  1   then  I  *m  not 

original  ? 
Pyg,  Well  — m>  — 

That  is  —  thou  hast  indeed  a  prototy|)e  ; 
But   though  iu  stone  thou  didiit   resemble 

her. 
In  life  the  difference  is  manifest. 

GaL    X  *m  very  glad  I  am  loveliar  tbtt 
she. 
And  am  I  better  ? 

Pyg.  That  I  do  not  know. 

GaL    Then  ibe  has  faulU  ? 
Pyg,  But  very  few  Indeed  \ 

Mere  trivial  blemishes,  tliat  serve  to  show 
That  she  and  I  are  of  one  common  kin. 
I  love  her  all  the  better  for  such  fault*  I 
GaL     lAftcr  a  /louxf.]     T**ll    ine  soma 

faults  and  X  '11  commit  them  now. 
Pyg.    There  is  no  bnrry  ;  they  will  oomo 
in  time  : 
Though,  for  that  matter*  it  V  a  grievoua  nil 
To  sit  as  lovingly  aa  w#  Ml  iuht. 
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GuL     la  sin  so  pleasant  ?    If  to  sit  and 

talk, 
Ab  we  are  siUmg,  be  indeed  n  sin, 
Whj,  I  could  fliu  all  day  1     But  tell  me, 

love, 
1&  tbiB  great  fault,  that  I'm  G£»mi&ittiiig 

The  kind  of  fault  that  nnl j  serres  to  show 
That  thou  and  I  aje  of  one  eominon  kin  9 
Py^*    Indeed,  I  'm  verj  mucl 

b. 
Oed^     And  dost  thon  loye  mc 

fineb  fault  ? 
Pyg.     Where  is   the  mortal  t 

answer  **  Ho  "  ? 
Gdl     Why,  then  I'm  sattsfle 
lion  I 
Th  J  wife  and  I  can  start  on  equal 
She  lovea  thee  ? 

Pif9'  Verj  much. 

GuL  I  am  glau  u, 

I  like  thy  wife. 
Pyg*  And  why  ? 

f?af.  Our  taj^tes  agree. 

We  love  Pygmalion  weU,  and,  what  is  more, 
Pygmalion  loves  us  both,     I  like  thy  wife  ; 
I  'm  sure  we  shall  agree. 
Pyg.    [Aside,']  I  doubt  it  much  I 

Gal,    Is  she  within  ? 
Pyg.  No,  she  is  not  within. 

Gal.    But  she  *11  come  back  ? 
Pyg,  Oh,  yes,  she  will  come  back. 

Gal,    How  pleas'd  she'll  be   to  know, 
when  she  returns. 
That  there  was  some  one  here  to  fill  her 
place  ! 
Pyg.     [Dryly.']    Yes,  I  should  say  she  *d 

be  extremely  pleas'd. 
Cral,    Why,  there  is  something  in  thy 
voice  which  says 
That  thou  art  jesting  I    Is  it  possible 
To  say  one  thing  and  mean  another  ? 

Pyg,  Yes, 

It 's  sometimes  done. 

Gal,  How  very  wonderful ! 

So  clever  I 

Pyg.  And  so  very  useful. 

Gal,  Yes. 

Teach  me  the  art. 

Pyg.  The  art  will  come  in  time. 

My  wife  will  not  be  pleas'd ;  there  —  that 's 
the  truth. 
Gal.    I  do  not  think  that  I  shaU  like  thy 
wife. 
Tell  me  more  of  hen 


Pyg,  Well  — 

OaL  Wliat  did  ate  »y 

When  kst  she  left  thee  ?  \ 

Pyg,  HnzDph  I  WeU,  let  me  see;  \ 

Oh  i   true,  she  gave  thee  to  me  as  my 

wife,  — 
Her  ftolitarv  rept^aentative  j 
She  fear'd  I  Bhould  be  lonely  till  she  eame, 
And  counselled   me,  if    thoughts  of  love 
ahould  come, 
ak  those  thoughts  to  thee,  as  I  Ajd 
wont 
ak  to  her. 

That 'a  right 

not  when  she  spoke 
raat  a  stone,  now  thou  art  fleah  an  ' 
blood, 
makes  a  difference  I 

It 's  a  strange  world  I 
lan  loves  her  husband  very  much, 
a.nnot  brook  that  I  shoald  love  hinit 
tool 
She  fears  he  will  be  lonely  till  she  comes* 
And  will  not  let  me  cheer  his  loneliness  I 
She  bids  him  breathe  his  love  to  senseless 

stone. 
And,  when  that  stone  is  brought  to  life,  be 

dumb  I 
It 's  a  strange  world  —  I  cannot  fathom  it ! 
Pyg,     [Aside.]    Let  me  be  brave,  and 
put  an  end  to  this. 
[Aloud.]      Come,  Galatea  —  till  my  wife 

returns, 
My  sister  shall  provide  thee  with  a  home  ; 
Her  house  is  close  at  hand. 

Gal.      [Astonished  and  aUtrmed,]      Send 
me  not  hence, 
Pygmalion  —  let  me  stay. 

Pyg,  It  may  not  be. 

Come,  Galatea,  we  shall  meet  again. 

Gal.    [Resignedly.]    Do  with  me  as  thou 
wut,  Pygmalion  I 
But  we  shall  meet  again  ?  —  and  very  soon  ? 
Pyg.     Yes,  very  soon. 
Gal.  And  when  th/  wife  returns, 

She  '11  let  me  stay  with  thee  ? 

Pyg.  I  do  not  know. 

[Aside.]  Why  should  I  hide  the  truth  from 

her?    [Aloud.]     Alas! 
I  may  not  see  thee  then. 

Gal.  Pygmalion  I 

What  fearful  words  are  these  ? 

Pyg,  The  bitter  truth. 

I  may  not  love  thee  —  I  must  send  thee 
hence. 


^^1 

l^v 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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GaL     ReciJl  thoie  words,   Pjfmolian, 

That  Heaven  has  sent  m©  h«re  to  b©  with          1 

my  love  1 

thee !                                                                J 

Wm  it  for  this  tbat  Heareo  gave  me  life  ? 

Thou  tellest  me  of  duty  to  thy  wife,                 ^J 

^gnudioD,  luiYe  mercy  on  me  ;  see, 

Of  vows  that  thou  wilt  love  but  her  Alas  1    ^^| 

I  am  thy  work,  thou  hust  created  me  ; 
The  ^ixLi  have  sent  mc  to  thee.   I  am  thiue. 

I  do  not  know  these  things  —  I  only  know      ^^ 

That  Uea%"en,  who  sent  me  here,  Ims  given 

Thlue  !  osily  and  unalterably  thine  1 

me 

Thk  m  the  thought  with  which  my  totil  U 

One  all-absorbing  duty  to  disebargv  — 
To  love  thee,  and  to  make  thee  love  agaiu  1 

ehar^d. 

Thim  telleiit  me   of  one  who  claims  thy 

lore, 

[During  this  meek  Pyghauon  has  shotm 

Tliat  tliou  haat  love  for  her  alone.   Ak*  I 

I  do  Dot  know  theae  things  —  I  ouly  know 

he  taka  hirinJkiM 

ami,  and  emitraett  ktr.     ^M 

l^mnan  €()arlcsf  a^critalc 

1 

'                          iETATE  XIX 

In  this  brief  homily  I  read  you                        ^H 
There  shoukl  be  found                              ^^ 

NiXETKEN  1  of  years  a  pleasant  number ; 

Some  wholesome  moi-al,  that  might  lead         1 

And  it  were  well 

you                                                            ^J 

If  on  his  post  old  Time  would  slumber 
For  Isabel  : 

To  look  around,                                        ^M 

■ 

Aud  think  how  swift,  as  sunlight  paaeit         ^H 

Xf  he  would  leave  her,  fair  and  girlish. 

Into  the  shade,                                           ^H 

Untouched  of  him 
Forgetting  once  his  fashions  churlish, 
\             Just  lor  a  whim  ( 

The  prettv  picture  in  tout  gliss  is                   ^^M 
Foredoomed  to  fade.                                  ^H 

^^H 

1  « 

But,  7aith,  the  birthday  genius  quarrela         ^^| 

With  moral  rhyme,                                    ^^M 

Sleep  we,  or  wake. 

And  I  was  never  good  at  inaimli                       ^H 

lie  lavs  aside  his  right  of  lordship 

At  any  time  ;                                             ^^M 

l^or  no  mau*s  sake  ; 

^^H 

While  with  ill'<»metts  to  alarm  you                  ^* 

fiut  all  untinog  girds  his  loins  up 

T  were  vain  to  try.  — 

For  great  and  small ; 

To  show  how  little  mine  should  harm  you. 

And,  as  a  miser  sums  his  coins  up, 

Your  mother 's  by  I 

Still  counts  us  all. 

And  what  can  lime  hurt  me,  I  pray,  witl^ 

As  jealous  as  a  nine-days '  lover, 

If  he  insures 

He  will  not  spare, 

Such  friends  to  laugh  regrets  away  with         ^H 

As  you  —  and  yours?                               ^^| 

One  silver  hair  ; 

^H 

But  writes  his  wrinklit  fiir  and  niear  in 

READY,  AY,  READY                ^M 

Life's  every  page, 
With  ink  invisible,  made  clear  ia 

Old  England's  soaa  are  Engliah  yet,           ^^| 
Old  England's  hcArts  are  strong  i            ^H 

The  fire  of  age. 

And  still  she  wears  her  corvnet                    ^^M 

Child  i  while  the   tioaohenms    flame  yet 

Aflame  with  swtircl  autl  song.                    ^H 
As  in  their  pride  our  fathers  died,                ^^M 

shines  not 

On  thy  smooth  brow, 

H  u<hkI  be,  so  die  we  ;                                ^^| 

VTbere  even  Envy's  eye  divines  not 

So  wii*ld  we  stilU  gainsay  who  will*             ^^M 
The  sceptre  of  the  sea.                            ^H 

That  writing  now, 
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Engkocl^  stJUid  fast ;  let  Hand  and  heart  be 

steady  ; 
B«  thy  first  word  thy  kst,  —  Ready,  ay, 

ready  1 

We  Ve  KflJei^hB  etill  for  RAletgh*fi  pait. 

We  've  Nelsons  yet  iinknowii  ; 
The  pulses  of  the  Lioa  Heart 

Beat  on  through  Wellitig'toii* 
Hold,  Britaiu,  hold  thy  creed  "-*  "" 

8traug  foe  and  steadfast  f 
And,  still  unto  tbv  motto  tn 
Defy  not,  but  defend. 
Eugland,  stand  fast ;  k't  heart  m 

steady  ; 
Be  thy  first  word  thy  last,  ^ — 
ready  I 

Men  whmpor'd  that  onr  arm  was  weak, 

Men  said  our  blood  was  eold. 
And  that  our  hearts  no  longer  speak 

The  clarion -note  of  old  ; 
Bnt  let  th«  spear  nnd  fiwonl  draw  near 

The  sleeping  lion's  den, 
His  island  shore  shall  start  once  more 
To  life  with  armed  men. 
England,  stand  fast ;  let  heart  and  hand  be 

steady  ; 
Be  thy  first  word  thy  last,  —  Ready,  ay, 
ready! 


THAISAS   DIRGE 

Thau  A  fair,  under  the  cold  sea  lying. 

Sleeps   tlie  long  sleep   denied    to  h^r  hj 

Earth; 
We,  addiug  sigha  unto  the  wild  wipds*  sif  !» 

ing; 
With  all  our  mourning  under-matini  ber 

worth  I 
'^^ — ^hite  waves  tosa  their  crested  plumes 

above  her, 

.  sorrowing  faeea  with  the  salt  spray 

wet ; 

3  her  loTei^  that  once  kam'd  to  lore 
'  her, 

ever  may  remember  to  forget  ;  ■ 

for  her  pillow   Amphitnte   hrmgi>fl 

eth,  ■ 

ad  nymphs  of  the  dank  weed  weare 

her  ahroud  ; 

ritou*s  horn  her  dirge  to  Oeedn  sing- 

eth, 
Whose    misty    carerns    swell    tlie    echo 

loud  ; 
And,  while  the  tides  rock  to  and  fro  her 

bier, 
Wliat  was  Thaisa  lies  entombed  here. 


^Dugu^ie^ta  Wch^tet 


SONGS   FROM   DRAMAS 

NEWS  TO  THE   KING 

**  News  to  the  king,  good  news  for  all," 

TTie  com  is  trodden,  the  river  runs  red, 
"  News  of  the  battle,"  the  heralds  call, 
«*  We  have  won  the  field  ;  we  have  taken 

the  to\ni  ; 
We   have   beaten   the  rebels  and  crushed 
them  down." 
And  the  dying  lie  with  the  dead. 

"  Who  was  my  bravest  ?  "  quoth  the  king, 
The  com  is  trodden,  the  river  runs  red. 

**  Whom  shall  I  honor  for  this  great  thing  ?  " 

"Threescore  were  best,  where  none  were 
worst  ; 

But  Walter  Wendulph  was  aye  the  first." 
And  the  dying  lie  with  the  dead. 


"  What    of    my    husband  ?  "    quoth    the 

bride. 
The    com  is  trodden,   the    river    runs 

red. 
"  Comes  he  to-morrow  ?  how  long  will  be 

bide  ?  " 
"  Put    off    thy   bridegear,    busk    thee   in 

black  ; 
Walter  Wendulph  will  never  come  back." 
And  the  dying  lie  with  the  dead. 

'tween  earth  and  sky 

Seeds  with  wings,  between  earth  and  sky 
Fluttering,  flying ; 
Seeds  of  a  lily  with  blood-red  core 
Breathing  of  myrrh  and  of  giroflore  : 
Where  winds  drop  them,  there  must  the/ 
lie. 
Living  or  dying. 
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» to  t1i«  gArdeo,  some  to  the  wall, 

Some  to  the  river,  some  to  earth  : 
Th<>«e  that  reach  the  right  soil  get  birth  ; 
Kotte  of  the  rest  have  liv'd  at  all* 
U  Whose  voice  ia  calliug  — 

**  Here  t»  »oil  for  wing*d  seeds  that  near, 
Fluttering,  fear  Lug, 
Where  they  a  hall  root  and  burgeon  and 

spread, 
Lttelung  the   heart-room  the  song   lies 
dead: 
'  fialf  is  the  song  that  reaches  thd  ear. 
Half  is  the  hearing  "  ? 

DAY  IS  DEAD 

Day  is  dend^  and  let  us  sleep* 

Sleep  a  while  or  sleep  for  aye  ; 
'Twere  the  best  if  we  uiikuew 
While  to-morrow  dawuM  and  grew  j 

It  may  bring  us  time  to  weep  : 
We  were  glad  to-day. 

Joy  for  a  little  wliile  ia  won, 

Joy  \s  ending  while  begun  ; 

Then  the  setting  of  the  sun  ; 

Afterwards  is  long  to  rue. 


1     TELL   ME  KOT  OF  MORROWS,  SWEET 

TicLL  me  not  of  morrows,  sweet ; 

All  to-<biy  is  fair,  and  oura, 
Thine  and  mine  ; 
^^Mftr  not  Now  with  needing  more. 
^^p  Neither  sueak  of  yesterdays  ; 

^^^^^    Lose  not  Now  with  baekward  g&se, 
^^^^HTing  on  what  went  before. 
^^^HPi  for  all  to-da^*s  new  fiowen» 
'  Mine  and  thiue, 

Else  to-day  were  incomplete. 

Nay,  but  apeak  of  morrowsi  sweet ; 
Lest  to-day  seem  loss  of  ours, 

Thiue  and  mine. 
Leaving  nought  to  oome  again. 

Nay,  but  speak  of  yesterdays. 

Lest,  forgetting  trodden  ways, 
We  have  trodden  them  in  rain. 
Make  one  love-time  of  all  hourSi 

Mine  and  thine* 
}  to-day  were  iuoomplete. 


THE  DEATHS  OF  MYRON  AND 
KLYDONE 

FROM  "IN  a  day" 

BcEa«B, — A  %hted  HaH,  Soft  muiio  plajrlnv  1 
without.  A  Bed  pbicid  in  an  aleeve  among  j 
flowen, 

Emer  Mybqx,  OLYMmoa,  Rurcs,  LYits, 
and  others* 
MifT,    Move  me  that  jasmine   farther 
from  the  bed  : 
The    perfume's    sweetest    coming    falnl| 

through  air. 
That  ^8  well.     And  shut  the  nearest  ota»*\ 

ment  close  : 
The  breeze   is  almost  chilL    Throw  thai 

one  wide  : 
Let  waking  stars  peep  at  their  mimics  here. 
Now,  Ruf  us,  art  Uiou  ready  ? 
nuj:  'Tis,  Art  thou? 

3/yr.    Give  me  the   cup,  good   Lysis, 
Pure  wine  first, 
I  drink  to  the  Good  Genius  [rfnnJt*],  whom* 

perchance, 
I  shall  know  presently  by  some  nearer  name. 
Now,  Lysis,  that  blent  wine  whose  name  ia  1 
Sleep.  [i>m4r*,  I 

[  To  Rtdfits.^    So,  thou  hast  seen  me  drink, 
and  kuow'Ht  what  draught. 
Who  saw*st  it  mix*d  ;  no  need  me  thinks  to 

watch. 
Go,  prithee,  try  again  mj  vintage  wine : 
I  doubt  thou  wilt  not  ask  to  taste  this  brew, 
Ru/s     No,  'faith  t  my  thirst  can  wmit  a. 
whol«'«om»»r  tap, 
I  aai  sorry  for  thee,  too, 

Jlfyr,  Well,  go,  my  i 

Thou  oanat  come  by-and-by  aid  see  *i  ^ 

aure. 
lExemt  all  bui  Mtrok,  Olymkios,  atid 

Lvsm. 
Now  quick,  boy  I  fetch  Klydone. 

lExii  Lysu. 

T  is  most  strange 

How  death  that  is  of  all  we  know  most  sore, 

Of  all  we  know  seems  most  impoosible. 

I  shall  not  live  an  hour ;  my  mind  grutts 

that. 
But  grants  it  as  a  stage  of  argument. 
Gives  it  but  such  beliel  as  wl^n,  being  told 
**  So  many  fathomless  miles  to  reach  that 

star," 
Wa  leam  Ihe  oount  nnqaeationin^  it  for  traei 
B«it  Oftttoot  sbftpe  Qoooeption  of  it«  reaoh^ 
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X  cannot^  quick  life  still  witliiti  mj  Teins, 
I  eatitiut  feet  a  faith  that  presently 
My  cold  oblivious  body  shall  lie  there. 
Void  of  the  sou  If  ati  ended  nothingneis, 
Ol^mn.     Thou  art  too  young,  aud  death 

unnntuml 
J/^.     Klyduue  thiuks  all  death  tmnata- 

raL 
Ol^mn.    If  nature  stood  for  perfectneis, 
it  were* 
And  therein  is  the  better  after-1 
For  perfactness  muat  be,  ainee  i 

it, 
Aud^  not  being  here,  't  ib  in  p 
life. 
Mp:    1 11  think  my  Boul  shsl\  i 

sunward  swallows. 
Having  knoiAii  but  Butnmer  her  w  i 

there. 
Kljdone  comes  not. 

Oiymn.  That  *s  for  want  of  winga. 

JWyr.    I  would  she  had  them^  to  flee 
hence  aud  rest. 
'T  is  a  wild,  long  journey.     Ah,  poor  child, 

poor  child  ! 
May  the  gods  send  her  happy. 

Olymn.  If  they  will ; 

Fray  rather  they  may  send  her  as  is  best. 
Myr,    Let  her  not  brood  upon  my  death 
too  much, 
And  most  of  all  persuade  her  from  re- 
morse ; 
Tell    her  'twas  destin'd,  had  she  never 

spoken  ; 
Hush  her  from  her  own  blame  till,  by-and- 

It    takes    the    strangeness    of    nnworded 

thoughts 
That  fade  like  bodiless  ghosts  beyond  our 
ken. 
Olymn,      No,  Myron.      Self-blame  *8  a 
shrewd  counsellor  ; 
I  will  not  help  Klydone  from  that  good. 
Myr,     She   is  such   a  woman  as  some 

griefs  could  kill. 
Olymn,     Better  to  die  by  an  ennobling 
grief 
Than  to  live  cheerful  in  too  low  content. 
Myr,    But  spare  her,  if  it  be   but  for 

my  sake. 
Olymn,    Whom  dost  thou  ask  ?    I  spare 
not  nor  chastise  ; 
That 's  God's  to  do,  who  makes  our  self  his 

means : 
Her  Borrowing  or  her  comfort  lie  in  her. 


Enter  Lysis. 


i 


tys,    Klydone,  sir,  Klydouc  —      [Siopi^ 

Myr,  Comes  she  not  ? 

Tell  her  to  make  more  speed,  for  I  gram 

heavy.  A 

Lyi.     She  comes  ;  she  bade  them  caii]^^ 

her  ;  she  ^s  half  dead. 
Myr.    1  am  awake,  I  think.    Say  it  tigaiiL 

She  took  the  poison  at  due  ttoie ; 
id  'twas  at  due  time  hy  thine  own 
eount; 

id  thou  sbouldst  have  calFd  her  is 
an  hour, 
he  wm  ready  then :   but  *t  was  too 

than  an  hour,  and  so  she  must  go  flrat 
lid  but  mean  to  follow  thee  after- 
wards. 

nn*    Well,  'tis  her  right. 
J      '.  Is  it  a  message  f  boy  T 

Lya.     She  said  it  by  gasps  ;  then  bade 
me,  if  she  died. 
Tell  it  thee  for  her,  and  thou  'dst  know  and 

pardon. 
She  is  coming. 

Myr,  She  go  first  I     Klydone  die  ! 

Olyninios,  hast  thou  heard  ? 

Olymn,  I  blame  her  not  ; 

Nor  weep  her  going  with  thee.     *T  is  the 
best. 
Myr,    I  would  have  had  her  live  :  she 
hated  death. 
But  we  go  hand  in  hand,  husband  and  wife. 
Lysis,  go  bid  them  hasten,  lest  she  sleep. 
Or  I,  past  waking,  ere  she  come  to  me. 

Enter  Servants  carrying  Klydone  on  a 
couch, 

A  Senmnt,    'T  is  over.    She  still  breath'd 

a  minute  since  ; 
But  now  *t  is  over. 

Second  Serv,  *T  was  but  just  "  Too 

soon  !  " 
As  if  she  sigh*d  in  sleep  ;  then  only  breath'd, 
And  now  *t  is  over. 

Myr.  Oh,  how  fair  she  lies  ! 

She  should  have  kept  that  smile  to  look  ou 

me. 
Sweet,  canst  thou  see  me  still  ?     How  fair 

she  is ! 
Smile  on,  Klydone,  death  has  wedded  us. 
Wife,  wilt  thou  love  me  there,  whither  we 

go  ?  [Exit  Olymnios. 
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Lyn.    Maiter,  she  sturM. 

Zy«.             Yes. 

Myr,         T  was  btit  my  breath*  my  boy, 

jl/yr.                    Throw  the  curtains  back. 

XlLii.t  moY'd  that  strtiyiiig  goAsamer  of  her 

Put  out  those  lights.     Now  sing   until    I 

hnir. 

sleeow                      \_ExeutU  Servants* 
No  dirges,  boy  ;  that  song  Klydone  lov'd. 

[To  tkt  Servante.]     Come,  lift  her  geutly. 

lay  her  on  the  bed. 

Philomel  and  the  aloe  flower,  sing  that,          ^^^ 

8a 

Lys.     [Sinff$,'\                                                 ^H 

Olpnn,  I  Without.']  Both  1  oh,  both  I 

Joy  tliat  *A  half  too  keen  snd  true           ^^| 

A  Hertmnt.               Hark  i     'T  was  a  faU. 

Makes  us  tears.                                   ^^^ 

Go  see.           lExetmt  iom€  Servants. 
Myr,    Where  is  Qlymnios  7 

Oh  the  sweetness  of  the  tears  t           ^H 

If  such  joy  at  hand  appears,                 ^^| 

EeHnter  a  Servant. 

Sualf'h  it^  give  thine  all  for  it :               ^^| 
Joy  that  is  so  exquisite,                              ^^^ 

What 's  the  noise  we  heard  ? 

Lost,  comes  not  new.                         ^^B 

S€nf.    Olymnios,  master. 

(One  blooaam  for  a  hundred  years.)          1 

Jfyr-                            Yes  ? 

1 

Sm.                              He  died  and  fell. 

Grief  tlmt  's  fond,  and  dies  not  80OO>             1 

Myr.      Wfaeii  sorrow  swells  these  iron- 

Makes  delight.                                     ^i 

pent  hearts  they  break. 

Oh  the  pain  of  the  delight  1                  ^H 

Go»  aU  of  you.    Keep  stillness,  wake  me  not 

If  thy  grief  be  Love's  aright^              ^^| 
Tend  it  close  and  let  it  grow  :                  ^^| 

I  haTe  room  beside  thee«  lore.     [LiW  doum 

on  the  6erf.]     Go  now,  my  friends. 
Lysis,  not  thou.    Sit  where  I  do  not  see  thee. 

Grief  so  tender  not  to  know                     ^^^ 

Loses  Love's  boon.                                  V 

Send  hence  that  music,  and  thou,  sing  me 

(Sweet  Philomel  sings  all  the  night.)          J 

Myr,  rZ)rotr9i7y.]  Fair  d^ams,  Klydona    ^H 

Waken  me  at  dawn.              {Skta^   ^H 

asleep. 
Is  it  moonlight  yet  ? 
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K   LOCKER)                                                                       ^H 

TO  MY   GRANDMOTHER 

With  her  bridal- wreatb,  boaqnet,              ^^| 

Ijare  farthingale,  and  gay                            ^^| 

tVCGESTED  ST  A  PICTURK  SY  MR.  mOMKlY 

Falbata,                                                      ^H 

Were  Romney's  limning  tmm,                   ^^| 

Thu  relative  of  mine, 

What  a  lucky  dog  were  yooi                       ^^M 

Was  she  seventy-and-nine 

Grandpapa  1                                             ^^M 

When  she  died  ? 

^^H 

By  the  eanvas  may  be  seen 
How  she  look*d  at  seTeuteeo, 

Her  lips  are  sweet  as  love  ;                         ^^| 

They  are  partijig  l     Do  tbey  mors  ?           ^^M 
Are  they  dumb  ?                                        ^H 

As  a  bride. 

Her  eyes  are  bine,  and  beam                        ^^M 

Beneath  a  summer  tree. 

Beseechingly,  and  seem                               ^^M 

Her  maiden  reverie 

To  say,  »  Come  t  "                                     ^M 

Has  a  charm ; 

^^H 

Her  ringlets  are  in  taste  ; 

What  funny  fancy  slips                                ^^M 

What  an  ami  f  .  ,  •  what  a  w»iii 

From  at  ween  these  ckerry  lips  1                  ^^M 

For  an  arm  1 

Whisper  me,                                               ^H 

M 
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Ill  at  good-foF-nathing  Time 
Has  a  confidence  snbhiue  I 

When  I  first 
Saw  thiB  lady,  in  my  jonth, 
Her  winters  hadi  forsooth^ 

Dane  their  wora*-        "^ 

Her  loeks,  as  tp 

Once  sham'd  til 

By-aad-by 
That  fowFs  avengi 
Set  his  cruel  foot 

Kear  her  eye. 

Her  ronnded  form  m 
And  her  silk  was  boi 

WeU  I  wot 
With  her  needles  would  she  Biti 
And  for  tours  would  she  knit,  — 

Would  she  not  ? 

Ah,  perishable  clay  t 

Her  charms  had  dropp'd  away 

One  by  one  ; 
But  if  she  heav'd  a  sigh 
With  a  burden,  it  was,  "  Thy 

Will  be  done." 

In  travail,  as  in  tears. 
With  the  fardel  of  her  years 

Overpast, 
In  mercy  she  was  borne 
Where  the  weary  and  the  worn 

Are  at  rest. 

Oh,  if  you  now  are  there. 
And  sweet  as  once  you  were, 

Grandmamma, 
This  nether  world  agrees 
'T  will  all  the  better  please 

Grandpapa. 


THE   WIDOWS   MITE 

A  Widow,  —  she  had  only  one  I 
A  puny  and  decrepit  son  ; 

But,  day  and  night, 
Though  fretful  oft,  and  weak  and  small, 
A  loving  child,  he  was  her  all,  — 

The  Widow's  Mite. 


Tlie  Widow's  Mite  ^  ay,  so  BU4da^4 

She  battled  onward,  nor  eotnplain'd 

Though  friends  were  fewer  ; 
And  while  &he  toiVd  for  daily  fare, 
A  little  crutch  upon  the  stair 
Was  music  to  her. 

I  saw  her  then,  and  now  I  see 

That^  though  resign'd  and  eheerfnl,  a! 

Has  sorrowed  much  : 
She  has,  — *  He  gave  it  tenderlyp  — 
Skiuch  faith,  luid,  carefully  Ijiid  hy^ 

A  little  crutch. 

ON  AN   OLD   MUFF 

Time  has  a  magie  wand  I 
What  is  this  meets  my  hand^ 
Moth-eaten,  motddy,  and 

Covered  with  fluff  ? 
Faded,  and  stiff,  and  scant ; 
Can  it  be  ?  no.  It  cait't,^.^ 
Yes»  I  declare,  it 's  Aunt 

Prudijucfi's  muff  1 

Years  ago,  twenty-three, 
Old  Uncle  Doubledee 
Gave  it  to  Aunty  P. 

Laughing  and  teasing  : 
"  Prue  of  the  breezy  curls, 
Whisper  those  solemn  churls. 
What  holds  a  pretty  girVs 

Hand  without  squeezing  ?  " 

Uncle  was  then  a  lad 
Gay,  but,  I  grieve  to  add, 
Sinful,  if  smoking  bad 

Baccy  's  a  vice  : 
Glossy  was  then  this  mink 
Muff,  lined  with  pretty  pink 
Satin,  which  maidens  think 

"  Awfully  nice  1 " 

I  seem  to  see  again 

Aunt  in  her  hood  and  train 

Glide,  with  a  sweet  disdain, 

Gravely  to  Meeting  : 
Psalm-book,  and  kerchief  new, 
Peep'd  from  the  Muff  of  Prue  ; 
Young  men,  and  pious  too. 

Giving  her  greeting. 

Sweetly  her  Sabbath  sped 
Then  ;  from  this  Muff,  it 's  said, 
Tracts  she  distributed  : 

Converts  (till  Monday !), 
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Lur'd  hy  the  grace  they  lack'd, 
Folio w*d  bcr.     One,  in  fact, 
Aak'd  for  —  and  got  —  bis  tract 
Twico  of  a  Suuduj  I 

l%gne  hiia  a  {Mitetit  spell  ; 
'Bbon  this  bold  110 *ep-fi o- well > 
Auiii  *s  too  sui«€i?ptib)e 

Hfttrt  undenniiiiug^, 
SlippM,  so  tlje  scaiidflJ  runs. 
Notes  in  tbe  pretty  iiun*8 
Muff,  —  triple-comer^d  ones, 

Viiik  aa  its  liuiug. 

Worse  folloir'd  :  soon  the  jade 

Fled  (to  oblige  her  blade  }) 

Whibt  her  f riaiids  thought  that  they  *d 

Lock'd  her  tip  tightly : 
After  fill  oh  shocking  games 
Aunt  is  of  wedded  dames 
Gayestf  and  now  her  name  'a 

Mrs.  Goljghtly* 

In  female  conduct,  flaw 
Saddcir  I  ne?er  saw. 
Faith  still  I  Ve  in  tbe  law 

Of  compensation. 
Once  Uncle  went  astray, 
SmokM,  jok*d,  and  swore  away  ; 
Bworti  by  be 's  now,  by  a 

litfge  congregation. 

Cbanged  is  tbe  Child  of  Sin  ; 
Kow  na  ^9  (be  once  was  thin) 
Grare^  with  a  double  chin^  — 

Blest  be  his  fat  form  1 
Changed  is  tbe  garb  he  wore» 
Preacher  was  never  more 
Pri«'d  than  is  Uncle  for 

Pulpit  or  platform. 

If  all 's  as  best  beflU 
Mortals  of  alcnder  wits, 
Then  beg  this  Muff  and  ita 

Fair  Owner  pardon  : 
All  *s/ifr  the  heit^  mdeed 
8uch  is  my  simple  creed  : 
t»till  I  moat  go  and  weed 

Hard  in  my  garden* 

TO   MY  MISTRESS 

CounTESfly  I  see  the  flying  year, 
And  feel  how  Time  is  wasting  hero  : 
Ay,  more,  he  soon  his  worst  will  doi, 
And  gamer  all  your  roaes  too. 


It  pleii«es  Time  to  fold  hts  wings 
Arouud  our  best  and  fairest  things  ; 
He  '11  mar  your  blooming  cheek,  *aa  now 
He  stamps  his  mark  upon  my  brow. 

Tbe  same  mute  planets  rise  and  shine 
To  rule  your  days  and  nights  aa  mine  s 
Once  I  was  young  and  g^y^  and,  see .  »  • 
What  I  am  now  you  soon  will  be. 

And  yet  I  boast  a  certain  charm 
That  shields  me  from  your  worst  alarm  ; 
And  bids  me  gaze,  with  front  sublime, 
On  all  these  rayagea  of  Time. 

Yon  boast  a  gift  to  charm  the  eyei» 
I  boast  a  gift  that  Time  defies  : 
For  mine  will  stilt  be  mine,  and  last 
When  all  your  pride  of  beauty  's  jnist. 

My  gift  may  long  embalm  the  lures 
Of  eyes  —  ah»  sweet  to  me  as  yours  1 
For  ages  bence  the  great  and  gocKi 
Will  judge  you  as  I  choose  they  should 

In  days  to  come,  the  peer  or  clown. 
With  whom  I  still  shall  win  renown, 
Will  only  know  that  you  were  fair 
Because  I  chanced  to  say  you  were* 

Frond  Lady  I    Scornful  beanty  mocla 
At  aged  heads  and  nilver  locks  ; 
But  think  awhile  before  too  Bj^ 
Or  spurn  a  poet  such  as  I« 


THE  SKELETON  IN  THE  CUP- 
BOARD 

The  characters  of  great  and  small 

Come  ready-made,  we  oan*t  ber^eak  one  ; 
Their  sides  are  many,  too,  and  aU 

(Blxcept  ourselves  >  have  got  a  weak  one* 
Some  sanguine  people  loye  tor  life. 

Some  loye  their  nobby  till  it  flings  theoL 
How  many  loye  a  pretty  wife 

For  loye  of  the  €ctat  she  brings  them  I 

A  little  to  relieye  my  mind 

I  *ve  thrown  off  this  disjotnied  chatter^ 
But  more  because  I  *m  dismcliu^d 

To  enter  on  a  painful  matter  t 
Once  I  was  bashfnl ;  1 11  allow 

I  'ye  btnsh'd  for  words  untimely  spokes  j 
I  still  am  rather  shy,  and  now .  .  • 

And  iiuw  the  ice  is  fairly  \si%Vss&. 
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We  all  luiv©  seeret® :  you  have  one 
Whick  niaj  u%  h%  qmte  jour  cb&nuiiig 
syou&e'a  ; 

We  all  lock  up  a  skeleton 
In  some  grim  chamber  of  our  houae*  ; 

Pamiliars^  who  exhaust  their  day  a 

And  nights  in  pTohiiig  where  our  somrt 

IB, 

And  who,  excepting  ipiteful  ways. 

Are  **  ailent,  nnasauuiing  parties.^^ 

We  hng  this  phantom  we  detest, 

Karelj  we  let  it  cross  our  portalfi ; 
It  is  a  moat  exacting  gtiest ; 

Now^  are  we  not  afflicted  mortals  ? 
Yoor  neighbor  Gay,  that  jovial  wight, 

As  Dives  rich,  mid  brave  as  HectOT,— 
Poor  Gay  steala  twenty  times  a  nighty 

On  shaking  knees,  to  see  his  spectre. 

Old  Dives  fears  a  pauper  fate. 
So  hoarding  ii  hia  ruling  pasaioii  i 

Some  gloomy  aouhj  anticipate 

A  waistcoat  straiter  than  the  fashion  I 


She  childless  pinca,  that  lonely  wife^ 
And  secret  tears  are  bitter  abeddlag  ; 

Hector  may  tremble  all  his  life, 

And  die,  —  but  not  of  that  he  *&  dreadiuf  . 

Ah  me,  the  World  I  —  how  fast  it  spins  l 

The  beldams  dance,  the  caldron  hubblf* ; 
They  shriek^  they  atir  it  for  our  sLuj, 

And  we  mih^t  drain  it  for  our  tronbles. 
We  toil,  we  groan  ;  the  cry  for  love 

unta  up  from  this  poor  seething  dty^ 
''et  I  Joiow  we  have  above 
''ather  inttnite  in  pity* 

Beauty  smiles,  when  Sorrow  wioepe, 
ere  sunbeams  play,  where  shadowi 

darken, 

am  ate  of  our  dwelling  keeps 
gbastly  car  nival ;  but  h^^ai-ken  I 
by  the  ratde  of  the  bones  1 
kt  sound  was  not  to  make  you  start 

meant  i 
Stand  by  i     Yotir  humble  servant  owns 
The  Tenant  of  this  Dark  Apartmeut, 


ISotiert  iSarnabOie;  ^rougf) 


MY  LORD   TOMNODDY 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy 's  the  son  of  an  Earl ; 
His  hair  is  straight,  but  his  whiskers  curl : 
His  LfOrdship's  forehead  is  far  from  wide, 
But  there  's  plenty  of  room  for  the  brains 

inside. 
He  writes  his  name  with  indifferent  ease, 
He  *s  rather  uncertain  about  the  "  d*8  ; " 
But  what  does  it  matter,  if  three  or  one, 
To  the  Earl  of  FitzdotterePs  eldest  son  ? 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy  to  college  went ; 
Much  time  he  lost,  much  money  he  spent; 
Rules,  and  windows,  and  heads,  he  broke  — 
Authorities  wink*d  —  young  men  will  joke  I 
He  never  peep'd  inside  of  a  book  : 
In  two  years'  time  a  degree  he  took, 
And  the  newspapers  vaunted   the  honors 

won 
By  the  Earl  of  FitzdotterePs  eldest  son. 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy  came  out  in  the  world  : 
Waists  were  tightened  and  ringlets  curl'd. 
Virgins  languish  M,  and  matrons  smiPd  — 
T  is  true,  his  Lordship  is  rather  wild  ; 


In  very  queer  places  he  spends  his  life  ; 
There  *b  talk  of  some  children  by  nobody's 

wife  — 
But  we  mustn't  look  close   into  what  is 

done 
By  the  Earl  of  Fitzdotterel's  eldest  son. 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy  must  settle  down  — 
There 's  a  vacant  seat  in  the  family  town  I 
(*Tis  time   he  should    sow  his    eccentric 

oats)  — 
He  has  n't  the  wit  to  apply  for  votes  : 
He  cannot  e'en  learn  his  election  speech, 
Three  phrases  he  speaks,  a  mistake  in  each  t 
And  then  breaks  down  —  but  the  borough 

is  won 
For  the  Earl  of  Fitzdotterel's  eldest  son. 

My  Lord  Tomnoddy  prefers  the  Guards, 

(The  House  is  a  bore)  so,  it 's  on  the  cards  I 

My  Lord  's  a  Lieutenant  at  twenty-three, 

A  Captain  at  twenty-six  is  he  : 

He  never  drew  sword,  except  on  drill ; 

The  tricks  of  parade  he  has  learnt  but  ill ; 

A  full-blown  Colonel  at  thirty-one 

Is  the  Earl  of  Fitzdotterel's  eldest  bod  I 
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My  Lord  Tomnoddy  is  thirty-fottr  ; 
The  Earl  can  last  but  11  few  yeart  more. 
My  Lord  in  the  Peers  will  take  his  piftoe  ; 
Her  Majesty's  oouudhi  his  words  wilt  grace. 


Office  he  H!  hold,  and  patronage  sway  ; 
Fortunes  and  livea  he  will  vote  away  ; 
And  what  are  his  uiialitications  ?  — OXE  f 
He  's  the  Earl  of  i  itzdotterers  eldest  soil 


Cljarktf  ^^tuiirt  Caltictlep 


COMPANIONS 

A   TALE  OF   A  GRAliTDFATHER 

1  Kirow  not  of  what  we  ponder'd 
Or  made  pretty  pretence  to  talk. 

As,  her  hand  wittiin  luine,  we  wander'd 
Tow'rd  the  pool  by  the  lime-tree  walk. 

While  the  dew  fell  in  showers  from  the 
passion  flowers 
And  the  blush-rose  bent  on  her  stalk. 

I  cannot  reeaU  her  figure  : 

Was  it  regal  as  Juno^a  own  7 
Or  only  a  f rifle  bigger 

Thau  the  elves  who  surround  the  throne 
Of  the  Faery  Queen,  and  are  seen,  I  ween. 

By  mortals  in  druams  alone  ? 

What  her  eyee  were  like  I  know  not : 
Perhape  they  were  bturr*d  with  tears  ; 

And  per  naps  iu  yon  skies  there  glow  not 
(On  the  contrary)  clearer  spheres. 

No  I  as  to  her  eyes  I  am  just  as  wise 
As  you  or  the  cat,  my  dears* 

Her  teeth,  I  presume,  were  "  pearly  :  *' 
But  which  was  she,  brunette  or  blonde  ? 

Her  hair,  was  it  quaintly  curly, 
Or  m  straight  as  a  beadle's  wand  ? 

That  I  fad VI  to  remark  :  it  was  rather  dark 
And  shadowy  round  the  pond. 

Then  the  hand  that  reposM  so  snugly 
In  mine,  —  was  it  plump  or  spare  ? 

Wa9  the  countenaoec  fair  or  ugly  ? 
Nay,  chiUIren,  you  have  me  there  I 

Mjf  eyes  were  p'baps  blurr'd  ;  and  besides 
Vd  heard 
That  it  *a  horribly  rude  to  stare* 

And  I,  —  wma  I  brusque  and  surly  ? 

Or  oppwatlyely  blaind  and  fond  ? 
Was  I  Mitial  to  rising  early  7 

Or  way  did  we  twam  al»seond» 


When  nobody  knew,  from  the  public  yiew 
To  prowl  by  a  miaty  pond  ? 

What  pau'd,  what  waa  felt  or  spoken,  «> 
Whether  anything  pasa'd  at  all,  — 

And  whether  the  h^rt  was  broken 

That  beat  under  that  sheltering  shawl,  — 

(II  shawl  she   had  on,  which  I  doubt),  -^ 
has  g»nc, 
Yea,  gone  from  me  past  recall. 

Waa  I  haply  the  Udy'a  suitor  7 
Or  her  uncle  7    I  can't  make  out » 

Aak  your  gorenieas,  dears,  or  tutor* 
For  myaelf,  I  *m  in  hopeleaa  doubt 

Aa  to  why  we  were  there,  who  on  earth 
we  were, 
And  what  this  ia  all  about* 

BALLAD 

PART  1 

This  anld  wife  sat  at  her  iried  door, 
(BuUer  and  eM  and  a  pot^nd  0/  cksene) 

A  thing  ahe  had  Ireqnently  done  before  ; 
And  her  apectaolea  lay'  ou  her  apma'd 
knees. 

The  piper  he  pip'd  on  the  hill-top  high, 

(mMer  and  eg^  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
TiU  the  oow  said*  ''  I  die, "   and  the  gooae 
aaked  **  >^Tiy  ?  " 
And  the  dog  said  nothing,  but  searched 
for  r 


The  fanner  he  strode  through  the  eqium 
farm3rard  ; 

{Butter  and  eg^  and  a  pmind  i^eAaeat) 
His  last  brew  of  ale  waa  a  trt^  hardt 

The  oooneetioii  ol  whidt  wilh  the  plot 


The  farmer's  daughter  hath  frank  blneeyee; 
(ikilfer  and  e^^$  and  a  ptmnd  gfekemtii 
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She  heart  the  rooka  caw  in  the  windy  skies, 
Ah  she  &ita  at  her  lattice  and  iheiU  her 
peas^ 

The  f  aimer '»  daugbter  hath  ripe  red  lip«  j 
{BuUer  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  chtese) 

If  you  try  to  approach  her  a  way  she  ildps 
Over  tablea  aad  chairs  with  apparcot 


^ha  farnier^s  daughter  hath   i 

hair; 

{Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound 

And  I  met  with  a  ballad,  I  cati' 

Whieh    wholly  eoiisisted    of 

theie. 

PART  n 

She  iat  with  her  hatida  'neath  hi 
cheeks, 

(Butter  and  €gg»  and  a  pound  of  ) 

And  spake  not  a  word.    W  hile  a  lauy  a|Kiaks 

There  is  hope,  but  she  did  n't  eveu  aoeeze. 

She  sat  with  her  handB  'neath  her  erimson 
cheeks  ; 

(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
She  g^ve  up  mending  her  father  s  breeks, 

And  let  the  cat  roll  in  her  best  chemise. 

She  sat  with  her  hands  'neath  her  burning 
cheeks, 
(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
And  g^z'd  at  the  piper  for  thirteen  weeks  ; 
Then  she  followed  him  out  o'er  the  misty 
leas. 

Her  sheep  follow'd  her,  as  their  tails  did 
them, 
(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
And  this  song  is  consider  d  a  perfect  gem  ; 
And  as  to  the  meaning,  it 's  what  you 
please. 

ON   THE   BRINK 

I  watch' D  her  as  she  stoop'd  to  pluck 

A  wild  flower  in  her  hair  to  twine  ; 
And  wish'd  that  it  had  been  my  luck 
To  call  her  mine  ; 

Anon  I  heard  her  rate  with  mad, 

Mad  words  her  babe  within  its  cot, 
And  felt  particularly  glad 
That  it  had  not 


I  knew  (such  iubtle  brains  have  loea  I) 

That  she  was  uttering  wtiat  i^lie  should  n^t; 
And    thought    that   1    would    ehide^  aod 
then 
I  thought  I  would  n%  ^^ 

Few  eonld  haTe  gaz'd  upon  that  faee,      ^H 
Those  pouting  copftl  lips,  ami  chided  :  ^^ 
A  Hhadamanthus,  in  my  place, 
Had  done  a^  I  did. 

rath  with  which  our  hoseius  glow 
baluM  there  oft  by  Beautj*e  spell  ; 
uore  than  that,  I  did  not  know 

The  widow  well,  ^ 

I  harfih  phrase  pass'd  unrc proved  : 
I  mute —  (0  brothers,  was  it  sin  ?)^ 
ik,  unutterably  mov'dp 
Her  beauty  in. 


I 


ivn»    a  myself  I  murmurM  tow^ 

As  on  her  upttiru*d  face  and  dress 
The     moonliE^ht    fell,    **  Would    she     sty 
^*  o,  — 
By  chance,  or  Yes  ?  " 

She  stood  so  calm,  so  like  a  ghost. 

Betwixt  me  and  that  magic  moon,  * 
That  I  already  was  almost 
A  finished  coon. 

But  when  she  caught  adroitly  up 

And  sooth'd  with  smiles  her  little  daugh- 
ter ; 
And  gave  it,  if  I  'm  right,  a  sup 
Of  barley-water  ; 

And,   crooning    still    the    strange,    sweet 
lore 
Which  only  mothers'  tongues  can  utter, 
Snow'd  with  deft  hand  the  sugar  o'er 
Its  bread-and-butter ; 

And  kiss'd  it  clingingly  (ah,  why 

Don't   women   do   these   things   in  pri- 
vate ?)  — 
I  felt  that  if  I  lost  her,  I 

Should  not  survive  it. 

And    from    my    mouth    the    words    nigb 
flew, — 
The  past,  the  future,  I  forgat  'em,  — 
"  Oh,  if  you  'd  kiss  me  as  you  do 
That  thankless  atom  ! ' 
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Bot  this  thoaght  came  ere  yet  I  spake, 
And  froze  the  »eiiieiic;e  od  mj  lips  : 
**  Thejr  err  who  uiarry  wires  that  make 
Tbofte  Httle  slipa/' 

It  came  like  some  familiar  rh jme. 


Borne  oopj  to  my  hoybfx>d  set ; 
ud  that  *8  MrfaatM  the  reason  I  'o 


And  that  *»  |»erfaa|M 

Unmarrijed  yet. 


Would  fihe  have  owii*d  how  pleased  she  waa^ 

Aud  tuld  her  love  with  widow's  pride  ? 
I  never  found  out  that,  because 
1  never  tried. 

Be  kind  to  babes  and  beasts  and  birds* 
Hearts  may  be  bard  though  Ups  are  coral ; 

And  angry  words  are  angry  words  ; 
Aud  that  *s  the  uiuraL 


%O0tpti  %0tfl3p^^ttttp 


A  MARLOW   MADRIGAL 

Oh,  Bisham  Banks  are  fresh  and  fairi 

And  Quarry  Woods  are  green. 
And  pure  and  sparkling  is  the  air, 

Enchanting  is  the  scene  1 
I  love  the  music  of  the  weir. 

As  swift  the  stream  runs  down, 
For  oh,  tlie  water  *s  deep  and  clear 

That  flows  by  ^larlow  town  ( 

When  London 's  getting  hot  and  dry, 

And  half  the  season  ^  done^ 
To  Marlow  you  should  quickly  fly, 

And  hask  there  in  the  sun. 
There  pleasant  quarters  you  may  find,  - 

The  •*  Angler  "  or  the  **  Crown*' 
Will  suit  you  well*  if  you're  inclined 

To  stay  in  Marlow  town. 

I  paddle  up  to  Harlcyford, 

And  sometimes  I  incline 
To  cusliions  take  with  Umeh  aboard^ 

And  play  with  rod  aud  line  ; 
For  in  a  punt  I  love  to  laze. 

And  let  my  face  get  brown  ; 
And  dream  away  the  sunny  daya 

By  dear  old  Marlow  town. 

I  ffo  to  luncheon  at  the  Lawn, 

I  muse,  I  sketch,  I  rhyme  ; 
I  headers  take  at  early  Aawn, 

I  list  to  All  Saints*  chime. 
And  in  the  river,  flashing  bright. 

Dull  care  I  strive  to  <&owU|  — 
And  get  a  famous  appetite 

At  pleasant  Marlow  town. 

8o  when  no  longer  London  life 
You  feel  you  can  endurei 


Just  quit  tts  noise«  its  whirl,  its  strife^ 

Ana  trj'  the  **  Marlow  cure.  " 
You  Ul  smooth  the  wrinkles  on  your  browt 

And  scare  away  each  frown,  — 
Feel  young  again  once  more,  1  vow. 

At  quaint  old  Marlow  town. 

Here   Shelley  dreamed   and  thought  and 
wrote, 

Aud  wanderM  o*er  the  leas  ; 
And  sung  and  drifted  in  his  boat 

Beneath  the  Bisham  trees. 
So  let  me  sing,  although  I  *m  no 

Great  poet  of  renown, 
Of  hours  that  much  too  quickly  go 

At  good  old  Marlow  town  i 


A  PORTRAIT 

In  sunny  girlhood's  vernal  life 

She  caused  no  small  sensation^ 
But  now  the  modest  English  wife 

To  others  leaves  flirtation. 
She  *s  young  utill,  lovely,  debonair. 

Although  sometimes  her  features 
Are  clouded  by  a  ibougfat  ol  oaie 

For  those  two  tin/  ei«aliirie« 

Each  tiny,  toddling,  mottled  mito 

Asserts  with  voice  emphatic, 
I«  lisping  accents,  •*  Mite  is  right,  *•— 

Their  rule  b  autocratic  : 
The  song  becomes,  thiit  charm 'd  mankind» 

Their  musical  narcotic. 
And  baby  lips  than  Love,  ilui  11  find^ 

Are  even  more  despotle* 

Soft  lullaby  when  singtog  there. 
And  oastles  ever  buildmg, 
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Th  ear  deatinj  she  'II  c«rre  in  air^ 
Bnghi  with  materoAl  gilding  : 

Toung  Guy,  a  clever  advocate. 
So  eloquetit  and  able  I 

A  powdered  wig  upoD  his  patOp 
A  eoJHjnet  for  Mabel ! 

THE    LITTLE   REBEL 

Prikcess  of  pretty  pete. 
Tomboy  in  troufierettea, 
Eyes  are  like  violete. 

Gleefully  glanci 
8kin  like  an  atter  sli 
Nose  like  a  baby  Gin. 
Sweet  little  dimple^^ 

Merrily  d^meiiig  I 

Lark-like,  ber  Bong  it  1 
Over  the  dale  and  hiUi 
Hark,  bow  her  laugbtc 

JoyotiBly  joking  ; 
Yet,  abould  a  be  feel  inclin'd^ 
I  fatji?y  you  will  find, 
She,  like  all  womankind, 

Oft  b  provoking. 

Often  Bhe  stands  on  cbairfip 
Sonietimefl  she  unawares 
Slyly  creeps  up  the  staiiBp 
Seeietly  hiding  t 


Then  will  thia  merry  maid  — * 
She  is  of  nought  afraid  — 
Come  down  &e  balustradep 
Saueily  sliding  i 

Books  she  abominates^ 
But  see  her  go  on  skatei. 
And  over  ftve-barr'd  gates 

Fearlessly  scrsnible  t 
Climbing  up  apple-trees, 
Barking  her  supple  knees, 
Flouting  mammals  decreeSi 

Out  for  a  ramble. 

Now  she  is  good  m  gold. 
Then  she  is  perl  and  bold, 
Miuds  not  wbat  she  is  told, 

Carelessly  tripping. 
She  is  an  April  miss. 
Bounding  to  g^ef  from  blisa  ; 
Often  she  has  a  kiss,  —  ■ 

Sometimes  &  whipping  I      ■ 

Naughty  but  best  of  girls. 
Through  life  she  gayly  twirls. 
Shaking  her  sumij  curls. 

Careless  and  joyfuL 
EvW  one  on  her  dotes, 
Carolling  merry  notes. 
Pet  in  short  petticoats, 

Truly  tomboyful  t 


il^iHiam  3io|)n  Court|)ope 


FROM  "THE   PARADISE  OF 
BIRDS" 

birdcatcher's  song 

When  at  close  of  winter's  night 
All  the  insect  world  's  a-wing  ; 

When  anemones  are  white  ; 

When  the  first  Lent  lilies  spring  ; 

When  the  birds  their  troths  do  plight, 
And  all  feather'd  lovers  sing  ; 

Eggs  of  golden  plovers  reach 

In  London  town  a  shilling  each. 

Sweet  it  is  to  see  the  gold 

Brightening  on  the  cowslip  tall ; 

Sweet  to  hear  on  lonely  wold 
Birds  by  dawn  their  lovers  call ; 


Sweet  to  smell  the  freshening  monld  ; 

But  far  sweeter  than  them  all, 
Flowers,  sweet  breath,  or  songs  of  lovers 
Are  shilling  eggs  of  golden  plovers. 

Bid  them  pay,  and  men  will  buy 
For  their  palate  magic  taste  ; 

Shift  the  prices,  woman's  eye 

Leaves  the  diamond,  likes  the  paste  ; 

If  the  market  run  not  high, 

Heavenly  nectar  may  go  waste; 

But  each  shilling  paid  discovers 

Fresh  flavor  in  the  eggs  of  plovers. 

ODE — TO  THE   ROC 

O  unhatch'd  Bird,  so  high  preferr'd, 
As  porter  of  the  Pole, 


^I^^g[^l 
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,       Of  beftkle«a  things,  who  have  do  wings. 

Doublet  and  hose,  and  powder*d  beaux  ? 

Enet  no  heavj  toll. 

Where  are  thy  songs,  whose  passion 
Turn'd    thought    to    fire    in    Knight    and 

If  this  my  song  its  theme  should  wrong, 

The  theme  itself  is  sweet ; 

squire. 

Let  others  rhyme  the  unborn  time, 

While  hearts  of  ladies  beat  ? 

I  sing  the  Obsoiete. 

Where   thy  sweet  style,   ours,  onra   e»- 

while  ?                                                   ^ 

Vnd  first,  I  praise  the  nobler  traits 

All  this  is  obsolete.                                       ^^M 

Of  birds  preceding  Noah, 
The  giAnt  clao,  whose  meat  was  Mau» 

^^1 

In  Auvergne  low  potatoes  grow                       ^^M 

Dinornis,  Apterjz,  Moa. 
rhese^  by  the  nints  we  get  from  p>rtnts 

UtioQ  volcanoes  old  ;                                    ^^M 

The  moon,  they  say,  had  her  young  day,         ^^M 

Of  feathers  and  of  feet. 

Though  now  her  heart  is  cold  ;                    ^^M 

Excel  I'd  in  wit«  the  later  tits. 

Even  BO  our  earth,  sorrow  and  mirth,             ^^M 

And  so  are  obsolete* 

Seasons  of  snow  and  heat,                             ^^M 

Cheek'd  by  her  tides  in  silence  glides             ^H 

I  siDg  each  race  whom  we  displace 

To  become  obsolete.                                    ^H 

In  their  primeval  woods^ 

^^H 

While  Gospel  Aid  inspires  Free-Trade 

The  astrohibe  of  every  babe                            ^^H 

To  traffic  with  their  goods. 

Reads^  in  its  fatal  sky,                                  ^^M 

With  Norman  Dukes  the  still  Sionz 

*^  Man's  hu^st  room  is  the  low  tomb —         ^^| 

In  breeding  might  compete  i 

Ye  all  are  bom  to  die.''                                  ^H 

But  where  men  talk  the  tomahawk 

Therefore  thb  theme,  O  Birds,  I  deem           ^H 

Will  soon  grow  obsolete. 

The  Dobleat  we  may  treat ;                        ^^H 

The  final  canse  of  Nattire*s  lawB                     ^^M 

I  celebrate  each  perish 'd  State  ; 

Is  to  grow  obsolete.                                     ^H 

Great  cities  ploughed  to  loam  ; 

^^H 

Chaldjean  kings  ;  the  Bulls  with  wings  ; 
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Dead  Greece,  and  dyio^  Rome. 
The  Druids'  shrine  may  shelter  swine* 
Or  stack  the  farmer  s  peat ; 

Ik  Transmigration  e*er  compel                        ^^M 

A  bird  to  live  with  hnmaii  heart,                 ^^M 

T  IS  thus  mean  moths  treat  finest  cloths, 

I  pray  that  bird  have  choice  to  dwell              ^^M 

Mean  men  the  obsolete. 

From  human  ills  apart^                                 ^^M 

Shall  nought  be  said  of  theories  dead  7 

When  swallows  throHgb  the  world  went     ^^t 

The  Ptolemaic  system  ? 

forth,                                                               J 

Figitro  and  phrase,  that  bent  all  ways 
Dmia  Scotus  lik'd  to  twist  'em  ? 

And  watch'd  affairs  in  every  nation,           ^^m 

They  found  for  ever,  south  ami  north,            ^^M 

Arerrhoes'  thought  ?  and  what  was  taught 
Id  Salamanca^  seat? 

^^^ 

Sihons  and  Ogs  ?  and  showers  of  frogs  ? 

So  let  him  dwell  not  in  the  Town  —               ^H 

Searserpents  obsolete  ? 

There  Trade  and  Penury  roar  and  weep:          1 

But  'neath  the  silence  of  a  down                      ^J 

Pillion  and  pack  have  left  their  track  ; 

Disturbed  by  grazing  sheep.                         ^H 

Dead  is  **  the  Tally-ho  ; " 

^^H 

There,  like  his  brook,  his  life  shall  gUdaii       ^^t 

Of  tlie  old  world  and  slow  ; 

Far  from  State^party,  plot,  and  treason     ^^M 

Jack-in-the^vreen  no  more  is  seen. 

Nor  feel  the  flow  of  Fortune's  tide*                 ^^H 

1           Nor  Maypole  in  the  street ; 

Beyond  the  change  of  season.                       ^^M 

No  mununers  play  on  Christma»-day  ; 

^^1 

St.  George  is  obsolete. 

There  be  shall  Learning  woo,  and  Aft,            ^^M 

Withont  a  rival  to  unthrone  ;                       ^^M 

0  fancy,  why  hast  thon  let  die 

Nor  seek  to  pain  nnother's  heartt                    ^^M 

So  manj  a  frolio  fashion  ? 

Since  he  may  please  his  own.                      ^^M 
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Bcmks  he  shall  read  m  bill  and  tree  ; 

The  Jiowers  his  weather  shall  portend j 
The  birds  bJa  moralists  shall  be, 

And  everything  hia  friend. 


Sach  njsn  in  England  I  have  seen  ; 

He  mov'd  my  heart  with  fresh  delight ; 
And  bad  I  not  the  swallow  heeUf 
I  had  been  Gilben  Wliltdp 


^ir  fttbttith  pofintk 


THE  SIX  CARPENTERS' 
(/  SmsiA,  JL  C  rjjf  jth  E 

This  case  befell  at  four  of  tbe  mo 

(now  listeneth  what  I  shall  say) 
and  the  year  was  the  seventh  of  Ji 
First» 
on  a  ^e  September  daj. 
The  birds  on  the  bough  sing  load  and 

sing  low, 
what  trespass  eb&ll  be  a&  biido* 

It  was  Thomas  Newman  and  five  his  feres 
(three  more  would  have  made  them  nine), 
and  they  entered  into  John  Vaux*s  house, 
that  had  the  Queen's  Head  to  sign. 
The  birds  on  the  bough  sing  loud  and 

sing  low, 
what  trespass  shall  be  ah  initio. 

They  called  anon  for  a  quart  of  wine 

^they  were  carpenters  all  by  trade), 
ana  they  drank  about  till  they  drank  it 
out, 
and  when  they  had  drunk  they  paid. 
The  birds  on  the  bough  sing  loud  and 

sing  low, 
what  trespass  shall  be  ah  initio. 

One  spake  this  word  in  John  Ridding's 
ear 
(white  manchets  are  sweet  and  fine) : 


MTf  we  are  fain  of  a  penn'orth  ot 
bread 

another  quart  of  wine/' 
"he  birds  on  the  bough  sing  loud  aud 
sing  low, 
hat  trespass  shall  be  ah  initio, 

ie^hily  thereof  they  did  eat  and  drmk 
drink  is  iwis  no  blame). 
^         '  tel)  nie  eight  pennies,"  quoib  Mas- 
ter Vans  ; 
but  they  would  not  pay  the  some. 

The  birds  on  the  boti^  sing  loud  and 

sing  low, 
what  trespass  shall  be  ab  initio. 

"  Ye  have  trespassed  with  force  and  arms, 
ye  knaves 
(the  six  be  too  strong  for  me), 
but  your    tortious    entry  shall    cost  you 
dear, 
and  that  the  King's  Court  shall  see. 
The  birds  on  the  bough  sing  loud  and 

nought  low, 
your  trespass  was  wrought  ab  initio.^* 

Sed  per  totam  curiam  *t  was  well  resolved 

(note,  reader,  this  difference) 
that  in  mere  not  doing  no  trespass  is, 
and  John  Vaux  went  empty  thence. 
The  birds  on  the  bough  sing  loud  aud 

sing  low, 
no  trespass  was  here  ab  initio* 


^^^^^^1 
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THE   JUMBLIES 

Yet  we  never  can  think  we  were  rash  of          1 

wrong,                                                    ^i 

Thkt  went  to  sea  in  n  sieve,  tbey  did  ; 

While  round  in  our  sieve  we  spin.''             ^H 

In  a  sieve  they  went  to  sea  ; 

^^H 

i       In  spite  of  all  their  friends  could  say. 

And  all  night  long  they  sail'd  away ;              ^^M 

On  a  winter *s  mom,  on  a  stormy  day^ 

And,  when  the  sun  went  down,                     ^^M 

In  a  sieve  they  went  to  sea. 

They  whistled  and  warbled  a  moony  song        ^^ 

And   when  the  sieve    turn'd    round   and 

To  the  echoing  sound  of  a  coppery  gong,               M 
In  the  shade  of  the  mountains  brown,          ^^| 

ronud, 

And  every  one  cried,  **  Yoa  'II  be  drown 'd  I " 

**  0  Tiraballoo  I  bow  happy  we  are                  ^^M 

1       They  call'd  aloud,  "  Our  sieve  ain*t  big  : 

When  we  live  in  a  sieve  and  a  ero4:kery<^    ^^1 

But  we  don't  care  a  button  ;  we  don't  care 

iar!                                                                 1 
And  all  night  long,  in  the  moonlight  pale,             1 
We  sail  away  with  a  peii«green  sail                          1 

T        ^^^'        n. 

Id  a  sieve  we  U  go  to  sea  I " 

Far  and  few,  far  and  feW| 

In  the  shade  of  the  mouutaina  brown/*             1 

Are  the  lands  where  the  Jumblies 

I 

live  : 

They  sail'd  to  the  WeHtem  Sea,  they  did,  —    ^J 

Their  heads  are  green,  and  their  hands 

To  a  land  all  covered  with  trees  :                   ^H 

are  blue  ; 

And  they  bought  an  owl,  and  a  useful  cart,     ^H 

And  they  went  to  sea  in  a  sieve. 

And  a  pound  of  rice,  and  a  cranberry-tart,           1 

And  a  hive  of  silvery  bees  ;                                 J 

They  saiVd  away  in  a  sieve,  they  did. 

And  tliey  bought  a  pig,  and  some  green    ^^t 

In  a  sieve  they  sailed  so  fast, 

iackdaws,                                                   ^^M 
And  a  lovely  monkey  with  lollipop  paw%        ^^M 

With  only  a  beautiful  peAgreen  veil 

Tied  with  a  ribbon,  by  wny  of  a  sail. 

And  forty  bottles  of  ring-l^o^ree,                       ^^M 

To  a  small  lobucco-pipe  mast. 

And  no  end  of  Stilton  cheese  :                      ^^M 

And  every  one  m'ul  who  mvf  them  go, 

^^^ 

**  Oh  f  wou*t  ihey  be  soon  upset,  you  know  : 

And  in  twenty  yean  they  all  came  baek^  —    ^^1 

For  the  nky   ii   dark,  and   the  voyage  is 

In  twenty  yean  or  more  ;                                  1 

long'; 

And  every  one  said,  "How  tall  they've           1 

And,  happen  wliat   may,  it's  extremely 

grown  !                                                           I 

wrong 

For  they  *ve  lieen  to  the  Lakes,  and  the  Tor-     ^J 

In  a  itove  to  sail  so  fast/* 

rible  Zone,                                                 ^^M 

And  the  hillii  of  the  Chanklv  Bore/*             ^M 
And  they  drank  their  healtbi»  and  gate          1 

The  water  it  soon  came  in,  it  did  ; 

The  water  it  soon  eame  in  : 

them  a  feast                                             ^J 

80y  to  keep  them  dry,  they  wrapp'd  their 

Of  dumplings  msdo  of  beautiful  veast ;          ^^H 

feet 

And  every  one  said, "  U  we  only  live»             ^^M 

In  a  pinky  paper  all  folded  neat : 

We,  too,  will  go  to  sea  in  a  sieve,                    ^^M 

And  they  fasten*d  it  down  with  a  pin. 

To  the  yils  of  the  Chankly  Bore.*               ^M 

And  they  paas'd  the  night  in  a  oroekery* 

Far  and  few,  far  and  few,                          ^^ 

jar; 

Are  the   lands  where  ibe  Jumbitci           1 

And  each  of  them  said,  **  How  wise  we 

live:                                                          1 

arel 

Though  the  sky  be  dark,  and  the  tojage  be 

are  blue  ;                                          ^J 

long, 

And  Ibey  went  to  eea  in  a  sieve.         ^^M 
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TOPSY-TURVY  WORLD 

If  the  batterfly  cciurted  the  hee^ 

And  the  owl  tlia  porcupine  i 
If  ohurdiea  were  built  in  the  iea. 

And  three  times  one  w^  iuiie  ; 
l£  Ibe  pon^  rode  his  maater^ 

If  the  buttercups  ate  the  cowi, 
If  the  cats  hud  the  dire  disaster 

To  be  worried,  sir,  bj  tbe  mouse  ; 
If  niiuuma,  air^  sold  the  b&bj 

To  n  gypsy  for  half  a  crown  ; 
If  a  gtsntleitiao,  atr,  was  a  l&tiy,  — 

The  world  would  be  UpflideHdowa  ! 
If  any  or  all  of  these  wonders 

Should  ever  come  about, 
I  ibould  not  conBideT  them  blunders^ 

For  I  Bbonld  be  Inside-out  \ 

Ba-ba,  black  wool, 

Have  you  any  sheep  ? 
Yea,  air,  a  packfuU, 

Cret^p,  mouse,  creep  1 
FouF-and- twenty  little  maida 

Ilanging^  out  the  pie, 
Out  jumi>  ici  the  honey-pot, 

Guy  Fawkes,  Guy  1 
Crosa  latch,  cross  latch^ 

Sit  and  apiu  the  fire  ; 
When  the  pie  was  opeo'd, 

The  bird  waa  on  the  brier  t 

POLLY 

Brown  cyca, 

Straight  noae  i 
Dirt  pies, 

Rumpled  dothea  [ 

Tom  books. 

Spoilt  toyn  I 
An^h  looks, 

Unlike  a  hoy^a  ; 

Little  rages. 

Obvious  aria ; 
(Three  her  age  m^ 

Cakesi  tarts ; 


Falling  down 

Off  chairs  ■ 
Breaking  crown 

Down  stales ; 

Catdiiu^  fliej 

On  the  pane  ; 
Deep  iighsj  — 

Cause  not  plam ; 

Bribing  yon 

With  kissefl 
For  a  few 

Farthing  bliii^es ; 

Wide  awake, 

Aa  you  h^ir, 
**  Merey  'i  sake, 

Quiet,  dear  I " 

New  shoea^ 

New  frock, 
Vague  views 

Of  what  'a  o'clock. 

When  it  *s  time 

To  go  to  be  dp 
And  seoru  sublime 

For  what  it  aaid  ; 

Folded  bands, 
Saying  prayers, 

Understands 
Not,  nor  cares  \ 

Thinks  it  oddi 
Smiles  away  ; 

Yet  may  God 
Hear  her  pray  1 

Bedffown  white, 

Kiss  Dolly  ; 
Goodnight  [  — 

That 's  Polly, 

Fast  asleep. 

As  you  see  j 
Heaven  keep 

My  girl  for  me  J 
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DRESSING  THE   DOLL 

This  is  th©  way  we  dreas  the  Doll  %  — 
Too  may  make  her  a  shepherdess,  the  Doll, 
If  yoii  eive  her  a  crook  with  a  pustoml  booki 
But  this  ii  the  way  we  dress  the  DoU. 

Choruf 
Bless  the  Doll,  you  may  press  the  Doll, 
But  do  not  criimple  and  mess  the  Doll  f 
This  is  the  way  we  dress  the  Doll. 

First,  Tou  observe,  her  little  chemise, 
'  9  white  as  milk«  with  mches  of  silk  ; 
And  the  little  drawers  that  ooTer  her  knees, 
Am  she  sits  or  standi,  with  golden  hftnds, 
And  lace  in  beautiful  tilagreea* 
CAoriAS 

Now  these  are  the  bodies  t  she  has  two, 
One  of  pink,  with  rouches  ef  blue, 
And  flwcet  white  lace  ;  be  careful,  do  f 
And  one  of  gireni  with  buttutis  of  sheen, 
ButtoDS  and  band.^  of  gold,  I  mean, 
With  Kaee  on  the  border  in  lovely  order. 
The  most  expensive  we  can  affonl  her  1 
CkoruM 

Then,  with  black  at  the  border,  jacket 

And  this  —  and  this  —  she  will  not  lack  it ; 

Skirts  ?    Why,  there  are  skirts,  of  course, 

And  shc»es  and  stockings  we  aholl  enforce, 

With  a  proper  bodice,  in  the  proper  place, 

rStays  that  laee  have  had  their  days 

And  made  their  martyrs)  ;  likewise  garters, 

All  entire.     But  our  desire 

Is  to  show  you  her  night  attire, 

At  least  a  part  of  it.     Pray  admire 

This  sweet  white  thing  that  she  goes  to 

bed  in  I 
It 's  not  the  one  that  'a  made  for  her  wed- 
ding : 
Thid  is  special,  a  new  design, 
Made  with  a  charm  and  a  countersign, 
Three  times  three  and  nine  times  nine : 
nete  are  only  her  usual  clothes. 
t«ook,  there 's  a  wardrobe  t  gracious  knows 
It 's  pretty  enough,  as  Car  as  it  goes  1 

So  you  see  the  way  we  dress  the  Doll : 
You  might  make  her  a  shepherdess,  the 

Doll, 
Ifron  gave  her  a  crook  with  pastoral  hook. 
With  abeep,  and  a  shed,  and  a  shallow  brook, 
And  all  that,  out  of  the  poetry-book. 


Chorut 
Bless  the  Doll,  yoo  may  press  the  Doll, 
But  do  not  crumple  and  mess  the  Doll  1 
This  b  the  way  we  dress  the  Doll  ; 
If  you  had  not  seen,  could  you  guess  th« 
DoU? 

I  SAW  A  NEW   WORLD 

I  SAW  a  new  world  in  my  dream, 
Where  all  the  folks  alike  did  seem  ; 
There  was  no  Child,  there  was  no  Mother, 
There  was  no  Change,  there  was  no  Other* 

For  everything  was  Same,  the  Same  ; 
There  was  no  praise,  there  was  no  blame  ; 
There  was  neitner  Need  nor  Help  for  it ; 
There  was  nothing  fitting  or  unfit. 

Nobody  langh'd,  nobody  wept ; 
None  grew  weary,  so  none  slept ; 
There  was  nobody  born,  and  nobody  wed  ; 
This  world  was  a  world  of  the  living^ead. 

I  long*d  to  hear  the  Tiroe-Clock  strike 
In  the  world  where  people  were  all  alike  ; 
I  hated  Same,  1  hated  Forever  ; 
I  loug'd  to  say  Neither,  or  even  Never. 

1 1ong*d  to  mend,  I  long'd  to  make  - 

I  loDg'd  to  give,  I  long^  to  t^ke  ; 

I  long'd  for  a  change,  whatever  came  after, 

I  ]oug*d  for  crying,  I  long'd  for  laughter. 

At  last  I  heard  the  Time^loek  boom, 
And  woke  from  my  dream  in  my  little  room ; 
With  a  smile  on  her  lips  my  Mother  was 

nigh. 
And  I  hc^rd  the  Baby  orow  and  cry. 

And  I  thought  to  myself,  How  nioe  it  is 
For  me  to  live  in  a  world  like  tbis^ 
Where  things  can  happen,  and  clocks  call 

strike. 
And  none  of  the  people  are  made  alike  ; 

Where  Love  wants  this,  and  Pain  wants 

that, 
Where  all  our  hearts  want  Tit  for  Tat 
In  the  jumbles  we  make  with  our  heads  and 

onr  hands, 
In  a  world  that  nobody  understands. 
But  with  work,  and  hope,  aud  the  right  lo 

call 
Upon  Eim  who  sees  it  and  knows  us  all  1 
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JABBERWOCKY 


'T  WAS  brilJig,  and  the  slithj  toTeft 
Did  gyre  and  girable  m  tbe  wabe  ; 

All  niimsy  were  tbe  borogoves, 
And  tbe  motne  ratbs  outgrabe. 

•*  Beware  the  Jabberwock,  my  so 
The  jaws  that  bite^  the  claws  tL  l 

Bewail  the  Jubjiib  bird,  aiid  s\ 
The  frtimious  Baudeisnatch 

He  took  hh  Yorpal  sword  in  band  : 

Long  time  the  matixome  foe  be  sou^^«   - 

So  rested  he  bj  the  Tumtum  ttee, 
Ajid  itood  awhile  in  tbought. 

And  as  in  nfHiab  thought  be  stood, 
Tbe  Jabber wock/with  ejes  of  flame, 

Come  whifHittjT  through  the  lulgey  wood^ 
And  burbled  as  it  came  I 

One,  two  !    One^  two  !     And  through  and 
through 

The  vorpal  blade  went  snieker-snaek  I 
He  left  it  dead,  and  with  iU  head 

He  went  galumphing  back. 

"  And  bast  tbou  shun  the  Jabberwock  ? 

Come  to  my  arms,  my  beamish  boy  1 
O  frabjous  day  1     Oallooh  1     C  allay  1  '^ 

He  chortled  in  bis  joy. 

'T  was  brill ig,  and  the  slitby  tores 
Did  gyre  and  gimble  in  the  wabe  j 

All  mimsy  were  the  borogoves, 
And  the  moma  raths  outgrabe. 


FROM  **THE  HUNTING  OF  THE 
SNARK" 

THE  baker's  tale 

They    rous*d    him   with     muffins — ^they 
roused  bim  with  iee  — 
They    rous'd    him  with    mustard    and 
cresa  — 
!rbey  rousM  him  witb  jam  and  judiciona 
advice  — 
TTiej  sH  him  conundrums  to  guess. 


Wben  at  length  be  sat  up  and  was  able  to 
speak, 
His  sad  storr  be  o0erM  to  tell  ; 
And    the    Bellman  cried   **  Sileiiee  I    Not 
even  a  shriek  I  " 
i     t  excitedly  tingled  Ms  hell. 

The      was  silence  supreme  1    Not  a  shriek^ 
not  a  aeream, 

rcely  even  a  howl  or  a  groan, 
i         e  man  they  eaU'd  "Ho  i  *'  told  hit 
story  of  wo© 
Tn   in  antediJuvLau  tone. 

"  father   and    mother    were     houeiti 

though  poor  —  *' 
"  Skip  all  that  1 "  cried  tbe  BoUman  in 

baste, 
**  H  it  once  becomes  dark,  there  *e  no  chants 
of  a  Snark  — 
We  have  liardiy  a  minute  to  waste  !  '* 

"  I  skip  forty  years,*'  said  tbe  Baker,  in  tears, 
**  And  proceed  without  further  remark 

To  the  day  when  you  took  me  aboard  (d 
your  ship 
To  help  you  in  hunting  the  Snark, 

*'  A  dear  unde  of  mine  (after  whom  I  wm 
nam  VI) 
Kemark*d,  when  I  bade  bim  farewell  —  "* 
*'  Oh,  skip  your  dear  uncle  I ''  the  BeUniao 
exelaini'df 
As  he  angrily  tingled  his  belL 

**  He  remarked  to  me  then^*'  said  that  mili 
est  of  men, 
"*If  yonp  Snark  be  a  Snark,    that  if 
right : 
Fetch   it  hpme   by  all  means  —  you  ujaj 
serve  it  with  greenSi 
And  it  '&  handy  for  striking  a  light. 

"*Yon  may  aeek  it  with  tbimbles  —  and 
seek  it  with  care  ; 
You  may  hunt  it  with  forks  and  bone  ; 
You  may  threaten  its  life  witb  a  rjiiWay* 
share  ; 
You    may   charm    it   witb    smiles    tnd 
soap  — '  " 
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(<•  That's  exactly  the  method,'' the  fiell- 
man  bold 
In  a  hasty  parenthesis  eried, 
^  That 's  exactly  the  way  I  have  always 
been  told 
That  the  captore  of  Snarks  should  be 
tried  I") 

^  *  Bat  oh,  beamish  nephew,  beware  of  the 
day, 

If  your  Snark  be  a  Boojam  I    For  then 
Yoa  will  softly  and  suddenly  vanish  away. 

And  never  be  met  with  again  1 ' 

**It  is  this,  it  is  this  that  oppresses  my 
soul, 
When  I  think  of  my  uncle's  last  words  : 
And  my  heart  is  like  nothing  so  much  as  a 
bowl 
Brimming  oyer  with  quiyering  curds  1 

•<  It  is  this,  it  is  this  — "    «<  We  have  had 
that  before  I" 
The  Bellman  indignantly  said. 
And  the  Baker   replied,  *'Iiet  me  say  it 
once  more. 
It  is  this,  it  is  this  that  I  dread  I 

**  I  engaffe  with  the  Snark  —  eyery  night 
after  dark  — 
In  a  dreamy,  delirious  fight : 
I  serye  it  with  greens  in  those  shadowy 


And  I  use  it  for  strikbg  a  light : 


**  But  if  eyer  I  meet  with  a  Boojum,  that  day^ 
In  a  moment  (ot  this  I  am  sure), 

I  shall  softly  and  suddenly  yanish  away*- 
And  the  notion  I  cannot  endure  1 " 

OF  ALICE  IN  WONDERLAND 

A^  BOAT,  beneath  a  sunny  sky. 
Lingering  onward  dreamily 
In  an  eyening  of  July  ; 

Children  three  that  nestle  near. 
Eager  eye  and  willing  ear. 
Pleased  a  simple  tale  to  hear  ;— 

Long  has  naled  that  sunny  sky : 
Echoes  fade  and  memories  die, 
Autumn  frosts  haye  slain  July. 

Still  she  haunts  me,  phantom-wiie^ 
Alice  moyinff  under  skies 
Keyer  seen  by  waking  eyes. 

Children  yet,  the  tale  to  hear. 
Eager  eye  and  willing  ear, 
Loyingly  shall  nestle  near. 

In  a  Wonderland  they  lie. 
Dreaming  as  the  days  go  by. 
Dreaming  as  the  summers  die : 

Eyer  drifting  down  the  stream, 
Lingering  in  the  golden  gleam,  •«• 
Life,  what  is  it  but  a  drMun  ? 


Ill 
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In  ikme  reitnuned  and  i!At«ftil  6m&a 
Our  Imowledg?  pettiSes  our  rh^mea  ; 
Ah  !  fi>r  that  recklesa  6 re  meii  Lftd 
Wbea  U  wtm  witty  to  b^  mad^ 

When  wild  con  ceils  w&te  piled  in  scoraa, 
And  lit  by  flarin^^  metaphora, 
When  ftU  was  crazed  and  ont  of  tune^  — 
Yet  throbbed  with  music  of  the  iuoqd. 

If  w«  could  dare  to  write  &a  ill 
As  ftome  whoflo  voicea  liBUot  raa  stilly 
Even  wA,  perDhance,  mi^bt  oall  oiir  owii 
Their  deep  enclumting  uindertotte- 

We  &rG  too  diffidetit  and  nice, 
Too  learned  and  too  over^wiAO, 
Too  mnch  afraid  of  faults  to  ba 
The  fluteft  of  bold  slnoerity. 
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Fori  aA  thin  sweet  life  pasaea  bj^ 
We  blink  and  nod  with  eHtia  ejne ; 
We  Ve  no  words  rude  enough  to  gTTe 
Ita  okami  ho  frank  and  fagidvOf 

The  green  and  eearlet  of  the  Park, 
Tlie  undulatiDg  HtreBte  at  dark, 
The  brown  sniDke  blovra  across  the  bluei 
This  colored  city  we  walk  tbroug'h ;  — 

The  pallid  faces  full  of  pain^ 
Tlie  Beld-arnetl  of  the  passing  wain, 
Thu  liughtert  lonj^injr.  pc^rf  ume^  Htrlfe, 
The  daily  spectacle  of  life  ;  — 

Ah  !  Iiow  fihall  tbia  be  ^ven  to  rhyme, 
By  rhywieaters  ^f  a  knowing-  tdroe  ? 
Ah!  for  the  «.go  when  verae  was  f^lAd, 
Being  godlike,  to  be  bod  and  mad> 

EDMUND  GOSSE. 
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^Ou^tin  SDobjeron 

I 

A  DEAD  T.F.TTER 

For  idle  mallet,  hoop,  and  ball                      ^H 

f 

Upon  the  lawn  were  lying  ;                          ^^M 

1 

A  magazine,  a  tumbled  shawl,                         ^^M 

I  DREW  it  from  it»  china  tomb  ;— 

Round  which  the  swtf ta  were  flying ;          ^H 

It  came  out  feebly  scented 

^^1 

With  »ome  thin  ghost  of  past  perfimie 
That  duBt  and  days  had  lent  it. 

And,  toesed  betide  the  Guelder  rose,              ^H 

A  heap  of  rainbow  knitting,                         ^^M 
Where,  blinking  in  her  plea^  repoee,           ^^M 

An  old,  old  letter,  —  folded  still  f 

A  Persian  cat  was  sitting.                              ^^M 

To  read  with  due  composure, 
I  ftought  the  fiin-lit  window-siU, 

^^H 

"  A  place  to  love  in,  —  live,  —  for  aye,           ^^M 

Above  the  gray  enclosure, 

If  we  too,  like  Titbonus,                               ^H 

Coidd  find  some  God  to  stretch  the  gray         ^^ 

That  glTtnmerlng-  in  the  sultry  haze, 
Faint  flowerca^  dimly  shaded^ 

8<*ant  life  the  Fatea  have  thrown  us  ;               J 

^^fl 

Slumbered  like  ( Toldsmith's  Madam  Blaize, 

**  Bnt  now  by  steam  we  ran  our  iaoe»            ^^M 

Bedizened  and  brocaded. 

With  buttoned  heart  and  pocket ;                ^^M 

Our  Lore 's  a  gilded,  sufplus  grace,  —           ^^M 
Just  tike  an  empty  locket  t                          ^^M 

A  queer  old  place  I    Yon  'd  sorely  say 

Bomo  tei^board  garden^maker 
Had  planned  it  in  Dutch  William's  day 

^^M 

« « The  time  is  out  of  joint'    Who  wiU,          ^M 

To  plflMO  some  florist  Quaker, 

May  strive  to  make  it  better ;                        ^H 

For  me,  this  warm  old  window-ailJ*                ^^M 

So  trtm  it  was.     The  yew-treet  stilli 

And  this  old  dusty  letter/'                          ^M 

With  pions  care  perverted, 

^H 

Grew  in  the  same  grim  shapes  ;  and  still 

^H 

The  lipleae  dolphin  spurted  ; 

*'  Bear  J&kn  (the  letter  ran),  it  can't,  ean't    ^| 

be,                                                           ^H 

The  broken-nosod  Apollo  ;                           I 

For  Father's  gone  to  ChorUf  Fair  with    ^% 

Aod  Mtill  tho  cypresa-arbor  showed 
The  same  nmorageons  hollow. 

Sam,                                                           1 

And  Mother  *s  storing  Apples,  —  Pnie  and    ^J 

Me                                                          ^H 

Up  to  our  Elbowa  making  Damson  Jam ;    ^^t 

But   we  shall   meet   before  a  Week   It         1 

Onhr,  —  as  fnsh  voung  Beauty  gleams 
from  ooffeo-colored  laces,  — 

60  peeped  from  its  old-fashioned  dreams 
The  fresher  modem  traoes ; 

*  T  is  along  Lane  tbat  has  no  ttmitng»'/oAii  /          1 
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•*Oiily  till  Sunday  neit,  and  then  you  11 

wait 
Bflbind  the  White-Thorn,  by  the  broken 

Stile  — 
We  can  go  round  and  catch  them  at  the 

Gate, 
All  to  Otirselvea,  for  nearly  one  long 

Mile; 
De&r  Prue  won^t  look,  and  Father  he  '11  go 

on. 
And  Sam'x  two  Ej«s  A£«  all  i&t  Ctuy, 

John! 

*'  John^  she  *s  so  smart,  —  with  STeiy  ribboo 
new, 
Flame-colored  Sack,  and  CriniBoi: 


tid  aB 


Ait  proud  aB  proud  ;  and  baa  the        pkouca 

too, 
Joit  like  My  Lady  ; — calb  pot  a 

Boy, 
And    vows    no    Sweet-heart  3  worth   the 

Tiiiukiup-oti 
Till  he 's  past  Thirty  ...  I  know  better, 

John  I 

"  My  Dear,  I  don't  think  that  I  thought  of 
much 
Before    we    knew    each    other,   I    and 
you; 

And  now,  why,  John,  your  least,  least  Fin- 
ger-touch, 
Gives   me   enough  to  think  a  Summer 
through. 

See,  for  I  send  you  Something !     There, 
't  is  gone  ! 

Look  in  this  corner,  —  mind  you  find  it, 
Johnr' 

III 

This  was  the  matter  of  the  note,  — 

A  long-forgot  deposit. 
Dropped  in  an  Indian  dragon's  throat. 

Deep  iu  a  fragrant  closet. 

Piled  with  a  dapper  Dresden  world,  — 
Beaux,  beauties,  prayers,  and  poses,  — 

Bonzes  with  squat  leg^  undercurled. 
And  great  jars  filled  with  roses. 

Ah,  heart  that  wrote  I  Ah,  lips  that  kissed  ! 

You  had  no  thought  or  presage 
Into  what  keepiufi^  you  dismissed 

Yoar  simple  old-world  message  ! 


A  reverent  one.     Though  we  to-daj 

Dbtnial  beliefs  and  powers, 
The  artless,  ageless  things  jon  say 
Are  fresh  as  May's  own  tioweis^ 

Starring  some  pure  primeval  sprmg. 
Ere  Gold  had  grown  despotic,  *^^ 

Ere  Life  was  yet  a  selfish  thing, 
Or  Love  a  mere  exotic  1 

I        d  not  search  too  much  to  ^xkd. 

lose  lot  it  was  to  send  itf 
T—    feci  upon  roe  yet  the  kind, 

't  hana  of  her  who  penned  it  i 


lee,  through  twoscore  years  of  amo^ 
by-gone,  quaiitt  apparel^ 
i  from  yon  time-blatJt  Norway  oak       j 
e  face  of  Patience  Caryl,  —  I 

Tne  pale»  smooth  forehead,  silver-treised : 
The  gray  gown,  primly  flowered  ; 

The  spotless,  stately  eolf  whose  crest 
Like  Hector's  horse-plume  towered  ; 

And  still  the  sweet  half-solemn  look 
Where  some  past  thought  was  clinging, 

As  when  one  shuts  a  serious  book 
To  hear  the  thrushes  singing. 

I  kneel  to  you  I  Of  those  you  were, 
Whose  kind  old  hearts  g^w  mellow,  — 

Whose  fair  old  faces  grow  more  fair 
As  Point  and  Flanders  yellow  ; 

Whom  some  old  store  of  garnered  grief, 

Their  placid  temples  shading, 
Crowns  like  a  wreath  of  autumn  leaf 

With  tender  tints  of  fading. 

Peace  to  your  soul  I     You  died  unwed  — 

Despite  this  loving  letter. 
And  what  of  John  ?    The  less  that  'a  said 

Of  John,  I  think,  the  better. 

A  RONDEAU  TO  ETHEL 

( IV Ao  wishes  she  had  lived — 

"  Ih  tencuf-titnes  of  h^fcd  and  h^cp% 

Or  while  the  patch  was  owrn.") 


"  In  teacup-times  "  !     The  style  of  dress 
Would  suit  your  beauty,  I  confess  ; 

BKLiNDA-like,  the  patch  you  'd  wear ; 

I  picture  you  with  powdered  hair,  — 
You  'd  make  a  charming  Shepherdess  I 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

■^^^B 
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And  I  —  no  doubt  —  could  well  express 

Some-one  who  is  not  girlish  now,                           1 
And  wed  long  since.     We  meet  and  bow ;            1 

Sir  PlCMk's  complete  coticeitedtieHS,  — 

Could  poise  &  clouded  csiue  with  cure 

I  don't  suppose  our  broken  vow                      ^^H 
Affects  UH  keenly  ;                                ^^H 

**  In  teacup-timeft  "  \ 

Yet^  trifling  though  my  act  appears,                ^^ 

.        The  pAiii  would  fit  precisely  —  yes  : 

Your  Sterues  would  make  it  ground  for         1 

We  shonld  achieve  a  huge  siieoeBS  I 

tears ;—                                            ^^a 

You  should  disdain,  and  I  despair. 

One  can't  disturb  the  dust  of  years^                ^^M 

With  quit<3  the  true  Augitatan  air  ; 

And  smile  serenely.                              ^^M 

Bat  ,  .  .  could  I  love  you  more,  or  less,  — 

^^H 

**  la  teacup-times  **  ? 

"  My  golden  locks  "  are  gray  and  ohUI,          ^^M 

For  hers,  —  let  them  be  sacred  still ;              ^^M 

But  yet,  I  own,  a  boyish  thrill                          ^^M 

"WITH  PIPE  AND  FLUTE" 

Went  dancing  through  me,                    ^^M 

Charles,  when  I  held  yon  yellow  laoe  ;           ^^M 

Wirn  pipe  and  fiut<»  the  nistic  Pan 

For,  from  its  duaty  hiding*place,                     ^^M 
Peeped  out  aa  arcii,  ingenuous  face               ^^M 

Of  old  made  music  sweet  for  man  ; 

And  wonder  hushed  the  warblinj^  bird. 
And  clever  drew  the  calm-eyed  nerd,  — 

That  beckoned  to  me.                           ^H 

^^1 

The  rolling  river  slowlier  ran. 

We  shut  our  heart  up  nowadays,                    ^H 

Like  some  old  musiisbox  that  plays                ^^M 

Unfashionable  airs  that  raise                           ^^M 

Some  air  of  Arcady  could  fan 

Derisive  pity  ;                                         ^^M 

This  age  of  ours,  too  seldom  stirred 

Alas>  ^  a  nothing  starta  the  spring  ;               ^| 

With  pipe  audi  flute  ! 

And  lo,  the  sentimental  thing                            ^H 

At  once  commencea  quavering                         ^^| 

But  now  for  gold  we  plot  and  plan  ; 

Its  lover^s  ditty.                                      ^^M 

Andf  from  Boersheba  unto  Dan, 

^^H 

Apollo's  self  might  pass  unheard. 

Laugh,  if  vou  like«    The  bov  in  me,  —           ^^M 
The  boy  that  waa,  —  revived  to  see                 ^^M 

Or  And  the  night-jar's  note  preferred  j  — 

Not  so  it  fared,  when  time  began, 

The  fiesh  young  smile   that  shone   when         V 

With  pipe  and  flute  1 

ihe,      **                                               _| 

Of  old,  was  tender,                                ^H 

A  GAGE  D*AMOUR 

Once  more  we  trod  the  Gulden  Way, —         ^^M 
That  mother  yon  saw  yesterday*                      ^^M 

And  I,  whom  none  cas  well  portray                ^^M 
As  young,  or  slender.                           ^^M 

^^H 

know, — 

She  twirled  the  flim^  scarf  about                   ^^M 

Toil  wonder  what  could  scare  me  to, 

Iler  pretty  head^  and  stepping  out^                 ^^M 
Slipped  arm  in  mine,  with  half  a  pout             ^^M 

And  why,  in  this  long-looked  burean, 

With  trembling  fingers,  — 

Of  childish  pleiaure.                             ^^M 

With  tragic  air,  I  now  replace 

Wliere  we  were  bound  no  mortal  knows,        ^H 

This  ancient  web  of  yellow  laoe, 

For  then  you  plunged  in  Ireland's  woes,         ^H 
And  brought  me  h  ankly  back  to  prose           ^H 

Among  whose  faded  folds  the  traee 

Of  perfume  lingers. 

Aim  Gladstone's  measure.                     ^^t 

Frieiui  of  my  yonth,  severe  as  true, 

Well*  well  the  wisest  bend  to  Fate.                 ^H 

I  giiees  the  train  your  thoughts  pursue  ; 

My  brown  old  books  around  me  wait,             ^^M 

But  this  my  state  is  nowise  due 

My  pipe  sUll  holds,  unoonflscate,                      ^H 

To  indigestion  ; 

I  had  forgotten  it  was  there, 

A  searf  t£st  Someone  used  to  wvftr. 

Pass  me  the  wine.    To  Thoee  that  keep          ^M 

The  bachelor's  seeluded  sleep                           ^H 

Uinc  iZfff  lacrimiw^  —  so  spare 

Peaceful,  inviolate,  and  deep,                           ^H 

Your  cynic  question. 

I  pour  libation.                                       ^^H 

4its 
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THE  CRADLE 

How  Bt^ndfa&tty  etie  worked  at  it  f 

How  lovinglj  bad  di^at 
With  all  lier  would'be-motiier^a  wit 

That  Httlo  tmy  utBt  I 

How  longingly  ahe  'd  hung  on  it  I  — 
It  sometimes  seetued,  sfaa  laid, 

There  laj  beneath  its  covci 
A  little  Bleeping  head. 

He  came  at  laat^  the  tiny  guest, 
Ere  bledc  Decombet  fled  ; 

That  rosy  neat  he  never  preit  .  .  • 
Her  coffin  was  hm  bed« 


THE  FORGOTTEN  GRAVE 

A  SKETCH  IN  A  CEMETERY 

OoT  from  the  City 'a  du^t  and  roai-i 

You  wandered  through  the  open  door  ; 

Paused  at  a  plajtliiiig  pnil  and  apade 

Actios  a  tiny  hillock  laid  ; 

Thou  noted  on  your  deitter  aide 

Some  moneyed  moumer^s  **  love  or  pride  j " 

And  ao,  —  beyond  a  bawthorn-tre©j 

Showering  ib!  min  of  rosy  bloom 

Alike  on  low  and  lofty  tomb, — 

You  came  upon  it  —  auddeulyi 

How  atrange  I     The  very  grasftes'  growth 
Around  it  seemed  forlorn  and  loath  ; 
The  very  ivy  aeeined  to  turn 
Askance    that    wreathed    the    neighbor 

urn. 
The  slab  had  sunk  ;  the  head  declined. 
And  left  the  raHa  a  wreck  behindt 
No  name  ;  you  traced  a  '"6,"  —a  "7,"  — 
Part  of  "  afflieUon  "  and  of  "  Heaven  ;  *' 
And  then,  in  letters  sharp  and  clear. 
You  read  —  O  Irony  austere  I  — 
"  Tho*  hwt  tQ  Sight,  to  Mern'ry  dear^* 


THE  CURE^S  PROGRESS 

MoNsnuE  the  Cnrd  down  the  street 

Cornea  with  bis  kind  old  face,  — 
With  hia  coat  woru  bar6|  and   his   strag* 

gling  hair. 
And  his  green  umbrellarcose* 


You    may  iea    him    p«^    by  the    litUi 
"  Grande  Flact/^ 

And  the  tiny  **  mtd-d^  VilU ;  ^ 
He  smiles  aa  he  goes  to  th&JieuriMe  Boit^ 

And  the  pompier  Tbdophilo. 

Ho  turns,  aa  a  rule,  through  the  "  Miffd^^ 

cool. 
Where  the  noiay  flsh-wivea  call  ; 

bis  com  pH  meat  paya  to  tha  **h^ 

ahe  kuita  in  her  duaky  stalL 

'9  a  letter  to  drop  at  the  lookamith*ft 
ahop^ 

I  Toto,  the  locksmith^a  tii^ee, 
ubilant  hopes,  for  the  Cur#  gropee 
lis  tails  for  a  pain  iVejncs^ 

Tbi      *a  a  tittle  dispute  with  a  merchuit  of 
fruity 

Who  is  aaid  to  be  heterodox^ 
That  will  ended  be  with  a  "  Mafoi,  md!" 

A»d  a  pmch  from  the  Curb's  box. 

There  is  also  a  word  that  no  one  heard 
To  the  furrier's  daughter  Lon  ; 

And  a  pale  cheek  fed  with   a  flickeruif 
red. 
And  a  "  Bon  J}ieu  garde  M'sieu*  I " 

But  a  grander  way  for  the  Sotw-Pr|/ef, 

And  a  bow  for  Ma'am ^aclle  Anne  ; 
And  a  mock   *' off-hat"  to  the   Notary's 
cat. 

And  a  nod  to  the  Sacristan  :  — 

For  ever  through  life  the  Cur^  ^^^^ 
With  a  smile  on  his  kind  old  face  — 

With  bis  coat  woru  bare,  and    hia   stng- 
gling  hair, 
And  hh  green  nmbrella-caae. 


^*  GOOD-NIGHT,  BABETTE  !  " 

Scene.  — A  small  neat  Boom,     In  a  hi|?h  Vot 

taire  Ch^  sitiv  a 'wMt^baired  old  Gentlsfiiaii* 

MoxsiEuu  Vtxtt^BOis.         Babette. 


M.  ViEUXBOia  [hirnm^  querulamly] 
Day  of  my  life  !  ^^Tiere  can  ahe  firet  7 
Hab«tte  1    I  say  1    Babetto  I 


m  ahe  get 
l<- Babel 


ttel 
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Eabette  lenUrinff  hurriedly]. 

Coming,  M'sieo*  t     If  M^sieu'  speaks 
So  loud,  he  woo*!  be  well  for  weeks  1 

M,  V1EUXBOI8, 

Where  have  jrou  been  ? 

b  Babettb. 

Wh  J,  M'f  ieu*  knows  :  — 
April  I  *  .  .  Ville-d' Array  1  .  .  .  Ma'am'- 
aelleRofle! 


Kill 


M.  ViEUXBOIS. 


I  I  am  old,  — and  I  forget 
as  the  place  growing  green,  Babette  ? 

Babette. 

But  of  a  greenness  t  —  yes,  M*«iett*  I 
And  then  the  aky  so  blue  \  —  so  blue  J  — ^ 
And  when  I  dropped  my  irnmorlelU, 
Uow  the  birds  s&ug  t 

ILifiing  her  apron  to  her  eye*. 

Tbii  poor  Ma'am'seUe  1 

M.  Visnxiiots. 

You  *re  a  good  girl,  Babette,  but  she,  — 

She  was  an  An^el,  rerily. 

Sometimes  I  think  I  see  her  yet 

Stand  smiling  bj  the  cabinet  ; 

And  once«  I  know,  abe  peeped  and  laughed 

Betwixt  the  curtains  .  .  . 

Where  *s  the  draught  ? 

[5Ae  giffCB  Ana  a  cup. 

Now  I  shall  sleep,  I  think,  Babette  ;  — 
Sing  me  your  Norman  chatitonnetle. 

^  Babette  liingg]. 

Once  at  the  A  ugelut 
{Ere  I  was  dead)^ 
AngeU  all  gloriotut 
Camt  to  my  Bed  ;  — 
AngeU  in  ^lue  and  white 
Crownsd  m  ike  Head. 
M.  YisuxBOia  [tfroiott/y]. 

She    was    an     Angel    ,    .    .    Onoe    she 

laughed  .  .  . 
What,  was  I  dreaming  ? 

Where '9  the  draught  7 

npiy  ci^]. 


I  [ihowing  the  < 
The  draught,  M'sieu'  ? 


M*  YiEuxBoia. 

How  I  forget  I 
I  am  so  old  I    But  siog^  Babette  t 

Babette  [iingn]. 
One  wan  the  Friettd  1 1^ 

Stark  m  the  Snow ; 
One  wa»  ike  Wife  that  died 

Long,  — long  ago: 
One  wot  the  Lone  I  lost  .  • 

How  could  $he  know  f 

M.  YlstJXBOlS  [mumrurtn^]. 

Ah,  Paul  I ,  .  .  old  Paul  ! . .  .  Eulalie  too  \ 
And  Eoae  . . .  And  O  K  * .  the  sky  so  blue  1 

BaJIKTTI  \iingi\ 

One  had  my  Mother'*  eyeif 

Wutt/ul  and  mild  ; 
One  had  my  Father^*  face  ; 

One  was  a  Child : 
All  of  them  bent  to  me^  — 

BetU  down  atid  tmiled  t 

He  is  asleep  I 

M.  ViEUXfiOifl  \almoA  b\aud%hly\ 
How  I  forget  I 
I  am  80  old  .  ,  •  Good  night,  Babette  I 

ON  A  FAN 

THAT  BELONGED  TO  THE   MAIQUISS   Dl 
rOMPAOOUR 

CsiCKKN-ajaK,  delicate,  whitOt 

Fainted  by  Carlo  Vauloo^ 
Loves  in  a  not  uf  light, 

Roses  and  vaporous  blue  ; 

Hark  to  the  dainty  fro^'frou  t 
Picture  above,  if  vou  can,  _ 

Eyes  that  could  melt  as  the  dew,  — 
This  was  the  Pompadour's  fan  I 

See  how  they  rise  at  the  airht. 

Thronging  the  (Kil  de  I&uf  throaij 
Courtiers  as  butterflies  bright, 

Beauties  tJmt  Fragunard  drew, 

Talori-rouge,  falbaia,  qneuei 
Cardinal,  Duke,  —  to  a  man. 

Eager  to  sigh  or  to  sue,  — 
This  was  the  Pompadour's  fan  I 

Ab,  but  things  more  than  polite 
Hung  on  tnis  toy,  Poyei'-vouM  / 
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Matters  of  state  and  of  might, 
Things  that  great  uimisters  do  ; 
Things  that,  may  be,  overthrew 

Those  in  whose  brains  they  began  ; 
Here  was  the  sign  and  the  cue,  — ' 

Thk  was  the  Pompadour*a  imi  I 

ENVOY 

Where  are  the  aecrets  it  knew  ? 

Weavings  of  plot  and  of  plau  ? 
«— But  whertj  is  the  rompadour^  too  ? 

This  was  the  FompadouT^a  Faa  I 


«0  NAVIS" 

Ship,  to  the  roadstead  rolled. 
What  dost  thou  ? — O,  once  more 

Begain  the  port.     Behold  1 
Thy  sides  are  bare  of  oar, 
Thy  tall  mast  wounded  sore 

Of  Afrieai,  and  see, 

What  shaU  thy  spars  Teatora  t  — 

Tempt  not  thy  tyrant  sea  t 

What  cable  now  will  hold 

When  all  drag  out  from  shore  1 

What  god  canst  thou,  too  bold. 
In  time  of  need  implore  1 
InrfKik  I  for  thy  sailB  flap  o* er, 

Thy  sti^  shrouds  part  and  flee, 
Fast  —  fast  thy  seams  outpour,  — - 

Tempt  not  the  tyrant  sea  1 

What  though  thy  ribs  of  old 
Hie  pmea  of  routus  bore  \ 

JSot  now  to  stem  of  gold 

Mcu  trust,  or  painted  prore  1 
Tliou^  or  thou  eount'st  it  store 

A  toy  of  winds  to  be, 

Shun  thou  the  Cyclads'  roar, — 

Tempt  not  the  tyrant  sea  I 


Ship  of  the  State,  before 
A  oai«,  and  now  to  tne 

A  hope  in  my  hearths  core,  ^ 
Tempt  not  the  t jrunt  sea  t 


«0   FONS   BANDUSIjE** 

O  BABBLiKO  Spring,  than  glass  more  clear, 
Worthy  of  wreath  and  cup  sincere, 
To-mojTow  shall  a  kid  ne  thine 


I 


With  iwelled  and  spronting  brows  fcr 

sign,  — 
Sure  sign  I  —  of  loves  and  battlea  near. 

Child  of  the  race  that  butt  aod  rear  ( 
Not  less,  alas  1  his  life-blood  dear 
Must  tinge  thy  eoLd  ware  cirstalliDe, 

O  babbUng  Spring  t 

3irius  knows  not     Thou  dost  cheer 
pleasant    cool    the     plotigh-wora 
steer,  — 

wandering   iock.     This   metae  d 
mine  M 

"     L  rank  thee  one  with  founts  diriiie  ;  f 
li         ball  thy  rock  and  tree  revere, 

O  babbling'  Spring  1 

I  A  COPY  OF  THEOCRITUS 

O  Ho^aKR  of  the  field  and  fold, 
Theocritua  1    Fan^s  pipe  was  thine,  — 

Thine  was  the  happier  Age  of  Gold. 

For  thee  the  scent  of  new-turned  mould, 
The  bee-hives,  and  the  murmuring  pine, 
O  Singer  of  the  field  and  fold  I 

Thou  sang^st  the  simple  feasta  of  old,  «-^ 
The  beechen  bowl  made  glad  with  wine  ■  >, 
Thiotj  was  the  happier  Age  of  Gold' 

Thou  bad'st  the  rustic  loves  be  told,  — 
Thou  bad'st  the  tuneful  reeds  combine, 
0  Singer  of  the  field  and  fold ! 

And  round  thee,  ever-laughing,  rolled 
The  blithe  and  blue  Siciliau  brine  ,  . . 
Thine  was  the  happier  Age  of  Gold. 

Alas  for  us  I   Our  songs  are  cold  ; 
Our  Northern  suns  tcK>  sadly  ^ne  ;^^ 
O  Singer  of  the  field  and  fold, 
Tliinc  was  the  happier  Age  of  Gold! 

TO   A   GREEK   GIRL 

With  breath  of  thyme  and  bees  that  htmif 
Across  the  years  you  seem  to  come,  — 

Across  the  years  with  nymph^like  head* 

And  mud-b!own  brows  uufilleted  ; 
A  girlish  shape  that  slips  the  bud 

In  lines  of  unspoiled  symmetry' ; 
A  ^rlish  shape  that  stirs  tbe  blood 

With  pulse  of  Spring,  Autonoi  f 
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Where'er  you  pass,  —  where'er  you  go, 
1  hear  the' pebbly  rillet  flo\r  ; 

Fainter,  that  still  must  mix                     ^H 

But  transient  tints  anew,                     ^^M 

Where'er  you  go,  —  where'er  you  pata. 

Thou  in  the  furaaoe  fix                     ^^^H 

There  comes  a  gladness  on  the  graai ; 

The  firm  enamel's  hne  ;                 ^^^^| 

You  bring  blithe  aim  where Vrjou  treftd^ — 

^^^^H 

Blithe  airs  that  blow  from  down  and 

J>t  the  smooth  tile  receire             ^^^^H 

sea; 

Thy  dove-drawn  Krycine  |           ^^^^H 

Thy  Sirens  blue  at  eve                      ^^^^B 
Coiled  in  a  wash  of  wine.            ^^^^M 

You  wa.ke  in  me  n  Fan  not  dead,  — 

j         Not  wboUj  dead  1  ^  Autono6 1 

1 

How  sweet  with  you  on  some  green  sod 

All  passes.     Art  alone                     ^^^^| 

To  wreathe  the  rustic  garde  u-god  ; 

Enduring  stays  to  ns  ;                  ^^^^H 

How  sweet  beneath  the  chestuut'^  shade 

The  Bust  outlasts  the  thronei^^           ^^| 

With  you  to  weare  a  hasket-bmid  ; 

The  Coin,  Tibenus  ;                     ^^H 

To  watch  across  the  stricken  ehotds 

^^^^^M 

Your  rosy-twinkling  ftngera  flee  ; 

Eyen  the  gods  must  go ;                 ^^^H 

To  woo  you  in  soft  woodland  words. 

Only  the  lofty  Rhyme                         ^^M 

With  woodland  pipe,  Autonoe  ! 

Not  countless  years  overthrow,  ^     ^^^H 

Not  long  array  of  time.                 ^^^^| 

In  Tain, —  in  Tain  !    The  years  diTide : 

^^^^H 

Where  Thaniis  rolls  a  murky  tide, 

Paint,  chisel,  then,  or  write  ;           ^^^^M 

I  sit  and  fill  my  painful  reams, 

But,  that  the  work  iorpasi^         ^^^H 

And  see  you  only  in  my  dreams  ;  — 

With  the  hard  fashion  fight,  -^        ^^^1 

A  Tision,  like  Alcestis,  brought 

With  the  reaiflting  mass.                    ^^M 

From  nnder-hinds  of  Memory,  — 
A  dream  of  Form  in  days  of  1  houghti  — 
^^    A  dream,  —  a  dream,  Autono^  1 

^^1 

THE  LADIES  OF  ST.  JAMES'S     H 

^^B 

A  PROPER  NEW  BALLAD  OP  THR  COUMTRY        ^^M 

^^H 

AMD  THE  TOWN                                      ^^1 

■                     ARS  VICTRIX 

The  ladies  of  St.  James*s                          ^H 

^H            IMITATED  FROM  ThIoFHILE  GAUTIEA 

Go  swinging  to  the  play  ;                        ^^f 
Their  footmen  run  before  them,                          j 

^H        Tea  ;  when  the  ways  crppoae  — 

^M            When  the  hard  means  rebel. 

With  a  **  SUnd  by  l    Clear  the  waj  !•  i 

But  Phyllida,  my  Phyllida  1                         ^M 

^1            More  potent  far  the  spelL 

She  takes  her  buckled  shoon,            ^^^^^ 

^H 

When  we  go  out  a-courting                 ^^^^^M 

H^        0  Poet,  then,  forbear 

Beneath  the  harrest  moon.             ^^^^H 

^m          The  loosely^sandalled  Terae* 

^^^^H 

^H        Choose  rather  thoo  to  wear 

The  ladies  of  St  James*s                   ^^^M 

^B           The  buskin  —  strait  and  terse  ; 

Wear  satin  on  their  hacks  |            ^^^^H 

^H 

They  sit  all  night  at  Ombn,               ^^^M 
With  candles  all  of  wax  :                ^^^H 

^V       LeaTe  to  the  tiro's  hand 

^M            The  limp  and  shapeless  style  ; 

But  Phyllida,  my  Phyllida  1               ^^^H 
She  dons  her  maset  gown,              ^^^^H 

^H        See  that  thy  form  demand 

^B           The  bbor  of  the  file. 

And  nins  to  gather  Mrt  dew             ^^^^^H 
Before  the  world  is  dowiu              ^^^^| 

^H 

^H        Scnlntor,  do  thou  discard 
^H           The  yielding  clay,  —  consign 
^1       To  Ptiros  marble  hard 

^^^^^^ 

The  ladies  of  St  James's  r                 ^^^H 

They  are  so  fine  and  falr^                ^^^^H 

^1           The  beauty  of  thy  line  ;  — 

You  'd  think  a  box  of  easenees            ^^^^H 

^^B 

Was  broken  in  the  air  :                            ^^M 

H       Ifodel  thy  Satyr's  face 

But  PhylUda.  my  Phyllida  I                ^^M 
The  breath  of  heath  and  ttum^      ^^^^H 

^H            For  bronze  of  Syracnae  ; 

^H        In  the  veined  agate  trace 
^H          The  profile  of  thy  Muse. 

W^hen  breezes  blow  at  monuAg^        ^^^^H 

Xsnot  aofreabaahefi.                   ^^^^| 
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The  ladies  of  St.  Jainea's  I 

They  're  painbed  t4>  the  ejes  i 
Theij  white  it  stays  for  ever, 

Their  red  it  ne  rer  dies  i 
But  Phjllida,  my  Pbyllida  I 

Her  color  comes  aiid  goes  ; 
It  trembles  to  a  lily,  ^^ 

It  wavers  to  a  rose. 

The  kdies  of  St.  James's  \ 

You  scarce  cau  understand 
The  half  of  all  their  speeches. 

Their  phrases  are  so  grand  t 
But  Phyllida.  my  Phjllida  1 

Her  shj  and  simple  words 
Are  clear  as  after  ralti'drops 

The  music  of  the  birds. 

The  ladies  of  St.  James's  1 

The  J  have  their  fits  and  freaks  ; 
The  V  smile  on  you  —  for  secondsp 

They  frown  on  you  —  for  weeks  : 
But  Phjlltda,  my  Fhyllida  I 

Come  either  atorm  or  shine, 
From  Shrove-tiflo  unto  Slirove-tide, 

Is  always  true — and  mine. 

My  Phyllida  !  my  Phyllida  I 

I  care  not  though  they  heap 
The  hearts  of  all  St.  James's, 

And  g^ve  me  all  to  keep  ; 
I  care  not  whose  the  beauties 

Of  all  the  world  may  be, 
For  Phyllida  — for  Phyllida 

Is  all  the  world  to  me  ! 

A  FAMILIAR  EPISTLE 

TO   .  .    .  ESQ.     OF  .  .  .  WITH     A     LIFE     OF    THE 
LATE  INGENIOUS  MR.  WM.   HOGARTH 

Dear  Cosmopolitan,  —  I  know 
I  should  address  you  a  Rondeau^ 
Or  else  announce  what  I  Ve  to  say 
At  least  en  Ballade  fratrisee  ; 
But  No  :  for  once  I  leave  Gymnasticks, 
And  take  to  simple  Hudibmsticks, 
Wliy  should  I  choose  another  Way, 
When  this  was  good  enough  for  Gay  ? 

You  love,  my  Fkiend,  with  me  I  think, 
That  Age  of  Lustre  and  of  Link  ; 
Of  CheUea  China  and  long  **s"e8, 
Of  Bag-wigs  and  of  flowered  Dresses  ; 


to 


That  Ap  of  Folly  and  of  Cards, 
Of  Hackney  Chairs  and  Hackuej  Bards  j 
—  No  H-LTS,  no  K-G-N  F-iA  were  then 
Dispensing  Coos  pete  nee  to  Men  ; 
The  gentle  Trade  was  left  to  Churls, 
Your  frowsy  T0N&0^'8  and  your  Curllb; 
Mere  Wolves  in  Ambush  to  attack 
The  AUTHOII  in  a  Sheejp-skin  Back  ; 
Then  Savage  and  his  Brother^Siojiers 
III  Porridge  Island  fliv'd  for  Diimets  | 
rs'd  on  Cmmi  Garden  Bulks, 
keu'd  Letters  to  the  Hulks  ;  — 
now  that  bj-gone  Time*  I  say, 
limle^  easy  "moral  ^d  Day^ 
rosy  Mom  found  Mapam  still 
yling  at  QjJifere  or  Quadritlet 
_gODd   Sir  Joeh   reet'd    Home 
Bed, 

PoiUac^s  or  the  SKakespear^s  Head ; 
Trif  c^fweif'd  his  Master's  Cloath% 
Kik  his  Titles  Imd  his  Oaths  { 
Bettit,  ill  a  cast  Brmmde^ 
\jKirsix  Mt  Lord  at  Masquerade  ; 
When  GarhiCk  play'd  the  giiilty  Richard^ 
Ormouth'd  Afacheth  with  Mrs.  PHiTcHAftO; 
When  Foote  grimaced  his  snarling  Wit ; 
When  Churchill  bullied  in  the  Pit ; 
When  the  Cuzzoni  sang  — 

But  there  1 
The  further  Catalogue  I  spare, 
Having  no  Purpose  to  eclipse 
That  tedious  Tale  of  Homer's  Ships  ;  — 
This  is  the  Man  that  drew  it  all 
From  Pannier  Alley  to  the  Mall, 
Then  turn'd  and  drew  it  once  again 
From     Bird  -  Cage  -  Walk    to     Lewknar^s 

Lane  ;  — 
Its    Rakes    and    Fools,    its    Rogrues    and 

Sots  ; 
Its  brawling  Quacks,  its  starveling  Scots  ; 
Its  Ups  and  Downs,  its  Rag^  and  Garters, 
Its  Henleys,  Lovats,  MjojCOlmb,  Chab* 

TRE8, 

Its  Splendor,  Squalor,  Shame,  Disease  ; 
Its  quicquid  agunt  Homines  ;  — 
Nor  yet  omitted  to  pourtray 
Furens  quid  possit  Foemina  ;  — 
In  short,  held  up  to  ev'ry  Class 
Nature's  unflatt'ring  looking-Glass ; 
And,  from  his  Canvas,  spoke  to  All 
The  Message  of  a  Juvenal. 

Take  Him.     His  Merits  most  aver : 
His  weak  Point  is  —  his  Chronicler  1 


\ 


"IN  AFTER  DAYS'* 

In  nfier  dnjft  when  grasftes  btgK 

0*6r*tcip  the  stone  where  I  Hhall  lie, 
Thtiugh  ill  or  well  the  world  iwljiut 
My  i»letider  cl&im  to  honored  d\i&if 

I  ahiiU  not  que«tioa  nor  reply* 

I  shall  not  see  the  mortiing  sky  ; 
I  ahall  not  bear  tho  nigbUwioa  sigh ; 


I  shall  be  mute^  as  all  meu  must 
In  after  days  1 

But  yet,  now  living,  fain  were  I 
That  some  one  then  should  testify, 
Saying  —  **  He  held  his  pen  in  trust 
To  Art,  not  serving  shame  or  lust/* 
Will  none  ? —  Then  let  ray  memory  di€ 
In  altet  days  1 


S^ilfrtb  ^catBcn  5Z3Iunt 


TO  MANON 


COMPARING  KER  TO  A  FAIXON 

Brave  as  a  faloon  and  as  merciless, 

With  bright  eyes  watching  still  the  world^ 
thy  prey, 

I  saw  thee  pass  in  thy  lone  majesty, 

Untamed,  nnmated,  hiffh  above  the  press* 

The  dull  crowd  gased  at  thee.  It  could 
not  gaess 

The  secret  of  thy  proud  aerial  way. 

Or  read  in  thy  mute  face  the  soul  which 
lay 

A  prisoner  there  in  chains  of  tendemees. 

—  Lo,  thou  art  captured.  In  my  hand  to- 
day 

I  hold  thee,  and  awhile  thou  deignest  to 
be 

Fhiaaed  with  my  jeasaa.  I  would  fsin  be- 
guile 

Hy  foofiili  beart  to  think  thou  lovett  me. 
oee, 

I  dare  not  love  thee  quite*     A  littlo  while 

rthou  shalt  sail    book    heaven  wards. 
Woe  is  me  I 


TO  THE  SAME 


OK  HER  UGHTHEARTEDNESS 

I  WOC7LD   I  had    thy  eourage,  dear,   to 

face 
This  bankruptcy  of  love,  and  greet  despair 
With  smiltng  eyes  and   unconcerned  em> 

brace  f 
And  these  few  words  of  banter  at  "dull 


I  would  that  I  could  sing  and  oomb  my 

hair 
Like  thee  the  morning  through,  and  choose 

my  dress, 
And  gravely  argue  what  I  best  should  we«F| 
A  shade  of  ribbon  or  a  fold  of  laoe* 
I  would  I  had  thy  eourage  and  thy  peace. 
Peace  passing  anderstandiiig ;  Umt  mine 

eyes 
Could  find  forgetf ulness  like  thine  in  sleep  ; 
That  all  the    past  for  me  like  thee  could 

cease 
And  leave  me  ebeerfulljf  sublimely  wifle, 
like  David  with,  washed  face  who  ceased  to 

weep. 


LAUGHTER  AND  DEATH 

There  is  no  laughter  in  the  natural  world 
Of  beast  or  fish  or  bird,  though  no  md 

doubt 
Of  their  futurity  to  them  unfurled 
Has  dared  to  check  the  mirth-eompelling 

shout. 
The  lion  roan  hii  solemn  thunder  out 
To  the  sleeping  woods.     The  eagle  screama 

her  cry. 
Even  the  lark  must  strain  a  serious  throat 
To  hurl  his  blest  defiance  at  the  sky. 
Fear,  anger,  jealousy,  have  found  a  voiee* 
Love's  pain  or  rapture  the  brute  bosoms 

swell. 
Nature  has  symbols  for  her  nobler  joys* 
Her  nobler  sorrows.    Who  had  dared  fore* 

teU 
That  only  man,  by  some  sad  mockery. 
Should  learn  to  faugh  who  learns  that  he 

must  die  7 
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GIBRALTAR 

Beven  weeks  of  sea,  and  twice  seyeit  d&jB 

of  itorm 
Upon  tbe  huge  Atlantic,  and  onca  more 
We  ride  into  e till  water  and  the  ealm 
Of  n  aweet  evening  aereened  by  either  sbore 
Of  Spain  and  Barbarj.     Our  toils  are  o*er^ 
Oar  exile  h  aet^ompli^hed.     Once  agnin 
We  Ittok  on  Europe,  mistre&a  as  o        re 
Of  the  fair  earth  and  of  Ibe  he 
Ay,  this  ia  the  famed  rock,  wUi  b 

And  Goth  and   Moor  beqneat  Mmt 

-    tbia  door 
England  standi^  aontry.     God  !  t  I 

ihriU 
Sweet  treble  of  her  Bf es  npon  tl  i. 

And  at  the  summons  of  the  ra 
To  aee  her  red  coats  inarching 


THE  OLD  SQUIRE 

I  LIKE  the  hunting  of  the  hare 

Better  than  that  of  the  fox  ; 
I  like  the  joyous  morning  air, 

And  the  crowing  of  the  cocks. 

I  like  the  calm  of  the  early  fields, 

The  ducks  asleep  by  the  lake, 
The  quiet  hour  which  Nature  yields 

Before  mankind  is  awake. 

I  like  the  pheasants  and  feeding  things 

Of  the  unsuspicious  mom  ; 
I  like  the  flap  of  the  wood-pigeon's  wings 

As  she  rises  from  the  com. 

I  like  the  blackbird's  shriek,  and  his  rush 
From  the  turnips  as  I  pass  by, 

And  the  partridge  hiding   her  head  in  a 
bush. 
For  her  young  ones  cannot  fly. 

I  like  these  things,  and  I  like  to  ride, 

When  all  the  world  is  in  bed. 
To  the  top  of  the  hill  where  the  sky  grows 
wide, 

And  where  the  sun  grows  red. 

The  beagles  at  my  horse  heels  trot 

In  silence  after  me  ; 
There  *s  Ruby,  Roger,  Diamond,  Dot, 

Old  Slut  and  Margery, — 


A  score  of  names  well  u&ed,  and  dearp 

The  names  my  childhood  kiiew  ; 
The  horn,  with  which  I  rouse  their  cheec^ 

Is  the  horn  in j  father  blew. 

I  like  the  hunting  of  the  hare 

Better  than  that  of  the  fox  ; 

Tlie  new  world  still  is  aU  less  fair 

Than  the  old  world  it  mocks. 

it  not  a  wider  fange 

M  those  dear  manors  give  ; 

I  my  pleasures  without  ebang)8f 

1  OS  I  lived  I  live* 

e  m^  tieighbors  to  their  though ; 
choice  it  ts^  and  pride^ 
Y  own  lands  to  6nd  my  sport, 
nj  own  fields  to  ride. 

1         are  horaelf  no  better  loves 
I  field  where  she  was  bred, 

TbfUi  I  the  habit  of  these  groves, 
My  own  inherited. 

I  know  my  quarries  every  one, 
The  meuse  where  she  sits  low  ; 

The  road^HeTchose  to-day  was  run 
A  hundred  years  ago. 

The  lags,  the  gills,  the  forest  ways, 

The  hedgerows  one  and  all, 
These  are  the  kingdoms  of  my  chase, 

And  bounded  by  my  wall ; 

Nor  has  the  world  a  better  thing, 
Though  one  should  search  it  round. 

Than  thus  to  live  one's  own  sole  king. 
Upon  one's  own  sole  ground. 

I  like  the  hunting  of  the  hare  ; 

It  brings  me,  day  by  day, 
The  memory  of  old  days  as  fair. 

With  dead  men  passed  away. 

To  these,  as  homeward  still  I  plj 
And  pass  the  churchyard  gate. 

Where  all  are  laid  as  I  must  lie, 
I  stop  and  raise  my  hat. 

I  like  the  hunting  of  the  hare  *, 

New  sports  I  hold  in  scorn. 
I  like  to  be  as  my  fathers  were. 

In  the  days  e'er  I  was  bom. 
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ftanh  C  fiJ^arjialjtf 


HEATH 


AS  THE  TEACHER  OF 
LOVE-LORE 


^i'WAll    ID   mid  autiiim%  and   the   woods 

were  atilL 
>  brooding  ami  from  out  the  marshlands 

lay 
L  Le  age  a  daminj  band  upon  the  daj, 
Soddeniog  it ;  —  and  the  night  rooe  dank 

and  chilL 
I  watched  the  aero  leayef  falling,  falling, 

till 
Old  tboughts,  old  hop<i8t  seemed  fluttering 

too  awaj. 
And    then   I  sighed  to  think   how  Hfe'a 

decay, 
And  change^  and  time's  mischancea,  Lo?e 

might  kilL 
Sadden  a  shadowy  horseman,  at  full  speed 
Spurring  a  pale  horse,  passed  me  swiftly 

by. 
And  moo  kin  e  shriekedi  '*  Thy  love  is  dead 

inde^df, 
Baate  to  the  burial  I "  —  With  a  bitter  cry 
I  twooned,  and  wake   to  wonder  at  my 

creed. 
Learning  from  Death  that  LoTe  can  neTor 
"  die. 


DEATH  AS  THE   FOOL 


^M^  the  high  turret  chamber  sat  the  sage, 
I      Striring  to  wring  its  secret  from  the  scroll 
^      Of  time  ;  —  and  hard  the  task,  for  roll  on 
roll 
Was  blurred  with  blood  and  tears,  or  black 

with  age. 
So  that  at  last  a  hnnger  seized  him,  a  rage 
Of  richer  tore  than  our  poor  life  can  dole, 
And  loud  he  called  on  Death  to  dower  his 

soul 
With  the  great  pastV  nnrifled  heritage. 
I      And  lo,  a  creakmg  ste^  upon  the  stair, 

A  croak   of  song,  a  jingle,  —  and   Death 
I  came  in 

I      Mtimmiog  in  motley  with  a  merry  din 
And  jangle  of  bells,  and  droning  this  re- 
frain, 
*'G<id  help  the  fools  who  count  on  death 

for  gaiiL** 
80  Ind  the  Mge  death*bcll  and  passing- 


TWO  SONNET-SONGS 

I 

7*he  Sirens  Mtn^, 

Hist,  hist,  ye  winds,  ye  whispering  war^ 

lets  hist. 
Their  toil  is  done,  their  teen  and  trouble 

are  o'er. 
Wash  them,  ye  waves,  in  silence  to  the  shore^ 
Waft  theiti,  ve  winds,  with  voit^s  hushed 

and  wiiist. 
Hist,  waves  and  winds,  here  shall  their 

eyes  be  kist 
By  love,  and  sweet  love-alumber,  till  the  roar 
Of  fore  past  storms,  now  stilled,  for  ever- 
more. 
Die  on  theb  dream*horizons  like  dim  mist 
What  of  renown,  ye   winds,  when  storms 

are  done  ? 
A  faded  foam-flower  on  a  wearylog  watc. 
All  toil  is  but  the  digging  of  a  gTave, 
Here  let  them  rest  awhile  ere  set  the  sun. 
And  sip  the  honeyed  moments  one  by  one  — 
So  deet,  so  sweet,  so  few  to  squander  or 


Orpheus  and  the  Marinfin  make  nnxwer. 

Flext,  fleet  and  few,  ay,  fleet  the  momenta 

fly- 
(£0* A  to  tight  live/oawif  ft  oar*^  the  dreaming 

seas). 
And  shall  we  lie  in  swtne-eloih  here  at 

ease  — 
(Dip,  dip^  }fe  oart^  and  dfish  the  dark  teas  fry), 
In  swine-sloth  here  while  death  b  steaUug 

nigh  — 
(Sweeps  oam^  sweep^  here  ripples  and  spartim 

the  lnneeze)f 
And  work  is  ours  to  drain  ti>  Uie  last  leeat 
(Drive  oars  and  wwds,  we  teUl  dare  and  da 

ere  we  die}. 
And  if  no  sound  of  voioe  nor  any  call 
Break  the  death-silence  biddinj^  u«  alt  hail. 
And,  even  among  tlie  living,  Fame  should 

fail 
To  shrill  our  deeda,  yel  whatsoe'er  befall 
As  men  who  fought  for  good  not  guerdon 

at  all, 
Feal  the  ghul  Fmui  I     (Steady  oars  and 

taii.) 
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George  CotterdI 


AN   AUTUMN    FLITTING 


Mt  roof  is  hardly  pi 
It  lacks  the  pleasivtit 
Of  the  tiled  house-tc 
And  cannot  eyen  I: 
The  modest  heAttt^ 
Nor  is  it  Grot  hie  or  ^ 
No  gable  In^eAks,  w 
Its  hard  monotonj 
And  not  a  gm'goyle  on 
Brings  any  latent  beai 
Its  only  charm  —  I  bo' 


uresque  — 
oddish  brown 
'  Oil!  of  towtij 
to  match 


it: 


"g' 


Is  just  its  neameaa  to  vug  nkj^ 

Bot  yet  it  looks  o*er  field  sjid 

And  in  the  nir 

One  breathes  up  there 

A  faint,  fresli  whiff  fiiigsesfcs  the  sea* 

And  that  is  why,  this  aftennTon, 

The  topmost  slates  above  the  leads 

Were  thick  with  little  bobbing  heads, 

And  frisking  tails,  and  wings  that  soon 

Shall  spread,  ah  me  t 

For  lands  where  summer  lingers  fair, 

Far  otherwhere. 

I  heard  a  muttering, 

Saw  a  fluttering, 

Pointed  wings  went  skimming  past. 

White  breasts  shimmered  by  as  fast. 

Wheel  and  bound  and  spurt  and  spring  - 

All  the  air  seemed  all  on  wing. 

Then,  like  dropping  clouds  of  leaves, 

Down  they  settled  on  the  eaves  — 

All  the  swallows  of  the  region. 

In  a  number  almost  legion  — 

Frisked  about,  but  did  not  stop 

Till  they  reached  the  ridge  atop. 

Then  what  chirping,  what  commotion  I 
What  they  said  I  have  no  notion, 
But  one  cannot  err  in  statins^ 
There  was  very  much  debating. 
First  a  small  loquacious  swallow 
Seemed  to  move  a  resolution  ; 
And  another  seemed  to  follow, 
Seconding  the  subject-matter 
With  a  trick  of  elocution. 
After  that  the  chirp  and  chatter 
Boded  some  more  serious  end,  meant 


I 


For  a  qimrrebome  amendment  ^ 
Bobbing  hi^ad^  and  flapping  wings^ 
Eloquent  of  many  things, 
Gathered  into  lively  rows, 
**  FtQB"    and  '*oodi''  and    "ayes'*   uid 
**noes," 
'  e  clatter  reached  my  ears^ 

it  soutided  like  *'  hear,  hears  ' 

gain  a  note  of  faction, 

a  clash  of  beakfi  in  aclion, 

an  aspect  to  the  scene 

xactly  quite  serene. 

al  clusters  flew  away, 

lo  much  incensed  to  stay  ; 

Jed  about,  then  took  a  tack, 

d  and  came  darting  baek* 

?f  enger  to  be  heard, 

ed  upon  the  chimnoy-top, 

€d,  as  they  wonld  never  stop^ 
Lnjuu.  and  fluent  every  bird. 

But  the  turmoil  passed  away  : 
How  it  happened  I  can't  say,  — 
All  I  know  is,  there  was  peace. 
Whether  some  more  thoughtful  bird 
Said  the  quarrelling  was  absurd, 
And  implored  that  it  should  cease ; 
Whether  what  appeared  contention 
Was  a  difference  not  worth  mention. 
Just  some  mere  exchange  of  words 
Not  uncommon  among  birds, 
I  have  only  my  own  notion. 
You  may  make  a  nearer  guess  ; 
All  at  once  the  noise  was  over, 
Not  a  bird  was  now  a  rover, 
Some  one  seemed  to  put  the  motion, 
And  the  little  heads  bobbed  "  Yes." 

Oh,  that  sudden  resolution, 

So  unanimously  carried  I 

Would  they  'd  longer  talked  and  tarried^ 

With  their  fiery  elocution  I 

What  it  bodes  I  cannot  doubt ; 

They  were  planning  when  to  go. 

And  they  have  settled  it,  I  know  ; 

Some  chill  morning,  when  the  sun 

Does  not  venture  to  shine  out, 

I  shall  miss  them  —  overnight 

They  will  all  have  taken  flight. 

And  the  summer  will  be  gone. 
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I  IN   THE  TWILIGHT 

Tab  off  ?    Not  far  away 

Lies  tbat  fair  land  ; 
Sbut  from  the  curious  gaze  by  day, 

Hidden,  but  clos^  at  hand  : 
Let  us  seek  it  who  may* 

Lie  by  me  and  hold  me,  sweeti 

Clasp  arms  and  siuk  ; 
There  needs  no  weariness  of  the  feet, 

Neither  to  toil  nor  think  ; 
Almost  the  pulse  may  cease  to  beat. 


^ 


Eyes  made  dim»  and  breathing  low, 

Hand  locked  in  hand, 
Goodly  the  visions  that  come  and  go. 

Glimpses  of  that  land 
Fairer  than  Ibe  ^es  can  know. 

Is  it  not  a  land  like  oum  ? 

Nay,  much  more  fnir ; 
Sweeter  flowers  than  earthly  flowers 

Shed  their  fragance  there, 
Fade  not  with  the  passing  hours. 

Soft  are  all  the  airs  that  blow, 

Breathing  of  Iotg  ; 
Dreamily  soft  the  Tales  below, 

The  skies  above, 
And  mil  the  murmuring    streams  that 
flow. 

There  are  daughters  of  beauty,  tbo  boat 
Of  nymp&  of  old  time  ; 


All  the  loves  of  the  poets  who  boast 

Of  their  lovea  in  their  rhyme*  — 
Loyes  won,  and  the  sadder  loves  lost  s 

Fair,  passionless  creatures  of  thought* 

Most  fair,  most  calm  ; 
The  Toy  of  whose  beauty  has  brooght 

To  the  iKiul  its  own  balm  ; 
Not  desire  that  cometh  to  naught 

The  dreams  that  were  dreamed  long  ago 

Lie  treasured  there  still ; 
For  the  things  that  the  dreamers  fore- 
know 

The  years  shall  fulfil. 
The  fleet  years  and  slow. 

Dreams,    memories,    hopes    that 
bright. 

And  hearts  that  were  yoimg  ; 
AH  the  stars  and  the  glories  of  night, 

AU  the  glories  of  song,  — 
They  are  there,  in  that  land  of  delight. 

Wilt  thou  seek  that  land  then,  sweet  7 

Yea,  love,  with  thee  ; 
Fleet,  as  thy  soul's  wings  are  fl^et» 

Shall  onr  passa^  be  : 
Soft,  on  wings  of  noiseless  htmL 

Bid  my  wings  with  thine  expand  ; 

So  mav  we  glide 
Into  the  stillness  of  that  land. 

Lovingly  side  by  sidc^ 
Hopefully  band  in  haod« 


^nUrtto  llano 


BALLADES 


^ 


TO  THEOCRITUS,  IN  W1KTER 
^  f Ay  %tm*k^  it  aA«,  —  Id.  vlU   $6* 

Ab  1   leave  the  imoke,  the  wealth,  the 

roar 
Of  London,  leave  the  bustling  street, 
For  still,  by  the  Sicilian  shore, 
The  murmur  of  the  Muse  ts  sweet. 
^till,  still,  the  suns  of  snmmer  greet 
The  mountain-grave  of  HelikI, 
And  shepherds  still  their  songs  repeat 
WbeM  breaks  th«  blue  SicUkD  •#•- 


What    though    they    worship  FkA    no 

more 
That  guarded  once  the  ftbepbetd^s  seat. 
They  chatter  of  tbeir  rustic  lore. 
They  watc^h  the  wind  among  the  wheat : 
Cicalas  chirp,  the  young  lambs  bleats 
Where  whispers  pine  to  cypress  tree  ; 
They  count  the  wave«  that  Idly  beat. 
Where  breaks  the  blue  Sicilian  mtu 

Theocritus  !  thou  oaiist  restore 
The  pleasant  ycArs,  and  over>fleet ; 
With  thee  we  live  as  men  of  yore, 
We  rest  where  running  watei 
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And  then  we  Vam  unwillfng  feet 
And  seek  the  world  —  ao  inuat  it  he  — 
We  may  mA  linger  in  the  hi^at 
Where  hreaks  the  hlue  tiiciHAD  B«a  t 


Master,  —  when    rainp   and    anoWf   and 

sleet 
i^nd  nortliern  winds  are  wild*  to  thee 
We  (KitQc,  we  rest  in  thy  retreat, 
Where  breaks  the  blue  SbiUan  sea  I 


OF  THE  BOOK-HUNTER 

In  torrid  heats  of  late  Jalj, 

In  March*  heneath  the  bittef  bm^ 

He  book-htmts  while  the  Loungers  ily, 

He  book -hunts,  though  December  freeze 

lu  brc^chea  baj^j^y  at  the  knees , 

And  heedless  of  the  public  jeertf 

For    theae,    for    these,    he    hoards    hiB 

fee?*,  — 
Aldines,  Bodonis,  Elzevirs. 

No  dismal  stall  escapes  his  eye, 
He  turns  o'er  tomes  of  low  degrees, 
There  soiled  romanticists  may  lie, 
Or  Restoration  comedies  ; 
Each  tract  that  flutters  in  the  breeze 
For  him  is  charged  with  hopes  and  fears, 
In  mouldy  novels  fancy  sees 
Aldines,  Bodonis,  Elzevirs. 

With  restless  eyes  that  peer  and  spy. 
Sad  eyes  that  heed  not  skies  nor  trees, 
In  dismal  nooks  he  loves  to  pry. 
Whose  motto  evermore  is  Spes  ! 
But  ah  1  the  fabled  treasure  flees  ; 
Grown  rarer  with  the  fleeting  years. 
In  rich  men's  shelves  they  take   their 

ease, — 
Aldines,  Bodonis,  Elzevirs  I 


Prince,  all  the  things   that  tease  and 

please,  — 
Fame,  hope,  wealth,  kisses,  cheers,  and 

tears. 
What  are  they  but  such  toys  as  these,  — 
Aldines,  Bodonis,  Elzevirs  ? 

OF   BLUE  CHINA 

;  [\  There  's  a  joy  without  canker  or  cark, 
^    There 's  a  pleasure  eternally  new, 


'T  it  to  gloat  on  the  glaze  m\d  the  mark 
Of  china  that 's  Bncient  and  blue  \ 
Unchipp*d,  all  the  centuries  through 
It  has  pa^is'd,  since  the  ehlme  of  it  rang, 
And  they  fashion'd  it,  figure  and  hue,      ^ 
hi  the  reiga  ol  the  Emperor  Hwaiig,      fj 

These  dragons  (their  tails,  you  remark^ 
Into  bunches  of  gillyflower*  grew), — 
""Hn  Nofth  came  out  of  the  ark, 

these  lie  in  wait  for  his  crew  ? 

f  Buorted,  they  snnpp'd,  aT«d  they  flkw, 

y  were  mighty  of  fin  and  of  fangi 
their  portraits  Celestials  drew 

be  reign  ol  the  Euiperor  liwajig, 

0  '8  a  pot  with  a  cot  in  a  park, 
park  where  the  peach-blo^iioms  blew, 
itB  the  lovers  eloped  in  the  dark, 
k1,  diedf  and  were  ehAiigt'd  into  two 
13     ^ht  bird  a  that  etemsUy  flew 
Tiirough  the  boughs  of  the  may,  as  th«j 

sang; 
T  is  a  tale  was  undoubtedly  true 
In  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Hwang. 


Come,  snarl  at  my  ecstasies,  do, 
Kind  critic  ;  your  "  tongue  has  a  tang," 
But  —  a  sage  never  heeded  a  shrew 
In  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Hwang. 


OF  LIFE 

"  *  Dead  and  gone,'  —  a  sorry  burden  of  the  Ballad  o4 
Life."  — Death's  Jbst  Book. 

Say,  fair  maids,  maying 

In  gardens  green. 

In  deep  dells  straying, 

What  end  liath  been 

Two  Mays  between 

Of  tlie  flowers  that  shone 

And  your  own  sweet  queen  ?  — 

"  They  are  dead  and  gone  ! " 

Say,  grave  priests,  praying 

In  diiie  and  teeo^ 

From  cells  decaying 

W^hat  have  ye  seen 

Of  the  proud  and  mean, 

Of  Judas  and  John, 

Of  the  foul  and  clean  ?  — 

"  They  are  dead  and  gone  1  ** 
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Stt}S  kingi,  nrrajrijig 

Loud  wars  to  wio. 

Of  your  manslavitig 

What  gain  je  gleati  ? 

*'  The  J  are  fierce  and  keen, 

But  they  fall  anon. 

On  the  8word  that  lean,  — 

They  are  dead  aiid  gone ! " 


Through  the  mad  world*ii  Mene 

We  lire  drifting  on, 

To  thb  tune,  I  ween, 

**  They  are  dead  and  gone  t " 


OP   HIS  CHOICE  OF  A  SEPULCHRE 

Hrr£  I  'd  come  when  weariest  I 

Here  the  breast 
Of  the  Windherg  *a  tufted  over 
Deep  with  hracken  ;  her©  his  crest 

Takes  the  west, 
Where  the  wido^winged  hawk  doth  hover. 

Silent  liere  are  lark  and  plover  ; 

La  the  cover 
Deep  below,  the  cushat  best 
Lores  bis  mate,  and  eroons  above  her 

0*er  their  nest. 
Where  the  wide-winged  hawk  doth  hover. 

Bring  me  here,  Lifo*s  tired-out  guest, 

To  the  West 
Bed  that  waits  the  weary  rover,  ^ — 
Here  should  faihire  be  confest ; 

Ends  my  quest, 
Where  the  wide-winged  hawk  doth  hover  f 


end*  or  stranger  kind,  or  loveri 
Ah,  fulfil  a  last  behest, 

Let  me  rest 
Where  the  wide-winged  hawk  doth  hover  1 


ROMANCE 

IT  Love  dwelt  in  a  Northern  land. 

A  gray  tower  in  a  forest  green 
Was  hers,  and  far  on  either  hand 

The  long  wash  of  the  waves  was  seen, 
And  leagues  on  leagues  uf  yellow  sand, 

The  woven  forest  bouglis  between  I 


And  through  the  silver  Northern  nigbt 
The  sunset  slowly  died  away. 

And  herds  of  strange  deer,  lily-white. 
Stole  forth  among  the  brunches  gray  ; 

About  the  coming  of  the  Hght, 
They  fled  like  ghosts  before  the  day  t 

I  know  not  if  the  forest  green 

Still  girdles  round  that  castle  gray  ; 

1  know  not  if  the  boughs  between 
The  white  deer  vanish  ere  the  day  | 

Above  my  Love  the  grass  is  green. 
My  lieart  is  colder  than  the  clay  I 


THE   ODYSSEY 

As  one  that  for  a  weary  space  has  lain 
Lulled  by  the  song  of  Circe  imd  her  wine 
In  gardens  near  the  pale  of  Proserptne, 
Where  that  .£»an  isle  forgets  the  main. 
And  only  the  low  lutes  of  love  complain. 
And  only  shadows  of  wan  lovers  (>ine, 
As  such  an  one  were  glad  to  know  the  brina 
Salt  on  his  lipa,  and  tho  hirge  air  again,  — 
So  gladly,  from  the  songs  of  modem  speech 
Men  turn,  and  see  the  stars^  and  fe«l  the 

free 
Shrill   wind   beyond    the   darn  of   heavy 

flowers, 
And,   through   the  muaio  of  the  languid 

hours. 
They  hear  like  ocean  on  a  western  beach 
The  surge  and  thunder  of  the  Odyssey. 


SAN   TEREN20 

Mid  April  seemed  like  some  November 

day, 
When  through  the  glassy  watera,  duU  la 

lead. 
Our  boat,  like  shadowy  barques  that  hmt 

the  dead. 
Slipped  down  the  long  shores  of  the  Speiian 

bay. 
Rounded  a  point*  —  and  San  Teren^o  lay 
Before  us,  that  gay  village,  yellow  and  red, 
Tho  roof  that  covered  Shelley's  homeleiB 

head, — 
His  house,  a  place  deserted,  bleak  and  gray. 
The  waves  broke  on  the  doorstep ;  iiahafw 

men 
Cast  their  long  nets,  and  drew,  and  ca«t 

again. 


Beep  in  the  ilex  woods  we  wandered  freep 
Wiica  suddenlj  the    forest  glades    were 

Biirred 
Witli  waving  pinioni,  ftod  a  great  sea  bird 
Flew  f orth|  uke  Sbellej's  ipirit,  to  the  sea ! 


SCYTHE  SONG 

Mowers,  weary  and  brown,  and  blitbej 

What  Is  the  word  me  thinks  je  knowi 
Bndless  over-word  that  the  Scythe 

Sings  to  the  blades  of  the  grass  below  ? 
Scythes  that  swing  in  the  grass  and  dorer, 

8omething|  still,  they  say  aa  they  pasa  ; 
What  is  the  word  thatj  over  and  over, 

Sings    the  Soythe    to  the  flowers    and 
grass? 

Bu$hf  ok  ht^h^  the  Scythes  are  saying, 

Hmh,  and  heed  not,  and/ali  Oikep  ; 
Hushi  they  say  to  the  gpaasea  swaying  ; 

Hushf  they  sing  to  the  clover  deep  I 
Hush  —  't  is  the  Iwllahy  Time  is  singings 

Hushf  and  heed  not,  for  ail  Ihings  pasi; 
Husht  ah  hu»h  !  and  the  Setfthes  are  swinging 

Over  the  clover,  over  the  gmss  1 


MELVILLE    AND    COGHILL 

<T»S  FLACB  OF   THB  LITTLE  HAUp) 

DEAIft,  With  their  ©yes  to  the  foe, 
Dead,  with  the  foe  at  their  feet ; 

tJndeT  the  sky  laid  low 

Truly  their  alnmber  is  sweet, 

Though  the  wind  from  the  Camp  ot  the 
Slain  Men  blow. 
And  the  rain  on  the  wilderness  beat. 

Dead,  for  they  chose  to  die 
When  that  wild  race  was  ran  ; 

Dead,  for  they  would  not  flj. 
Deeming  their  work  undone, 

H"or  cared  "to  look  on  the  fflt*e  of  the  sky, 
Nor  loved  the  light  of  the  sun. 

Honor  we  give  theiti  and  tears. 
And  the  flag  they  died  to  save. 

Bent  from  the  raid  of  the  spears. 
Wet  from  the  war  and  the  wave, 

Shall  waft  men's  thoughts  through  the  duit 
of  the  years, 
£ack  to  their  lonely  grave  1 


PARAPHRASES 

ERTNNA  J 

ANTIPATBK   OF    St  DON 

Brief  is  Erxnna'a  aong,  her  lowly  lay, 

Yet  there  the  Moses  sing  ; 
Therefore  her  memory  doit  not  pass  i 

Hid  by  Night*a  Bbadowy  wing  I 
But  we,  —  new  coiuitleas    p<»et«^^ — he 
and  hnrled 

All  ill  oblivion  He  ;  1| 

Better  the  swanks  chant  than  ^  windj  t 

Of  rooks  in  the  April  skj  I 

TELLXNG  THE   BEES 

A^fONVHOUS 

NAlAtiH,  and  ye  pastures  eoldt 

When  the  bees  return  with  spfii 
Tell  them  that  Leueipptis  old 

Perished  in  his  h&x^buntin^. 
Perished  on  a  winter  night. 
Now  no  more  shall  he  delig^ht 

In  the  hives  he  used  to  tend^ 
But  the  valley  and  the  height 

Mourn  a  neighbor  and  a  friend, 

HEUODORE  DEAB 

UELEAGER 

Tears  for  my  lady  dead, 

Heliodore  ! 
Salt  tears  and  ill  to  ahed 

Over  and  o'er. 
Tears  for  my  lady  dead. 

Sighs  do  we  send, 
Lon^  love  remeraberidt 

l^Dstress  and  frieucL 
Sad  are  the  songs  we  aiog'. 

Tears  that  we  shed. 
Empty  the  gifts  we  bring. 

Gifts  to  the  dead. 
Go  tears*  and  go  lament  I 

Fare  from  her  tomb. 
Wend  where  ray  lady  weut^ 

Down  through  the'  gloom. 
Ah,  for  my  flower,  my  love^ 

Hades  huth  taken  I 
Ah  for  the  dust  above. 

Scattered  and  shaken  I 
Mother  of  all  things  bon^ 

Earth,  in  thy  breast 
Lull  her  that  all  men  mcmii^ 

€rent^  to  rest  1 


499         1 

ANDREW  LANG 

A  SCOT  TO  JEANNE  D*ARC 

To  have  fallen,  flgbtiJig  in  vain,                              1 
For    thy    father,    thy    faith,    and    tl^t          J 

Dark  Lily  without  blainii, 

crown  t                                                     ^^M 

Not  upon  im  the  shnniis 

More  than  thy  marble  pile,                                ^^| 

Who»e   sirt^s  were   to   lite   Aiild   Allianoe 

With  its  women  weeping  for  thee,               ^^M 

trtic  ; 

Were  to  dream  in  thine  ancient  isle,               ^H 

Tlicy,  by  the  Maideu't  side, 

To  the  endless  dirge  of  the  sea  I                   ^^M 

VictoriouB  fought  nnd  died  ; 

But  the  Fates  deemed  otherwise  ;                     ^^M 

One    stood    hy   thee    that    iiei7  tonneDt 

Far  thou  aleepest  from  home,                        ^^| 

through, 
Till  the  WUlt«  Dove  from  thy  pure  lips 

From  the  tears  of  the  Northern  skie«y            ^^M 

In  the  secular  dust  of  Rome.                        ^^M 

had  pfiafted, 

A  city  of  death  and  the  dead^                           ^^M 

And  thou  wert  with  tbuie  own  St  Catbencie 

But  thither  a  pilgrim  eame,                        ^^M 
Wearing  on  weary  bead                                    ^^M 

L                 ftt  the  last. 

f 

The  crowns  of  years  and  fame :                  ^^M 

Onee  only  didst  thou  see, 

Little  the  Lucrine  lake                                     ^^M 

In  artistes  inwigerr, 

Or  Tivoli  said  to  htm,                                    ^^M 

Thine  own  lace  painted,  and  that  precious 

Scarce  did  the  memories  wake                        ^^M 

thing 

Of  the  far-off  years  and  dim«                        ^^M 

Was  io  an  Archer's  hand 

For  he  stood  by  Avemus*  shore.                       ^^M 

From  the  leal  Northern  land* 

But  he  dreamed  of  a  Northern  glen,           ^H 

And  he  murmured,  over  and  o^er,                    ^^M 

"  For  ChariU  and  his  men  :  "                          ^M 

1     THREE  PORTRAITS  OF  PRINCE 

And  his  feet,  to  death  that  went^                    ^H 

CHARLES 

Crept  forth  to  St,  Peter's  shrine,                  ^H 
And  the  latest  Minstrel  t>ent                             ^^M 

I73t 

O'er  the  last  of  the  StuaH  line,                   ^H 

Beautiful  face  of  a  child, 

^^M 

Lighted  with  laughter  aud  glee* 
1      Mirt  ifiil,  and  tender,  and  wilfl^ 

JESOP                             ^1 

My  heart  is  heary  for  thee  1 

Hs  sat  among  the  woods  ;  he  beard                ^^M 

1744                                 ! 

The  sylvan  merriment ;  be  saw                   ^^M 

The  pnuiks  of  buttertly  and  bird,                     ^^M 

Beautiful  face  of  a  youth. 

The  humors  of  the  ape,  the  daw.                 ^^| 

1           As  an  eagle  poised  to  fly  forth 
To  the  old  land  loyal  of  truth, 

^^H 

And  in  the  lion  or  the  frog,  —                          ^^M 

To   the    hills   and    the    sounds   of    the 

In  all  the  life  of  moor  and  fen,  —               ^^M 

North  : 

In  ass  and  peacock,  stork  and  dog,                   ^^M 

Fair  face,  daring  and  nroud, 

Lo  t  the  shadow  of  aoom,  even  now* 

He  read  similitudes  of  men.                         ^^| 

1 

Tbe  fate  of  thy  line,  like  a  cloud. 

*'0f  these,  from   those,'*   he  cried,  ''we          1 

Bests  on  the  grace  of  thy  brow  f 

come,                                                                1 

Our  hearts^   our  bminn  descend    from     ^J 
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these.''                                                      ^1 

Cruel  and  angry  face, 

Hateful  and  heavy  with  wine, 

And,  lo  f  the  Beasts  no  more  were  dumb,       ^^t 

But  answered  out  of  brakee  and  trees  t       ^^M 

Where  are  the  gladness,  the  graoe, 

^^M 

The  beauty,  the  mirth  that  were  thine  ? 

'*  Not  ours,"  thev  cried  ;  «<  Degi^nerate,          ^H 
If  nurs  at  ikW,    they  cried  again,                   ^H 

Ah,  tny  Pnnce,  it  were  well,  — 

«  y«»  fools,  who  war  with  God  and  Fate,           ^1 

HsdAt  thou  to  the  gods  been  dear,  — 

\Vlio  strive   and   toil ;  strange  race  of          J 

1       To  have  fallen  where  Kenpoch  fell, 

With  the  wai^pipe  loud  in  thiue  ear  t 
To  have  died  r/itti  never  a  stain 

men.                                                    ^H 

^^M 

**  For  ite  are  neither  bond  nor  &ee,                 ^^M 

On  tbo  fair  W  hite  Rose  of  Kettowu, 

For  tee  have  neither  slaves  nor  kings ;         ^H 

5*>© 
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But  near  to  Nature**  lie&rt  are  we, 
And  cooflcious  of  her  secret  thmgs< 

"  Cotitent  are  we  to  fall  ajileep, 

And  well  content  to  wake  no  more  ; 

We  do  not  laugh,  we  do  not  weep> 
Nor  look  be  bind  us  and  before  : 

*  But  were  there  cause  for  moan  or  mLrth, 
T  h  w^f  not  you,  abould  sigh  or  Bcor% 

Oh,  latest  children  of  the  Earth, 

Most  chiJdiah  ehildrea  Earth  haa  horn." 


They  spoke^  but  that  misshapen  stare 
Told  never  of  the  thing  he  heard, 

And  unto  men  their  portraits  gave, 
lu  likenesses  of  beait  and  bird  J 


ON   CALAIS   SANDS 

On  CaMs  Sand*  the  gray  began, 
Tlien  posy  red  above  the  gray  ; 

Tlie  morn  if^^ith  many  a  scarlet  fan 
Leaped,  and  the  world  was  glad  with 
May  I 


The  little  waves  along  the  Imj 

Broke  white  upon  the  shelving^  sti»iidl| 
The  sea-mews  flitted  white  as  they 
Oq  Calais  Sands  1 

On  Calais  Sands  mnst  man  with  man 
Wash  honor  clean  in  blood  to-day  ; 
On  spaees  wet  from  waters  wan 

How  white  the  flashing  rapiers  play,— 
P'^-*",  riposte  1  and  lunge  I     The  fray 

fts  lor  a  while^  then  mournful  sCaiid: 
\         iTietor  :  life  ebbs  fast  away 
On  Calais  Sauda  I 

C        ilais  Sandi  a  little  space 

silenee,  then  the  plash  and  spmjr 

1         ound  of  eager  waves  that  ran 
kiss  the  perfumed  locks  aatraj, 
Eieh  these  lips  that  ne'e^  aaid  **  Nij " 
dally  with  tbe  helpless  hands, 

Tn     be  deep  sea  in  silence  lay 
On  Calaia  ^nds  I 

Between  the  lilac  and  the  may 

She  waits  her  love  from  alien  lands  | 
Her  love  b  colder  than  the  clay 
On  Cahua  Sands  t 


HDilliam  Canton 


KARMA 

Ik  the  heart  of  the  white  summer  mist  lay 

a  green  little  piece  of  the  world  ; 
And  the  tops  of  the  beeches  were  lost  in 

the   mist,  and  the   mist  ringed  us 

round  ; 
All  the  low  leaves  were  silvered  with  dew, 

and  the  herbage  with  dew  was  im- 

pearled  ; 
And  the  turmoil  of  life  was  but  vaguely 

divined  through  the  mist  as  a  sound. 

In  the  heart  of  the  mist  there  was  warmth, 

for  the  soil  full  of  sun  was  aglow, 
Like  a  fruit  when  it  colors,  —  and  f rag^nce 

from  flowers,  and  a  scent  from  the 

soil ; 
And  a  lamb  in  the  grass,  in  the  flowers, 

in    the  dew,  nibbledi  whiter  than 

snow  : 


And  the  white  summer  mist  waa  a  fold  lot 
ua  both  against  sorrow  and  toiL 

From  the  fields  in  the  mist  came  a  bleatingt 
a  aotmd  as  of  longing  and  need  : 

But  the  lamb  from  the  grass  in  its  lit- 
tle green  heaven  never  lifted  its 
head  : 

It  was  innocent,  whiter  than  snow ;  it 
was  glad  in  the  flowers,  took  do 
heed  ; 

But  the  sound  from  the  fields  in  the  mist 
made  me  grieve  as  for  one  that  is 
dead. 

And  behold  t  't  was  a  dream  I  had  dreamed, 

and  a  voice  made  me  wake  with  a 

start. 
Saying  :   **  Hark  t  once  again  in  the  flesh 

shall  ye  twain  live  your  life  for  t 

span; 


JOHN  HARTLEY 


sot 


But  since  whiteness  of  snow  is  as  nought 
in  mine  eyes  without  pity  of  heart, 

Lo  I  the  lamb  shall  be  born  as  a  wolf,  with 
a  wolf's  heart,  but  thou  as  a  man  1 " 


LAUS    INFANTIUM 

In  praise  of  little  children  I  will  say 
Groa  first  made  man,  then  found  a  better 

way 
For  woman,  but  his  third  way  was  the  best. 
Of  all  created  things,  the  loveliest 
And  most  divine  are  children.     Nothing 

here 
Can  be  to  us  more  gracious  or  more  dear. 
And  though,  when  God  saw  all  his  works 

were  good, 
There  was  no  ros^  flower  of  babyhood, 
T  was  said  of  children  in  a  later  day 
That  none  could  enter  Heaven  save  such  as 

they. 

The  earth,  which  feels  the  flowering  of  a 

thorn. 
Was  glad,  O  little  child,  when  yon  were 

born ; 
The  earth,  which   thrills  when    skylarks 

scale  the  blue, 
Soared  up  itself  to  God's  own  Heaven  in 

you; 

And  Heaven,  which  loves  to  lean  down 

and  to  glass 
Its  beauty  in  each  dewdrop  on  the  grass,  — 
Heaven  laughed  to  find  your  face  so  pure 

and  Fair, 
And  left,  O  little  child,  its  reflex  there. 


A   NEW  POET 

I  WRITE.    He  sits  beside  my  chair. 
And  scribbles,  too,  in  hushed  delight , 

He  dips  his  pen  in  charm^  air : 
Wmit  is  it  he  pretends  to  write  ? 


jr  gives 
s.  Vh 


He  toils  and  toils  ;  the  paper  i 

No  clue  to  au^ht  he  thinks.   What  then  ? 
His  little  heart  is  glad  ;  he  lives 

The  poems  that  he  cannot  pen. 

Strange  fancies  throne  that  babv  brain. 

Wluit  grave,  sweet  looks  1  What  earnest 
eyes  I 
He  stops  —  reflects  —  and  now  again 

His  uurecording  pen  he  plies. 

It  seems  a  satire  on  myself,  — 

These  dreamy  nothinn  scrawled  in  air, 
This  thought,  this  work  1    Oh  tricksy  elf, 

Wouldst  drive  thy  father  to  despair  ? 

Despair  I    Ah,  no  ;  the  heart,  the  mind 
Persists     in     hoping,  —  schemes     and 
strives 

That  there  may  linger  with  our  kind 
Some  memory  of  our  little  lives. 

Beneath  his  rock  i'  the  early  world 

Smiling  the  naked  hunter  lay. 
And  sketched  on  horn  the  spear  he  hurled, 

The  urns  which  he  made  his  prey. 

Like  him  I  strive  in  hope  my  rhymes 
May  keep  my  name  a  little  while,  — 

O  child,  who  knows  how  many  times 
We  two  have  made  the  angels  smile  I 


3[ol)n  i^ttlrp 


TO  A   DAISY 


Ab  I  I  'm  feared  thou 's  come  too  sooin, 

Little  daisy  1 
Pray  whativer  wor  ta  doin'  ? 

Are  ta  crazy  ? 
Winter  winds  are  blowin*  yet. 
Tha  '11  be  starved,  mi  little  pet  I 

Did  a  gleam  o'  sunshine  warm  thee; 
An'  deceive  thee  ? 


Niver  let  appearance  charm  thee  ; 

I  es,  believe  me. 
Smiles  tha  It  find  are  oft  but  snares 
Laid  to  catch  thee  unawares. 

An'  yet,  I  think  it  looks  a  shame 
To  talk  sich  stuff ; 

I  've  lost  heart,  an'  thou  It  do  t'  aamet 
Ay,  sooin  enough  I 

An',  if  thou  'rt  happy  as  tu  art, 

Thistin'  most  be  v  mamt  pMt. 


IW 


ECENT  POETS   OF  GREAT  BRITAIN 


Cotue  1     I  11  pile  some  bits  o*  atoan 
Round  thi  dweiiiii'  ; 

The  J  ma  J  cheer  thee  when  1  *ve  goan,  — 
Theer  ^s  tio  teUin' ; 

An'  when  Spring^ji  mUd  daj  djawa  near 

I  'II  reka^e  thaej  taiYer  fear  ( 


Au^  if  then  thi  pretty  face 

Greets  me  stuilin', 

I  ma  J  eome  an'  sit  bj  th^  pLa^Gf 
Time  beguDin% 

Glad  to  think  I  'd  paar  to  be 

Of  some  uas  if  but  to  thee  I 


^ItToaAtr  MnDrr^on 


CUDDLE  I 


The  bjiii^ies  enddle  do  ! 

Wi'  muekle  faught  a 
"  Oh  try  and  sleep,  ye  Mi  ^i 

Your  f  aither  'i  comin^  . 
They  neTer  heed  a  word  I  «jm^^  ; 

I  try  to  gie  a  froon, 
Bat  aye  I  hap  them  up  an'  orji 

"  Oh,  baLrmes,  cuddle  doonp" 

Wee  Jamie  wi*  the  curly  heid  — ' 

He  aye  sleeps  next  the  wa'  — 
Bangs  up  an'  cries,  "  I  want  a  piece  ; " 

The  rascal  starts  them  a'. 
I  rin  an'  fetch  them  pieces,  drinks, 

They  stop  awee  the  soun'. 
Then  draw  the  blankets  up  an'  cry, 

"  Nog,  weanies,  cuddle  doon." 

But,  ere  five  minutes  gang,  wee  Bab 

Cries  out,  f rae  'neath  the  claes, 
"  Mither,  mak'  Tam  gie  ower  at  ance, 

He  *8  kittlin*  wi*  his  taes." 
The  mischief 's  in  that  Tam  for  tricks. 

He  'd  bother  half  the  toon  ; 
But  aye  I  hap  them  up  and  cry, 

"  Oh,  baimies,  cuddle  doon." 


At  length  they  hear  their  faither^s  St 

An',  as  he  tt^eka  the  door, 
They  turn  their  faces  to  the  WA% 

While  Tam  pre  tend  a  to  stiore. 
**  Hae  a*  the  weans  been  gude  ? "  fc 
asksp 

Aft  he  pits  aff  bis  shocm  ; 
**  The  bairnies,  John,  are  in  their  bed 

An'  lang  since  cuddled  doou.'^ 

AuVjust  afore  we  bed  oorsels. 

We  look  at  our  wee  lambs  i 
Tam    has    his    airm    roun'   wee    "Ri 
neck, 

And  Rah  his  airm  round  Tam's. 
I  lift  wee  Jamie  up  the  bed. 

An'  as  I  straik  each  croon, 
I  whisper,  till  my  heart  fills  up, 

**  Oh,  baimies,  cuddle  doon. 

The  baimies  cuddle  doon  at  nicht 

Wi'  mirth  that 's  dear  to  me  ; 
But  soon  the  big  warl's  cark  an'  care 

Will  quaten  doon  their  glee. 
Yet,  come  what  will  to  ilkk  ane, 

May  He  who  rules  aboon 
Aye  whisper,  though  their  pows  be  bj 

"  Oh,  baimies,  cuddle  doon." 


iCmilp  J^cnrietta  l^icftep 


A  SEA  STORY 

Silence.    A  while  ago 

Shrieks  went  up  piercingly  ; 

But  now  is  the  ship  gone  down ; 

Good  ship,  well  manned,  was  she. 

There 's  a  raft  that 's  a  chance  of  life  for  one, 
This  day  upon  the  sea. 

A  chance  for  one  of  two  ; 

Young,  strong,  are  he  and  he, 


Just  in  the  manhood  prime. 

The  comelier,  verily. 
For  the  wrestle  with  wind  and  weather  £ 
wave, 

In  the  life  upon  the  sea. 

One  of  them  has  a  wife 

And  little  children  three  ; 

Two  that  can  toddle  and  lisp, 
And  a  suckling  on  the  knee  : 


I 
I 
I 


Naked  tliey  11  go,  and  hunger  sore, 
II  be  be  lotit  at  iea. 

One  has  a  dream  of  home, 

A  dream  that  well  may  be  i 

He  never  haa  breathed  it  yet  j 
She  never  bait  known  it,  sbe. 

Bttt  some  one  will  be  sick  at  heart 
If  be  be  lo«t  at  sea* 

••Wife  and  kids  at  home  1  — 

Wife*  kids,  nor  home  has  he  1  — 

Give  us  a  cliance,  Bill  1  **     Then, 
**  AU  right,  Jem  !  **    Quietly 

A  man  gives  up  his  life  for  a  man. 
This  day  upon  the  sea. 

BELOVED,  IT  IS  MORN 

BeijOTKd,  it  is  mom  ! 

A  redder  berry  on  the  thorn, 


A  deeper  yellow  on  the  com, 
For  tliis  good  day  new-born. 
Pmy,  Sweet,  for  me 
That  I  may  be 
Faithltil  to  God  and  thee. 

Beloved,  it  is  day  1 
And  lovers  work,  as  children  play, 
With  heart  and  brain  no  tired  alway  t 
Dear  love,  look  op  and  pray. 
Pray,  Sweet,  for  me 
Tliat  I  may  be 
Faitbf  ul  to  God  and  thee. 

Beloved  I  it  is  night  f 

Thy  heart  and  mine  are  full  of  light, 
Tliy  spirit  ahineth  clear  and  white^ 
God  fceep  thee  in  His  sight  I 
Pray,  Sweet,  for  me 
That  I  may  be 
Faithful  to  God  and  tbee. 


Waitct  Crane 


A  SEAT   FOR  THREE 

WaJTTEl*    OW    A    SETTLB 

''A  0SAT  for  three,  where  host  and 
guest 

May  side-by-side  past  toast  or  jest ; 
And  be  their  number  two  or  three, 
With  elbow-room  and  liberty, 

faced  to  wander  east  or  west  ? 
ok  for  though  t^  a  nook  for  reett 
leet  for  fasting  or  for  fest, 
dr  and  equal  parts  to  be 
A  seat  for  three, 
give  yoo  pleasant  eompenj^ 
For  youth  or  elder  shady  tree  ; 
A  roof  for  council  or  seqnest* 
A  corner  in  a  homely  neat ; 
Free,  equal,  and  f mtemallj* 
A  seat  for  three.** 


ACROSS  THE   FIELDS 

AcRoes  the  fields  like  swallows  fly 
Sweet  thoughts  and  sad  of  days  guoe  by  ; 
From  Life's  broad  highway  turned  awmy^ 
Like  cliildren,  Thought  and  Memory  play 
Nor  heed  Time's  scythe  though  grasi  be 
bigh- 

Bencath  the  blue  and  shoreless  sky 
Time  is  but  told  when  seedlings  dry 

By  Love's  light  breath  are  blowOt  Uke 
spmy, 

Aeroes  the  Aelda, 

Now  comes  the  seent  of  latleti  bay, 
And  flowers  bestrew  the  foot-worn  day, 
And  summer  breathes  a  passing  sign 
As  westward  rolls  the  day's  gold  eye^ 
And  Time  with  Labor  ends  his  dajr 
Acroei  the  AeUb. 
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SIR  WALTER   RALEIGH   TO   A 
CAGED   LINNET 

Thou  tiny  solace  of  the*e  prwon  dayi^ 
Too  long  already  Have  I  kept  thee  here  ; 
With  every  week  thou  host  beeome  more 

dear  ^ 
So  d&ar  that   I   will  free  thee :   fly  thy 

ways, 
Majif  the  alternate  slave  and  tyrant ^  lays 
Too  soon  on  others  what  he  hath  to  beat. 
Thy  eage  h  in  iny  cage  ;  butj  neirer  fear, 
The  aun  onee  more  shall  hathe  thee  with 

its  rays. 
Fly  forthf  and  teU  the  aanny  woods  how 

oft 
I  think  of  them*  and  stretch  my  Hmha  in 

thought 
Upon  their  fra.gTant  moiiea  ^eeen  and  soft ; 
And  whistle  all   the  whiatlmgs  God   hath 

taught 
Thy  throat,  to  other  songsters  high  aloft  — 
Not  to  a  (.captive  who  can  answer  nought. 

IZAAK  WALTON  TO  RIVER  AND 
BROOK 

Which  h  more  sweet,  ^  the  slow  mysteri- 

otia  stream^ 
Where  sleeps  the  pike  throughout  the  long 

noon  hours, 
Which  moats  with  emerald  old  cathedral 

towerfl, 
And  winds  through  tufted  timber  like  the 

dJM^am 
That  glides  through  itn miner  sleep  ;  where 

white  swans  teeni^ 
And  dragoufiies  and  broad-leaved  floating 

flowers, 
Where  tbroiio;h  the  hanging  boughs  you  see 

tlie  mowers 
Among  thy  grasses  whet  their  scythes  that 

gleam  ; 
Or  that  blue  brook  where  leaps  the  speckled 

trout^ 
That  laughs  and  sings  and  dances  on  its  way 
Among  a  thonsand  bafHing*  in  and  out ; 
Bubbhng  and  gurgUug  through  the  livelong 

day 
Between  lbs  stones,  in  riot,  reel,  and  rout, 
While  TAys  of  smi  make  rainbows  in  the 

spray? 


CHARLES    IL   OF   SPAIN    TO 
APPROACHING    DEATH 

Make  way,  my  lords  I  for  Death  now  aoee 

again 
Waits  on  the  palaee  etmm.    He  com^  to  kj 
His  finger  on  my  brow.     Make  way  !  make 

way, 
Ye  whispw^ring  groups  that  scent  an  endifig 

reign  1 
De0       if  I  make  thee  a  grander  of  Spain, 
Ant      Eve  thee  half  my  subje<;ta^  wilt  tbm 

stay 

L  the  door  a  little,  while  T  play 

if  e  a  moment  longer  ?    1  would  laiit 
Oii       to  shall  turn  the  fatal  shadow  hack 
On       ai'  sundial  now  ?    Who  *11  cure  the 

king 
Whan   Death  awaits  hisa^  motioiiless  and 

black  ? 
Upon  the  wall  the  inexorable  thing 
Creeps  on  and  on,  with  horror  in  its  track* 
The  king  is  d)ing.    Bid  the  great  be  lb  ring. 

TO  MY  TORTOISE   CHRONOS 

Tuou  vague  dumb  crawler  with  the  groping 

bead 
As  UstlesH  to  the  sun  as  to  the  showers. 
Thou  very  image  of  the  wingless  Hanrf 
Now  creeping  past  me  with  their  feet  of 

lead  : 
For  thee  and  me  the  same  small  garden 

bed 
Is  the  whole  world :  the  same  half  life  i^ 

ours  ; 
And  year  by  year,  as  Fate   restricts  mj 

powers, 
I  grow  more  like  thee,  and  the  soul  grows 

dead. 
^o,  Tortoise  :   from   thy  like   in  days  of 

old 
Was   made  the  living  lyre  ;  and  mightj 

strings 
Spanned  thy  green  shell  with  pure  vibrat- 
ing gold. 
The  notes  soared  np,  on  strong  but  trem* 

bling  winga, 
Throngh  ether^s  lower  zones  ;  then,  growing 

bold, 
Spnrued   earth  for  ever  and  its  wibglesa 

things. 
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SUNKEN    GOLD 

In  dim  green  depths  rot  mgot-ljiiieri  sbipA  ; 
And  gold  daubloous,  tliat  from  the  clrowoed 

hiuid  ft'll. 
Lie  iiestltHl  111  the  ocean*flower*8  bell 
With  li>vt''»  uld  gifts^  ouce  kissed  hy  loog- 

drawued  lii>6  ; 
^nd  routid  Auine  wrought  gold  cup  the  sea- 

gnifis  whi|M| 
^d  hides  lost  uearlfi^  near  pearls  ttill  in 

their  shell, 
Where   sea-weed    forests  fill  each  ooeui 

di-a 

And  seek  dim  suulight  with  their  restless 

tips. 
So  lie  the  wasted  gifts,  the  loDg-^lost  hopes 
Beneath  the  now  hushed  surf  ace  of  myself ^ 
In   lonelier  depths  than  where  the  diTer 

gropes  ; 
They  lie  deep,  deep  ;  but  I  at  times  behold 
In  doubtful  glimpses,  on  some  reefy  shelf. 
The  gleam  of  irrecoverable  gold. 


SEA-SHELL  MURMURS 

The  hollow  sea-shell,  which  for  yean  hath 

stood 
On  dusty  shelves,  when  held  against  the 

ear 
Froelajtns  its  stormy  parents  ;  and  we  hear 
The  faint  far  murmur  of  the  breaking  flood. 
We   hear   the   sea.    The  sea?     It  is  the 

blood 
Id  our  own  veins^  impetuous  and  near, 
And   puli^es  keeping  pace  with   hope  and 

fear 
And  with  our  feelings'  every  shifting  mood. 
[x>,  in  my  heart  I  be^r^  hs  in  a  shell, 
The  murmur  of  a  world  beyoud  tlie  grave, 
Distinct,  distiiictf  though  faiut  and  far  it  be. 
Thon  fool ;  this  echo  is  a  cheat  as  welt,  — 
the  hum  of  earthly  instincts ;    and    we 

crave 
A  world  unreal  as  the  shell-heard  sea. 


A   FLIGHT  FROM   GLORY 

OxCK,  from  the  parapet  of  gems  and  glow, 
An  Angel  &aid,  **  O  God,  the  heart  grows 

cold 
On  these  eternal  bnttlemonts  of  gold, 
Where  aU  is  pore,  but  oold  as  viigin  snow. 


Here  sobs  are  never  heard  ;  no  salt  tears 

tlow  ; 
Here  there  are  none  to  help  —  nor  sick  nor 

old; 
No  wrong  to  fight,  no  justice  to  upliold  : 
Grant  me  Thy  leave  to  live  man  s  life  be* 

low/* 
**  And  then  anmhilation  ?  **  God  replied. 
•*  Yee,"  said  the  Angel,  "  even  that  dread 

price  ; 
For  earthly  tears  are  worth  eternal  night** 
•*  Then  go,*^  said  God-  —  The  Angel  opened 

wide 
His  dazzling  wings»  gazed  back  on  Heaven 

thrice, 
And  plunged  for  ever  from  the  walk  of 

Light 


WHAT  THE  SONNET   IS 

FocETEKK  small  broidered  berries  on  the 

hem 
Of  Circe^s  mantle,  eaeh  of  magic  gold ; 
Fourteen    of    lone    Calypso^    tears    that 

rolled 
Into  the  sea,  for  pearls  to  come  of  them  ; 
Fourteen  clear  signs  of  omen  in  tlie  gem 
With  which  Medea  human  fate  foretold  ; 
Fourteen    small    drops,    which     Fanstua, 

growing  old, 
Craved  of  the  Fiend,  to  water  Life's  dry 

stem. 
It    is    the    pure    white    diamond    Dante 

brought 
To  Beatrice  ;  the  sapphire  Laura  wore 
When    Petrarch  cut  it  sparkling  out  of 

thought ; 
The   ruby  Shakespeare    hewed   Ifom  his 

heart *s  oore  ; 
The    dark,  deep   emerald   that    B4]ta6tli 

wrought 
For  his  own  soul,  to  wear  lor  evermore, 

ON   HIS   "SONNETS   OF  THE 
WINGLESS   HOURS'* 

I  WROUGHT  them  like  a  targe  of  hammered 

gold 
On  which  all  Troy  is  battling  round  and 

round  ; 
Or  Circe^'s  cup,  embossed  with  snakes  that 

wound 
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Or  like  gold  coiiiij  whicb  Lydlan   tombs 

may  hold, 
Stamped  witb   wiDged  raeers,  id   the  old 

red  ground  ; 
Or  twined  gold  aj-nilets  from  the  funeral 

mound 
Of  aome  great  \ikmg^  terrible  of  old* 


I  know  not  in  wbat  metal  X  b&ve  wTongiU ; 
Kor  whether  what  I  fasbioned  will  be  Ihrott 
Beneath    the  eloudji   that    hide    foi^tleB 

thought ; 
But  if  it  ia  of  gold  it  will  not  met  ; 
And  when  the  time  is  ripe  it  mil  be  broa^ 
Into  the  suut  and  glitter  throngb  Its  dujt 


THE  WHITE  BLOSSOM 'i 
THE    BOG 

Thk  white  hloflsom  'g  off  the  bog  and  the 

leaves  are  off  the  trees. 
And    tiie    singing    birds    hare    aaattere< 
across  tlie  stormy  eeaa  : 
And  oh  1  't  is  winter. 
Wild,  wild  winter  t 
With  the  loueMome  wind  sighing  for  ever 
through  the  trees. 

How  green  the  leayes  were  springing  I  how 
glad  the  birds  were  singing  I 

When  I  rested  in  the  meadow  with  my 
head  on  Patrick's  knees  1 


jid  oh  f  ^t  wm  ipring-time^ 

weet,  sweet  spriug-time  I 

the  daisies  au  dancing  befoxe  m  iht 

breeze. 

the  ipri^  the  fresh  leaTee  thcyT 

laugh  upon  the  trees, 
i  the  birds  they  *ll   flutter   bock  vith 

their  songs  across  the  seai^ 
Bnt  I  *11  never  rest  again  with  my  head  on 

Fatrick^s  knees  ; 
And  for  me  ^ twill  be  wintePf 
All  tlie  year  winter, 
With  the  lonesome  wind  sighing  for  eTer 

throngh  the  trees. 


f  rrtiettfta  HitfyaxWon  Si^ac&cmalb 


NEW   YEAR'S    EVE  —  MIDNIGHT 

Dead.     The   dead   year   is   lying   at   my 

fuet  ; 
In  this  strange  hour  the  past  and  future 

meet ; 
There  is  no  present ;  no  land  in  the  vast 

sea  ; 
Appalled,  I  stand  here  in  Eternity. 

Darkness  upon  me.    On  my  soul  it  weighs  ; 
The  gloom,  that  has  crushed  out  the  life  of 

days 
That  once  knew  light,  has  crept  into  my 

heart  ; 
I  have  not  strength  to  bid  it  thence  depart. 

Oh,  what  is  Time  ?  and  what  is  Life,  the  fire 
That  thrills  my  pulses  with  its  large  de- 
flire? 


Since  at  each  step  I  rend  a  fragment  of  mj 

SDutf 

And  growth  means  dying,  whither  is  the 
goal? 

The    old,   old    question !    yet    I    do   not 

shrink 
From    bitter    truths ;   I  do    not   fear  tc> 

drink 
Even  to  the  dregs  the  cup  that  tears  msT 

fill; 
I  *d  know  God's  truth,  though  it  were  humu 

ill. 

I  have  cast  down  the  idols  in  my  mind 
Which   sought  to  comfort  me   for  being 

blind  ; 
I  need  no  pleasant  lie  to  cheat  the  night, 
I    need  God's  Truth,  that    I    may  walk 

aright 
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That,  and  tbat  on}y  t  with  anfUncbing  eyes 
I  would  tear    tlirough    the  secret  ol  the 

skies  ; 
Smile  on,  ye  stars  ;  in  tne  there  is  a  might 
Wbieb  dares  to  scale  yo«r  large  empyreal 

h«ighL 

Yet  —  yet  —  how  shall  it  be  ?    Time  sweeps 

me  on. 
And  what  odc  day  I  hold,  the  oext  is  gone  ; 
Tba  Teiy  Heavens  are  changed  t  the  face 

they  wore, 
A  monieot  back,  is  lost  to  come  no  more. 

My  sonl  along  the  restless  current  drifta, 
And  to  its  sight  the  source  of  radiance 

ahifta; 
Wildly  I  strive  some  gleam  of  truth  to 

save, 
And  crv,  «  God  help  me  1 "  battling  with 

the  wave. 


God  help  me  ?    Well  I  know  the  prayer  is 

vain, 
Although  it  rush  up  to  my  lips  again  ; 
I  know  His  help  wa^  given  with  the  Breath 
Thai  leads  me  thus  to  struggle  against 

death. 

No  further  help.  No  help  beyond  the  soul. 
The  fragment   of   Uimself  I  hold  in  my 

control  ; 
From  heaven,  no  stronger  aid  to  lead  me 

through  the  fight  : 
In  heaven,  no  higher  aim  to  bind  me  to 

the  Eight. 

Thus  stand  I  on  the  brink  of  this  new  year. 
Darkness  upon  me  —  not  the  work  of  fear. 
Powerless  1   know  to  check    the    river's 

sweep. 
Powerful  atone  my  own  soul's  truth  to 

keep. 


(firorcr  S^arioto 


THE   DEAD  CHILD 

But  yesterday  she  played  with  childish 

things. 
With  toys  and  pn'mted  fruiL 
To-day   she   may  be   speeding   on   bright 

wings 
Beyond  the  stars  t    We  ask.     The  stars 

are  mute. 

Bat  yesterday  her  doll  was  all  in  all  ; 

She  latijQ^bed  and  was  oontetit. 
To-<lay  shv  will  not  answer,  if  we  call  r 

Sbe  dropped  no  toys  to  show  the  road 
she  went. 

But  yesterday  she  smiled  and  ranged  with 
art 

Her  play  tin  ngs  on  the  bed. 
To-day  and  yesterday  are  leagues  apart  t 

She  will  not  smile  to-day»  for  she  is 


IF  ONLY  THOU   ART  TRUE 

If  only  a  single  rose  is  left. 
Why  ahould  the  summer  pine  ? 


A  blade  of  grass  in  a  rocky  cleft ; 
A  single  star  to  shine. 

—  Why  should  I  sorrow  if  all  be  lost. 
If  only  thou  art  mine  ? 

II  only  a  single  bluebell  gleams 

Bright  on  the  barren  heathy 
Still  of  that  flower  the  Summer  dreams, 

Not  of  his  August  wreath. 

—  Why  should  I  sorrow  if  thou  art  mine, 
Love,  beyond  change  and  death  ? 

If  only  once  on  a  wintry  day 
Tlie  sun  shines  forth  in  the  blue. 

He  gladdens  the  groves  till  they  langh  as 
in  May 
And  dream  of  the  touch  of  the  dew. 

—  Why  should  I  sorrow  if  aU  be  false, 
If  only  thou  art  true  ? 

THE  OLD   MAID 

Shk  gave  her  life  to  lovm.  She  never  knew 
What  other  women  jpve  their  all  to  gam. 

Others  were  fiekle.  She  was  passing  true. 
She  gave  pure  tove»  and  faith  wt^out  a 
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Sbe    never    married.     Suitors    came    and 

went  : 
The  dark  ejea  flashed  ihmi  love  on  one 

atone. 
Her  life  was  passed  ia  auitit  and  content » 
The  old  love  reigned!     No  rival  shared 

the  throne* 

Think  YOU  her  life  was  wasted  ?    Vale  and 
luU 
Blossomed  in  summer,  and  white  wmter 
came ; 


The  hlue  iee  atiffen^  on  the  silenced  rill ; 
All  times  and  seaaons  found  lier  Htill  Ik 
aame. 

Her  heart  was  full  of  awcetness  till  tbe 

end.  I 

What  ouce  ahe  gaye,   slie   never  tod 

away* 
Through  all  her  youth  she  loYed  one  faitb* 

f ul  friend  : 

loves  him  now  her  hair  is  grcwiif 

gray. 


fvtbmt  <e6to       ©Mtfterlp 


LONDON   BRIDGE 

Proud  and  lowly*  hegga?  and  lord, 

Over  the  bridge  they  go  ; 
Rajffs  and  velvety  fetler  and  sword, 

Poverty,  pomp,  and  woe. 
Laughing,  wticping,  hurrying  ever, 
Hour  by  hour  they  crtiwd  along, 
Willi t,  bt^low,  the  mighty  river 
Sings  thetn  all  a  mocking  song. 
Horry  aluog,  so;*row  and  song, 
All  ia  vanity  ^neatb  the  snii  ; 
Velvet  and  rags,  so  the  world  waga. 
Until  the  river  no  more  shall  run. 

Dainty,  pfiintedf  powdered  and  gay, 

Rolletli  my  lady  by  ; 
Hags-and- tatters,  over  the  way, 

Carriea  a  heart  aa  high* 
Flowei^   and  dreams   from    eouutry  mea- 
dows, 
Duat  and  din  through  city  skies, 
Old  men  creeping  with  tlieir  shadows, 
Children  w*itb  their  sunny  eyeSj — 
Hurry  along,  sorrow  and  songT 
All  13  vanity  'neath  tbe  sun  ; 
Velvet  and  rags,  so  tbe  world  wags, 
Until  the  river  no  more  shall  run* 

Storm  and  sanshinei  peac*  and  strife, 

Over  tbe  bridge  tliey  go  ; 
Floating  on  in  tbe  tide  of  life, 

Whitber  no  man  shall  know* 
Who  will  foiss  tliem  there  to-morrow, 

Waifs  that  drift  to  tbe  shade  or  sun  ? 
Gone  away  with  their  songs  and  sorrow  j 

Only  the  river  atill  flows  on* 


lorry  along,  sorrow  and  song, 
All  is  vanity  'neatb  the  sun  ; 

''el vet  and  rags,  so  the  world  wag% 
Until  the  ti? er  no  more  shall  run. 


NANCY  LEE 

Of  all  tbe  wives  as  e'er  yon  know, 

Veo-bo  I  lails  ho  1  Yeo-ho  I  Yeo*ho  1 
There  'a  none  like  Nancy  Lee,  I  trow, 
Yeo-ho  !  lads  ho  I  Yeo-ho  ! 
See  there  slw  stands  an'  waves  her  hands 

upon  tbe  quay. 
And  evVy   day   when   I  *m   away,   she  11 

watt:h  for  me» 
An'  whisper  low,  when  tempests  blow  fat 
Jack  at  Sea, 
Yeo-bo  I  bids  bo  1  Y^eo-ho  I 
Tbe  sailor  *s  wife  the  sail  or  *s  star  sb^ 
l*e, 
Yeo-bo  I  we  go  across  the  sea  ; 
Tbe  sailor's  wife  tbe  sailor's  star  sbaU 
Vie, 
Tbe  sailor's  wife  hb  star  shall  be. 

Tbo  harbor 's  past,  the  breezes  blow : 

Yeo-bo  I  lads  ho  I  Yeo-bo  I  Yec^o ' 
'T  is  long  ere  we  eome  back,  I  know  ;     ' 
Yeo-bo  1  lads  ho  I  Yeo-ho  t 
But  true  an'  bright  from  iiiom  till  nigbt 

my  home  will  be. 
An'   all  BO  neat,  an'  snug,  an'  sweet,  for 

Jack  at  sea^ 
An'  Nancy's   face  to  bless  the  place,  *&' 
welcome  me  ; 
Yeo-ho  I  lads  ho  t  Yeo-ho  i 


^^H 
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The  bon's'n  pipes  the  watch  belowt 

He  may  take  the  one,  or  the  two,  or  the          1 

Yeo-ho  !  lai  s  ho  I  Yeo-ho  I  Yeo-ho  ! 

three,                                                         J 

Then  here  'a  a  health  afore  we  go, 

If  be  11  only  take  them  away  from  Lee.         ^J 

Yeo-ho  !  Iftda  ho  !  Yeo-ho  f 

There  are  three  old  maids  at  Lee,            ^H 

A  long  long   life   to   mj   sweet  wife  and 

They  are  cross  as  cross  can  be,                 ^H 

mates  at  sea  ; 

And  there  they  are,  and  there  they  11  be    ^H 

Ad*  keep   our   hones    from    Darj  Jones 

To  the  end  of  the  chapter  one,  two^    ^H 

where'er  we  be, 

three,                                                        ^H 

An'  majr   vou   meet  a  mate  aa  sweet  aa 
>fa«cy  Lee ; 

These  three  old  maids  of  Lee.                   ^H 

Yeo-ho  I  lads  ho  1  Yeo-ho  I 

H 

The  sailor's  wife  the  sailor's  star  shall 
be, 
Yeo-ho  1  we  fo  acroes  the  sea  ; 
Tbo  tailor's  wife  the  sailor's  star  shall 

DOUGLAS   GORDON                  ^1 

'^  Row  me  o'er  the  strait,  Douglas  GordoQ«    ^H 

Row  me  o'er  the  strait,  my  love,*'  said  she,    ^H 

be. 

**  Where  we  greeted  in  the  summer,  Dong-    ^ 

The  sailor's  wife  his  star  shall  be. 

las  Gordon, 

Beyond  the  little  Kirk  by  the  old,  old 

try  sting  tree." 

A   BIRD   IN   THE   HAND 

Never  a  word  spoke  Douglas  Gordon, 
But  he  looked  into  her  eyes  so  tenderly, 

Thckk  were  three  young  maids  0!  Lee» 

And  he  set  her  at  hb  side. 

They  were  fair  aa  fair  can  be, 

And  away  across  the  tide                         ^H 

And  they  had  lovers  three  times  three, 

They  floated  to  the  little  Kirk*                ^^H 

For  they  were  fair  as  fair  can  be, 
These  three  young  maads  of  Lee. 

And  the  old,  old  tn'sUng  tree.                     ^H 

■ 

But  these  young  maids  they  cannot  find 

**  Give  me  a  word  of  love,  Douglas  Gordon,    ^H 

A  lover  each  to  suit  her  mind; 

Just  a  word  of  nity,  O  my  love,"  said  she,    ^^M 
"  For  the  bells  will  ring  to-morrow,  Douglas   ^^M 

The  plain-spoke  lad  is  far  too  rongh, 

The  rich  yoting  lord  is  not  rich  enough, 

Gordon,                                                    ^H 

And  one  is  too  poor  and  one  loo  tall, 

My  wedding  bells,  my  love,  but  not  for    ^^t 
you  and  me.                                                   J 

And  one  just  an  inch  too  short  for  them  all. 

*•  Others  pick  and  choose  and  why  not  we  7  " 

They  told    me    you   were   false,  Douglas    ^^1 

**  We  can  very  well  wait,"  said  the  maids 

Gordon,                                                     ^^M 

of  Lee. 

And  yon  never  came  to  comfort  me  1 "       ^^M 

There   were    thi«e    Toa&g    maids   of 

And  she  saw  the  gr^at  tears  rise,            ^^M 

Lee. 

In  her  lover's  sQent  eyes,                           ^^M 

They  were  fair  as  fair  ean  be, 

And  they  had  lovers  three  times  thre^ 

As  Ihey  drifted  to  the  little  Kirk,            ^H 

And  the  old,  old,  trysting  tree.                     ^^M 

For  they  were  fair  as  fair  ean  be, 
TbeiM  three  young  maids  of  Lee* 

^^1 

<«Aiid  it's  never,  never,  never,   Dongbi    ^H 

Gordon, 

Hieie  are  three  old  maids  of  Lee, 

Never  in  this  world  that  you  may  come 

And  they  are  old  as  old  can  be. 

to  me, 

And  one  is  deaf,  and  one  cannot  see, 

But  tell   me  that  yon  love  me,  Doaglas 

And  they  all  are  cross  as  a  gallows  tree. 

Gordon, 

These  three  old  matds  of  Lee. 

And  kiss  me  for  the  love  of  aU  that  used 

Now  if  any  one  chanced  —  't  is  a  chance 

to  be  i  " 

remote  — 

Then  he  thing  away  lus  sail^  his  oan  and 

One  single  charm  in  these  maids  to  note. 
He  need  not  a  |K}et  nor  haadsome  be. 

rudder, 

And  he  took  her  in  his  arms  so  tenderlyi 

For  one  is  deaf  and  one  cannot  see  ; 

And  they  drifted  on  amiun,                     ^_ 

Be  need  not  woo  on  his  bended  knee, 

And  the  bells  may  call  in  Tain*                ^H 

For  they  all  are  willing  as  willing  can 

For  she  and  Douglas  Gordon                 ^^M 

be. 

Are  drowned  in  tbe  sen*                             ^H 

Sio 
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DARBY  AND   JOAN 

Darby  dear,  we  are  old  and  gmj, 
Fiftj  years  since  oar  wedding  daji 
Shadow  and  sun  for  every  oue 
Ai  the  years  roll  on  ; 
Darby  dear,  wham  th©  world  went  wiy, 
Hard  and  sorrowful  then  wa*  I  — 
Ah  I  kd»  how  you  cheered  me  then. 
Things  will  be  better,  sweet  wife,  asmhi  1 
Always  the  same,  Darby  my  ov 
Always  the  name  to  your  old  w  il* 

Darby,  dear,  but  my  heart  was  wild 
When  we  buried  our  baby  childf 
Until  you  whispered  ^*  Heaven  knows  1 
And  my  heart  fouDd  rest; 


Darby,  dear,  't  was  your  lovmg  hand 
Showed  the  way  to  the  better  land  — 
Ah  t  lad,  as  you  kisi*d  each  tear« 
Life  grew  lietter,  and  Heaveu  more  nmt* 
Always  the  same.  Darby  my  own. 
Always  the  same  to  your  old  wile  Jena* 

Hand  in  hand  when  our  life  was  May, 
Hand  in  hand  when  our  hair  is  gray^ 
Shadow  and  sun  for  every  one^ 
B  years  roll  on  j 

ui  hand  when  the  long  iiight-tidt 
Y  covers  us  aid^s  by  side  - — 
lad,  though  we  know  not  wbes, 
wiU  be  with  us  forerer  ibeu  : 
n»  the  same,  Darhy^  my  own, 
fs  the  same  U>  your  old  wife  Joan* 


_     €m^nim  €.     ibbdl 


{c.  c.  fraser-tytler) 

JESUS   THE   CARPENTER 
"  Is  N*T  this  Joseph's  son  ?  **  —  ay,  it  is  He  ; 


Jonepb  the  carpenter  —  same  trade  as  me 
X  thought  as  I  'd  find  it  —  I  knew  it  was 
here  — 
But  my  sight 's  getting  queer. 

I  don't  know  right  where  as  His  shed  must 

ha*  stood  — 
But  often,  as  I  Ve  been  a-planing  my  wood, 
I  've  took  off  my  hat,  just  with  thinking  of 

He 
At  the  same  work  as  me. 

He  war  n't  that  set  up  that  He  couldn't 

stoop  down 
And  work  in  the  country  for  folks  in  the 

town  ; 
And  I  '11  warrant  He  felt  a  bit  pride,  like 

I  *ve  done 
At  a  good  job  begun. 

The  parson  he  knows  that  1 11  not  make 

too  free, 
But  on  Sunday  I  feels  as  pleased  as  can  be, 
When  I  wears  my  clean  smock,  and  sits  in 

a  pew, 
And  has  thoughts  a  few. 


I  think  of  as  how  not  the  parson  hissen, 
As  is  teacher  and  father  and  shepherd  ^ 

men, 
Not  he  knows  as  much  of  the  Lord  in  tint 

shed. 
Where  He  earned  His  own  breads 


And  when  I  goes  home  to  my  niiasus,  saji 

she, 
**  Are  ye  wiuiting  your  key  ?  " 
For  she  knows  my  queer  ways,  and  my  loTt 

for  the  shed, 
(We  Ve  been  forty  years  wed.) 

So  I  comes  right  away  by  mysen,  with  tha 

book, 
And  I  turns  the  old  pages  and  has  a  good 

look 
For  the  text  as  I  've  found,  as  tells  me  si 

He 
Were  the  same  trade  as  me. 

Why  don't  I  mark  it  ?     Ah,  many  sajs 

so, 
But  I  think  I  'd  as  lief,  with  your  leaves,  let 

it  go: 
It  do  seem  that  nice  when  I  fall  oo  ii 

sudden  — 
Unexpected,  you  know  I 
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iE   POET    IN   THE   CITY 

t  stood  m  tbe  sombre  tows, 
•pake  to  bifl  beiui,  and  said, 
ary  prison,  devised  by  man  I 
psonleaa  place,  and  dead  { *^ 
^  waa  Bad,  for  afar  he  heard 
liouEid  of  the  Spring's  light  tread. 

ngbt  he  taw  in  the  pearly  east 
[pale  March  sun  arisop 

Ky  boctaewife  beneath  tiie  thatch, 
and  above  her  eyes, 
to  the  oawing  rooks,  that  built 
to  the  quiet  skies* 


the  smoke,  and  noise,  and  sin 
lieart  of  tbe  Poet  cried  : 
id  I  but  to  be  Thy  Laborer  there, 
ntle  hill's  green  side, 
'e    struggle   of   want   and 

le  battle  of  tost  and  pride  I " 

his  ear^  and  he  heard  afar 
[growing  of  tender  things, 


And  bis  heart  broke  forth  with  the  travaOB 
ing  eartbi 

And  shook  with  the  tremulous  wings 
Of  sweet  brown  birds,  that  had  never  kiiowil 

The  dirge  of  the  city's  sins. 

And  later^  —  when  all  the  earth  was  greao 

Ab  the  Garden  of  tbe  Lord, 
Primroses  opening  their  innocent  face. 

Cowslips  scattered  abroad. 
Bluebells  mimicking  summer  sides, 

And  tbe  song  of  tbe  tbrosh  outpoured.^  -~ 

The  changeless  days  were  so  sad  to  bim^ 
That  the  Poet's  heart  beat  strongs 

And  he  struggled  as  some  poor  caged  lark. 
And  he  cned  i  "How  long^  how  long  f 

I  have  missed  a  spring  I  can  never  see, 
And  the  singing  of  nirds  is  gone  I " 

But  when  the  time  of  the  roees  camev 
And  the  nightingale  bushed  her  lay, 

Tbe  Poet,  »UU  in  tbe  dusty  town. 
Went  quietly  on  his  way  — 

A  poorer  ^t  by  just  one  %nng, 
And  a  nober  man  by  one  suHering. 


.YING  IN  THE  GRASS 

two  golden  tufts   of    summer 


world  through  hot  air  as  through 
llasB, 
my  face  sweet  lights  and  odors 


&M,  dark  against  tbe  fading  sky, 
I  three  mowers  mowing,  as  I  lie  : 
lawny  arms  they  sweep  in  harmony. 

English  faces  by  tbe  sun  burnt  red, 
lowing  color  on    bare   throat  and 

head, 

irt  would  leap  to  watch  them,  were 

3  dead  I 

my  ttrong  young  ItTiiig  aa  I  Ue, 
lo  more  with  them  in  harmony,  — 
it  mowing,  and  that  fourth  am  I, 


Tbe  mnsio  of  tbtt  aeythea  that  glide  and 

*^1*» 

Tbe  yonng  men  whistling  aa  their  great 

arms  sweep, 
And  aU  tbe  perfume  aud  avMt  tenso  d 
sleep, 


The   weary    butterflies    that  droop    tbeir 

wings, 
The  dr^uny  nightingale  tliat  hardly  thigt, 
And  all  tbe  lasotude  of  happy  things, 

Are  mingling  with  tbe  warm  and  pu]sin|p 

blood 
Thirt  inube.  through  mj  tr«b»  »  lugoid 

nood. 
And  feeds  my  spirit  aa  the  sap  a  bud. 

Behind  tbe  mowen^  on  tbe  amber  air, 

A  diu'k^green  beech  wood  riaat,  ttil]  aai 

fair, 
A  white  path  winding  up  it  like  a  ttair. 
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And  see  that  girl,  with  pitcher  on  her  head, 
And  cleau  wMt«  apron  on  her  gown   of 

red,  — ■ 
Her  even-song  of  Iot©  ia  bnt  half-wd  ; 

She  waits  the  youngeat  mower.    Now  he 

goes ; 
Her  checks  are  redder  than  a  wOd  bloAh- 

roiie  : 
They  climb  up  where  the  deepest  Jthadawii 

clo^. 

But  though  they  pasa,  and  Tanish,  I  ai 

there. 
1  watch  his  rough  handji  meet  beneath  hi 

hair, 

Their  bttiken  speech  sound  B  sweet  to  : 
like  prayer. 

Ah  !  now  the  rosy  children  oome  to  play^ 
And  romp  and  struggle  with  the  new-mown 

hay  I 
Their  clear  bigh  TOtcee  aotmd  from  far 

away. 

Tltoy  ki3ow  &o  little  why  the  world  is  sud. 
They  di^  themselves  warm  graves  and  yet 

are  glad  j 
Their  imt filed  screams  and  laughter  make 

me  mad  I 

I  long  to  go  and  play  among  them  there  ; 
Uuseen,  like  wind^  to  take  them  by  the  hair, 
And  gently  make  their  rosy  cheeka  more 
fair. 

The  happy  children  1  full  of  frank  surprise. 
And  sudden  whims  and  innocent  ecstaaies  ; 
What  godhead  sparkles  from  tbeir  liquid 
eyes  1 

No  wonder  round  those  urns  of  mingled 

clays 
That  TiLfcan  potters  fashioned  in  old  days, 
And  colored  Ukc  the  torrid  earth  ablate, 

We  find  the  little  gods  and  loves  portrayed, 
Through  ancient  forests  wandering  undis- 
mayed, 
And  duting  bymns  of  pleasure  unafraid. 

They  knew,  aa  I  do  now,  what  keen  delight 
A  strong  man  feels  to  watcb  the  tender 

flight 
Of  Uttle  children  pUymg  In  bis  sight  i 


What  pure  sweet  pleasure^  and  what  s&dT^ 

love. 
Come  drifting  down  upon  us  from  aboTc, 
In  watching  how  tbeir  limbs  and  featauei 

move^ 

I  do  not  hanger  for  a  welI*stor^d  mind  | 
I  only  wish  to  live  my  life,  and  fiiid 
My  heart  in  nnison  with  all  mankind 

fe  is  like  the  single  dewy  star 
trembles  on  tbe  horizon 's  prtmroee' 
bar,  ^ 
3rocosm  where  all  things  living  aw. 

f,  among  the  noiseless  grasses,  D^th 
d  come   beMnd  and  take  awmj  d^ 

breath, 
lid  not  rise  as  one  who  sorroweth  ; 

F         should  pass,  but  aU  the  world  wooU 

be 
Full  of  desire  and  young  delight  and  g!ee, 
And  why  sliould  men  be  sa^l  through  hu 

of  me  ? 

The  light  is  flying  ;  in  the  silver-blue 
The  young  moon  shines  froui  ber  brigbt 

window  through  : 
The  mowers  are  aU  gone,  and  I  go  too 


ON 


A   LUTE   FOUND    IN   A 
SARCOPHAGUS 


What  curled  and   ioented   sun-girlS|  i^ 

moad-eyed, 
With  lotos-blossoms  in  their  hands  and  huTt 
Have  made  their  swarthy  lovers  call  them 

fair, 
With  these  spent  strings,  when  brutes  weri 

deified, 
And  Memnon  in  the  sunrise  spiung  attd 

cried, 
And  3 overwinds  smote   Bubastis,  and  tk 

bare 
Bliick  brea^^^ts  of  carven  Fasht  received  tk 

prayer 
Of  suppliants  bearing  gifts  from  far  an^ 

wide  ! 
This  lute  has  out-sung  Egypt ;  all  the  livei 
Of  violent  passion^  and  the  Tast  calm  art 
That  lasts  in  granite  only,  all  lie  dead ; 
This  little  bird  of  song  alone  survives, 
As  fresh  as  when  its  fluting  smote  tbe  heart 
Last  time  the  brown  slave  wore  it  garlandeti 
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THE   PIPE-PLAYER 

Cool,  and  palm-shaded  from  the  torrid 

heat. 
The  young  brown  tenor  pots  his  singing  by, 
And  sets  the  twin  pipe  to  his  lips  to  try 
Some  air  of  bulrush-glooms  where  lovers 

meet ; 
O  swart  musician,  time  and  fame  are  fleet, 
Brief  all  delight,  and  youth*s  feet  fain  to 

fly  I 
Pipe  on  in  peace  I    To-morrow  must  we 

die? 
What  matter,  if  our  life  to-day  be  sweet  t 
Soon,  soon,  the  silver  paper-reeds  that  sigh 
Along  the  Sacred  River  will  repeat 
The  echo  of  the  dark-stoled  bearers'  feet, 
Who  carry  you,  with  wailing,  where  must 

lie 
Tour  swarthed  and  withered  body,  by  and 

by 
In  perfumed  darkness  with  the  grains  of 

wheat. 

HANS   CHRISTIAN   ANDERSEN 

1805-1875 

A  BEING  cleaves  the  moonlit  air. 

With  eyes  of  dew  and  plumes  of  fire, 
NeV-bom,  immortal,  strong  and  fair  ; 

Glance  ere  he  g^s  I 
His  feet  are  shrouded  like  the  dead. 

But  in  his  face  a  wild  desire 
Breaks  like  the  dawn  that  flushes  red. 
And  like  a  rose. 

The  stars  shine  out  above  Ids  path. 

And  music  wakes  through  all  the  skies  ; 
What  mortal  such  a  triumph  hath, 

By  death  set  free  ? 
What  earthly  hands  and  heart  are  pure 

As  this  man's,  whose  unshrinking  eyes 
Gaze  onward  through  the  deep  obscure. 
Nor  quail  to  see  ? 

Ah  !  this  was  he  who  drank  the  fount 
Of  wisdom  set  in  speechless  things. 
Who,  patient,  watched  the  day-star  mount. 

While  others  slept. 
Ah  !  this  was  he  whose  loving  soul 

Found     heart-beats     under    trembling 
wings, 
And  heard  diviiiest  mosie  roll 

Where  wild  springt  Ittngi. 


For  poor  dumb  lips  had  songs  for  him 

And  children's  dreamings  ran  in  tune. 
And  strange  old  heroes,  weird  and  dim^ 

Walked  by  his  side. 
The  verr  shadows  loved  him  well 

And  danced  and  flickered  in  the  mooOf 
And  left  him  wondrous  tales  to  tell 
Men  far  and  wide. 

And  now  no  more  he  smiling  walks 

Through  greenwood  alleys  full  of  sun. 
And,  as  he  wanders,  turns  and  talks, 

Though  none  be  there  ; 
The  children  watch  in  vain  Uie  place 
Where  they  were  wont,  when  day  was 
done. 
To  see  their  poet's  sweet  worn  face, 
And  faded  hair. 

Yet  dream  not  such  a  spirit  dies. 

Though  all  its  earthly  shrine  decay  I 
Transfigured  under  clearer  akies. 

He  sings  anew; 
The  frail  soul-covering,  racked  with  pain, 

And  scored  with  vigil,  fades  away. 
The  soul  set  free  and  young  again 
Glides  upward  through. 

Weep  not ;  but  watch  the  moonlit  air  t 

Perchance  a  glory  like  a  star 
May  leave  what  hangs  about  him  there, 

And  flash  on  us  I  .  .  • 
Behold  I  the  void  is  full  of  light. 

The  beams  pierce  heaven  from  bar  to  bax^ 
And  all  the  hollows  of  the  night 
Grow  luminous  I 
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Ambitious  Nile,  thy  banks  deplore 

Their  Flavian  patron's  deep  decay  ; 
Thy  Memphian  pilot  laughs  no  more 

To  see  the  flower-boat  float  awav  ; 
Thy  winter-roses  once  were  twined 

Across  the  gala-streets  of  Rome, 
And  thou,  like  Omphale,  oouldst  bind 

The  vanquished  victor  in  his  home. 

But  if  the  barge  that  brought  thy  store 
Had  foundered  in  the  Lybian  deep, 

It  had  not  slain  thy  glorv  more, 
Nor  plunged  thy  rose  in  Salter  sleep ; 

Nor  goos  nor  Caaars  wait  thee  now, 
No  jealouf  Ftottnm  dreadi  II17  9pnagf 


SI* 
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I 


Thy  flower  enfold  a  no  fiugiip*fl  brow, 
Kor  glYe»  th  J  po«t  etren^b  to  Biog. 

Yet,  surely,  when  the  wuida  ate  low, 

Aud  lieaven  k  all  alive  with  stans, 
Thy  coimeiouft  rosea  stiU  must  glow 

Above  thy  dreaming'  oenuphara  ; 
They  recollect  tlieiT  high  estate, 

The  Rom  an  honors  they  have  known^ 
\  And  while  they  ponder  Casar's  fate 

They  cease  to  marvel  at  their  own. 


THEOCRITUS 

The  poplars  and  the  anei^iit  elEnfi 
Blake  murinurons  noises  high  in  air ; 

The  tioon-day  sanlight  overwhelms 
The  brown  cicflJas  basking  there  j 

But  here  the  shade  is  deep,  and  sweet 
With  new-mown  gn^s  and  lentisk-ahooU, 

And  far  away  the  shepherds  meet 

With  noisy  fifea  and  flutes. 

Their  clamor  dies  upon  the  ear  ; 

So  now  bring  forth  the  rolls  of  song, 
Month  the  rich  cftdenoes,  nor  fear 

Your  voice  may  do  the  poet  wrong  ; 
Lift  up  the  chalice  to  our  lips,  — 

Yet  see  J  before  we  venture  thus, 
A  stream  of  rod  libation  drips 
To  great  Theoeritus. 

We  are  in  Sicily  to-day  ; 

And,  Its  the  houeycd  me  (re  flows, 
Battos  and  Cory  don,  at  play, 

Will  lose  the  ayrinjc,  ^n  the  rose  ; 
Soft  Amaryllis,  too,  will  bind 

Dark  violets  round  her  ahinitig  hair. 
And  m  the  fountnin  hi  ugh  to  fiud 

Her  aun-browned  face  so  fair* 

We  are  In  Sicily  to-day  ; 

Ah  1  fiioiish  world,  too  sadly  wise, 
Why  didst  thou  e'er  let  fade  away 

Those  ancient,  inno<ient  ecstasies  ? 
Along  the  glens,  in  checkered  flight, 

Hither  to-day  the  nymplifl  shall  flee, 
And  Pan  forsake  for  our  delight 
The  tomb  of  Helice. 

WITH   A   COPY   OF   HERRICK 

Feesh  with  all  airs  of  woodland  brooka 
And  scents  of  showers. 


Take  to  tout  haunt  of  holy  bckoks 
This  saint  of  flowers. 

When  meadows  bum  with  budding  May, 

And  heaven  ia  blue. 
Before  his  shrine  our  prayers  wa  saj^  — 

Saint  Eobb  true. 

Love  crowned  with  thorns  ia  on  bis  staff,  - 
Thorns  of  sweet  briAr  ; 
me  diction  ia  a  laugh. 
Birds  are  his  choir. 

Hii      ered  robe  of  white  and  red 
Unction  diatils  ; 
tb  a  nimbus  round  tus  bead 
Of  daffodila. 


THE  VOICE  OF   D.  a  R. 

From  thia  car?ed  chair  wherein  I  »t  to- 
night, 
The  dead   man  read  in  accents  deep  tad 

strong, 
Through  lips  that  were  like  Cb&ucer\  Mi 

gre^t  song 
About  the  Beryl  and  ita  virgin  light ; 
And  still  that  music  lives  iu  death ^a  despite* 
And   though  my  pilgrimage    on   earth  he 

long, 
Time  cannot  do  my  memory'  so  much  wrtmg 
A  a  e'er  to  make  that  gracious  Toice  tale 

flight. 
I   sit   here   with   closed  eyes  ;   tbe   ioujid 

comes  back. 
With  youtli,  and   hope,   and   glory  on  its 

track, 
A  Bolemn  organ-mnsic  of  the  mind  ; 
So,  when  the  oraeiilar  moon  brings  back 

the  tide» 
After  long  drought,  the  sandy  obannel  wide 
Murmurs  with  waves,  and  sings  beneath 

the  wiud. 

SONG   FOR    MUSIC 

Count  the  flashes  in  the  surf, 

Count  the  crystals  in  the  snow. 
Or  t!ie  blades  above  the  turf, 

Or  the  dead  that  sleep  below  ! 

These  ye  count  — yet  shall  not  know,^ 
While  I  wake  or  while  I  sluniber,  — 

Where  my  thoughts  and  wishes  go» 
What  her  name,  and  what  their  nuoiber- 


^^H 

THEOPHILE  MARZIALS 

5«S       ^ 

Aak  the  cold  and  midnight  sea, 

They  may  tell  of  posies  tost                             ^J 

Ask  th«$  silent-fntlijig  frosti 

To  the  waves  where  blossoms  blow  not,              ^^M 

Ask  the  grasses  on  the  le% 

Tell  of  hearU  that  staked  and  lost,  —            ^H 

Or  the  ma4  maid,  paiBioa-eroflt  f 

But  of  me  and  mine  they  know  not.                   ^H 

€^fo)?l)tIe  St^ar^ial^                                  H 

A  PASTORAL 

'*  And  I  '11  row  ye  so  quick  and  1 11  row  ye 

so  steady. 

Floweb  of  the  medlar, 

And  \  is  but  a  penny  to  Twickenham 

Crimson  of  the  quince. 

Town.*' 

I  saw  her  at  the  blogsom-time, 

The  ferryman 's  slim  and  the  ferryman  'a 

And  loved  her  ever  since  1 

young. 

She  Kwept  the  draught^r  pleasanoe, 

The  blooms  bad  left  the  trees. 

With  just  a  soft  tang  in  the  turn  of  his 

tongue  ;                                                             h 

The  whilst  the  birds  sang  canticles. 

And  he  *s  fresh  as  a  pippin  and  brown  as  a         ^H 

In  cherry  syniphouies. 

berry,                                                            ^^ 

And  't  is  hat  m  penny  to  Twickenham              | 

Whiteness  of  the  white  rose, 

Town,             *^'                                    J 

Kediiefis  of  the  red. 

■ 

She  weut  to  cut  the  bliuh-roK  buda 

*"  Ahoj  I  and  0-ho  I  and  it 'a  I*m  for  the       ■ 

To  tie  at  the  altar-bead  ; 

ferry," 

And  some  she  laid  in  her  bosom. 

(The  briar  *s  in  bud  uid  the  sun  going 

And  tome  around  her  browH, 

down) 

And,  as  she  passed,  the  Hly-heads 
AU  becked  and  made  their  bows. 

•«And  it's  late  as  it  is  and  I  haven't  a 

penny  — 

Oh  1  how  can  I  get  me  to  Twiekenham 

Scarlet  of  the  i^oppy, 

Town?*' 

Yellow  of  tbe  com. 

She  'd  a  rose  in  her  bonnet,  and  oh  t  she 

The  men  were  at  the  gamenng, 

look'd  sweet 

A-shotiting  in  the  mom  \ 

As  the  little  pink  flower  that  grows  in 

I  chased  her  to  a  nippin-troe,  — 
The  waking  birds  all  whist,  — 

the  wheat. 

With  her  cheeks  like  a  rose  and  her  lips 

And  oh  I  it  was  the  sweetest  kiss 

like  a  cherry  — 

That  I  hare  ever  kissU 

"It's    sure   but   you're   welcome   to 

Twickenham  Town,"                                ^— 

Mar  jorie,  mint,  and  Tiolets 

^^M 

A-drying  round  us  set. 

••Ahoy  I  and   O-ho  1 "  ^  You 're   too   lati»        ^fl 

*Twas  sU  done  in  the  faience-room 

for  the  ferry,                                                     | 
(The  briar 's  m  bnd  and  the  sua  has               1 

A-sp icing  marmalet ; 

On  one  tile  was  a  satyr, 

gone  down)                                                       1 

On  one  a  nymph  at  bay, 

And  he's  not  rowing  quick  and  he's  not          ^J 

Methinks  the  binifl  will  scarce  be  home 

rowing  steady  ;                                             ^M 

To  wake  our  wedding-day  1 

It  B^^m  quite  a  joomey  to  Twioken*        ^H 

L                                                                     ' 

ham  Town.                                                    ^^M 

1 

'*  Ahoy  {   and  O^ho  1 "  you  may  eaU  m        ^^t 

I           TWICKENHAM   FERRY 

you  will  *                                                     ^^1 

The  young  moon  is  rising  o'er  PeUliliaai         ^^1 

lliU;                                                               ^ 

And,  with  Lore  like  a  rose  in  the  stern  of             J 

*AnOTt   and  O-ho  t   and  it's  who's  for 

the  ferry?" 

the  wherry,                                                  ^J 

(Tbe  briar 's  In  bud  and  the  sun  going 

There 's  danger  in  crossing  to  Twick-        ^H 

down) 

enham  Town.                                           ^H 
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MAY   MARGARET 


If  you  be  that  May  Margaret 

That  lived  on  Kendal  Green, 
Then  wbere  *s  that  sunny  hair  af  yonra 

Tliat  crowned  yon  Vt\m  a  qncoti  ? 
That  simny  hair  is  dim,  lad, 

They  $Hid  waa  like  a  crowti  — 
The  red  gold  turned  to  gray,  lad, 

Tl]e  night  a  ship  went  down. 

If  yon  be  yet  May  Margaret^ 

May  Margaret  now  lU  then. 
Then  where%  that  bonny  smile  of  yourfl 

That  broke  the  hearts  of  men  ? 
The  bonny  smile  is  wau^  lad, 

That  onoe  vas  glad  ai  day^- 
And  oh  J  't  b  weary  r  mi  ling 

To  keep  the  tears  away. 

If  yon  be  yet  May  Mar^garet, 

As  yet  yon  swear  to  me. 
Then  where  's  that  proudf  eold  heart  of 

yonrs 

That  sent  yoar  love  to  sea  ? 
Ah  I  niei  that  heart  is  broke n^ 

The  pmiid  cold  haart  htm  bl&d 
For  otie  light  word  outspoken. 

For  all  the  loi^e  tm^dtj. 

Then  Margaret,  mj  Margaret, 

If  all  you  say  he  trtie. 
Your  hair  m  yet  the  sunniest  gold, 

STonr  eyes  the  sweetest  bine. 
And  dearer  yet  and  fairer  yet 

For  all  the  coming  years  — 
The  fairer  for  the  waiting. 

The  dearer  for  the  tears  I 

LAST   NIGHT 

(from    the   SWEDISH) 

Last  night  the  nightingale  waked  me, 
Last  night  when  all  was  still ; 


It  sang  tti  the  golden  mootiHgbt 
From  oat  the  woodland  hlU« 

I  ojiened  the  wimiow  gently. 
And  all  was  dreamy  dew  — 

And  oh  J  the  bird,  my  darling. 
Was  singing,  siiigiug  of  you  I 

I  tbink  of  you  in  the  day-time  ; 

I  dream  of  you  by  ni^ht  — 
1  wake  — would  you  were  near  nw. 

And  hot  tears  blind  my  aight. 
I  hear  a  sigh  in  the  lime-tree. 

The  wind  h  floating  tlirongh. 
And  ob  1  the  night,  my  darlings 

Is  longing,  longing  for  you* 

Nor  think  I  can  forget  yon ! 

I  eould  not  tbougn  I  would  I 
I  see  you  in  all  around  me,  — 

The  stream,  the  night,  the  woodi 
The  flowers  that  sleep  so  gently. 

The  utani  above  the  blue, 
Ob  [  heaven  itself,  my  darling. 

Is  praying,  praying  for  you. 

CARPE    DIEM 

To*i>AY,  what  is  there  in  the  air 
That  makes  December  seem  sweet  Ms 
There  are  no  swallows  anywhere. 
Nor  crocuses  to  crown  your  hair. 
And  hail  you  dosvn  my  garden  way. 

Last  night  the  full  moon's  frozen  star* 
Struck  me,  perhaps  ;  or  did  yon  sav 
Really , — you  -d  come,  sweet  friend  and 
To^ay? 

To-day  is  here  :  —  come  I  crown  to-da 

With  Spring's  delight  or  Spring's  de^ 

Lore  cannot  bide  old  Time's  delay  :  — 

Down  my  glad  gardens  light  wimis  pb 

Aud  my  whole  life  shall  bloom  and 

To-day. 


Wa\tet  1$tvtic^  ^oWoth 


BELOW  THE  HEIGHTS 

I  SAT  at  Berne,  and  watched  the  chain 

Of  icy  peaks  and  passes, 
That  towered  like  gods  above  the  plain, 

In  stern  majestio  masses. 


I  waited  till  the  evening  light 
Upon  their  heads  descended  ; 

They  caught  it  on  their  glittering  heig 
And  held  it  there  suspended. 

I  saw  the  red  spread  o'er  the  white, 
How  like  a  maiden's  blushing, 


^^^^^B^^B 

^^M 

^^I^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H^^^BBllHH 
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Till  nil  were  hid  In  rosy  light 

We  lightly  think  of  \irtue,                    ^^1 

Tlmt  seemed  from  beaveu  mahmg  ; 

Enjoyment  cannot  hurt  you.                  ^^H 

The  dead  white  snow  was  iltuhed  with  ltfe» 

^'  Ye  love.     HesLT  then  of  chivalry,                  ^^M 

As  if  a  new  Pygnialiun 

Of  gallant  truth  and  constancy/'                      ^^M 

Uftd  sought  to  find  himself  a  wife 

We  And  new  loves  the  ineeteet,           ^^M 

Iji  atoiiea  that  saw  Ueucaiiou. 

And  stolen  kisses  sweetest.                    ^^M 

Too  soon  the  light  began  to  wane  j 
It  lingered  soft  ami  tend er. 

**  Voices  ye  have.     Tlien  shonld  ye  sin^         ^H 

In  praise  of  heaven*s  mighty  king/'                 ^^M 

And  the  »tKiw-giant4s  sank  again 

We  deem  it  is  our  duty                          ^^M 

Into  their  cold  dead  splendor. 

To  chant  onr  dar lings'  beauty.              ^^M 

And,  aa  I  watched  the  last  faint  glow^ 

**  Strait  are  the  gates  of  worldly  pleasure  ;          1 

I  tturneil  lu  pale  an  they  did, 

The  joy  beyond  no  soul  can  measure."              ^M 

And  »ighed  to  think  that  on  the  snow 

AUs  !  we  are  but  mortal,                       ^^M 

I          The  ru»e  so  quickly  faded. 

And  much  prefer  the  portal.                 ^^M 

A  CONQUEST 

**  Kay,  sons  :  then  most  I  leave  ye  sa ;           ^^M 

But  loet  will  |je  vour  souls,  I  trow."                ^H 

Nay,  Father,  make  yon  merry  ;            ^H 

J  POUND  him  openly  wealing  her  token  ; 
I    knew   that  her   troth   could   never  be 

Come,  drawer,  bring  tome  sherry.        ^^M 

broken  ; 

^^M 

I  laid  mv  hand  on  the  hilt  of  mjr  tword,  — 

*<Me  dnnk?    Old  birds  are  not  oniniry—    ^1 

He  did  the  iiaiiie^  and  he  spoke  iio  word ; 

Still  less  —  Ha  —  well  —  't  is  fine  caoary.**          1 

1  faced  him  with  his  villainy  ; 

Mark  how  his  old  blood  prances  —             1 

He  kughed,  and  said,  **  She  gave  tt  me," 

A  stoup  for  Father  Francis  t                        1 

We  searched  fur  seconds,  they  soon  were 

^J 

found  ; 

**  Yonr  winCf  my  sons,  is  wondrous  good,         ^^M 

They  mcAHiired  onr  swords  ;  they  measured 

And  hath  been  long  time  iu  the  wood."           ^^^ 

the  pnumd  ; 

Mark  how  his  old  eye  dances  —          ^^M 

They  held  to  the  deatUy  work  too  fast  ; 

More  wine  for  Father  Francis  t             ^^M 

They  thought  to  gain  our  place  at  last. 

^H 

We  fought  in  the  sheen  of  a  wintry  wood  ; 

*'  A  imuif  tny  sons  —  a  man,  I  say,                   ^^M 

The   fair  white  snow  was  red    with  hii 

Might  well  drink  here  till  judgment-day."'           V 
Now  for  soft  words  and  glanoes  —             J 

blood; 

But  hia  was  the  victory,  for,  as  he  died. 

But  where  is  Father  Francis  ?               ^m 

He  swore  by  the  rood  that  he  had  not  Ued» 

^^M 

*'  Heed  me,  my  sons,  I  pray,  no  more  £           ^H 

FATHER   FRANCIS 

I  always  sleep  upon  the  floor.**                        ^^M 

Alas  t  for  old  wine's  ehancee  ;              ^^M 

**  I  COMK  your  sin-rid  sonls  to  shrive  ; 

A  shutter  for  Father  Fnneit  1             ^H 

1m  this  the  wiiy  wherein  ye  live  ?  ** 

■ 

a^ci^c 

I  fidh 

1 

FROM      CANUTE  THE  GREAT" 

No  more  upon  my  faee.  —  A  vaeaney,            ^1 

A  blank  1  that  toarl   left  trailing  on  the 

Bcnni.  — Aroomon  th«  Dorthem  hmnk  of  Ike 

tlo4ir, 

ThanMa. 

A  shred  too  of  her  robe, — ^I  most  fuLwrn 

Enter  Canute. 

trampled. 

CamiU.      She  dared  not  wmit  my  com- 

Hats  hurt  ber,  as   I  thrust  her  o€.     A 

i&gi  and  ihaU  h>ok 

akred. 
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A  tag,  imd  is  it  tbuu  Umit  women  suffer  ? 
We  can  LuiUct  ao  little  on  auab  natuiiBs  ; 
Wa  catiuot  make  reprisals.     Slariflh  teara 
For  Edric,  and,  —  O    Hel  1  ^  a  bloody 

gleam 
Acrosa  her  eyes,  when  I  proolmmed  iJm 

rights 
Of  H^mimd'a  ehildfieD.     I  am  cut  adHft, 
Far^  far  from  the  gi*eat,  civilizing  God,  — 
DuUf  BpeechleM,  uttappraiaed. 
[A  vmc€  sin^n^.^     li  that  a  child 
At  babble  with  his  vespers  7 — Silver  sweet  I 
It  minds  me  of  the  holy  brotherhood, 
Chanting  ad  own  the  banks.      As  yesterday 
I  see  all  dear,  how  as  they  moved  they 

chaatedf 
Aod  made  a  mute  procesaiou  in  the  stream. 
IGasing  ab$traciedlif  on  lA*  teatm-.} 

Merrily  mng  the  mmks  of  El^, 

At  Canute  the  hmg  parsed  bff. 

Row  to  ike  shorty  knight»,  mid  the  kinff^ 

A  tut  let  us  hear  the  Churchmen  nng. 

Still  are  they  t^itiguig  ?     It  was  Cjindkmai?, 
My  queen  sat  splendid  at  the  prow  aiid  He»- 

tened 
With   heaving   breast,     *Twaa    then    the 

pa^ii>n  seized  me 
To  emulate^  to  let  her  know  my  ear 
Had   commou   pleasure   with   her,   and    I 

thrilled 
The  itory  out.      The  look  she  turned  on 

me  1 
The  choir  shuU  sing  this  music.     I  retolved 
lu  the  glorj  of  the  verse  to  civilize 
My  blo4jd,  to  sweeten  it|  to  give  it  law. 
To  curb  111  J  wild  thoughts  with  the  rein  of 

metre. 
Mow  to  the  shore  f    So  plea-iantly  it  ran, 
A  ripple  on  tbe  wave.     1  grew  ambitious 
To  be  a  scholar  like  King  Alfred,  gather 
Wtie  meti  about  me,  in  my^aelf  possess 
A    treasure,    a  a     eDchantment.     For     an 

instant 
I  looked  routid  royalty,  and  felt  a  king* 
The  abbey-chant,  the  stream,  the  meadow- 
land, 
Tfie  willows  glimmering  in  the  sun  \  —  a 

poet 
Wins  tbings  to  eotne  so  close.     A  plash,  a 

gurgle  I 
There  -a   a   black  memory   for  the   riTer 

now  ; 
And  hark  I   strange,  Bolema,  Latin  wordd 

ehat  toU, 


And  move  on  slowlj  to  ine  .  ,  .  Up  Ifo 

stidr. 
Without  the  door.     A  wail,  m  liinny  1 
Enter  Child  sm^mff. 
ChUd.     Miserere    mm^    I>cus^ 
magnam  miserwordiinn  iu«m  / 
Mi     iecundum    muttitudinem 
tuarum,  dele  imtpiitatem 
Can*    How     perfectly      hsi     nogi    iti 
music  I     Child> 
W       art  thou  with  that  voice,  those  djiaf 

cheeks  ? 
J       hou  an  angel  lent  to  wring  mj  betft 
I  it    mortal  woe  7      Tluue  urmM  la 

fuU. 
Ud.    Green,  oountrj  herbft,  they  iw, 
will  staunch  a  wotuid, 
i         I    have   run    abunt    the    fields  ad 

fathered 
could  catch  up  qtucMy  :  —  for  ik 

blood 
Yi  ^  leaping  all  the  wlule.     But  htn  ii 

olirv, 
The  blesH^d  thistle,  yarrow,  sickle  wort, 
And  all-heal  red  aa  gore.     I  knew  a  mud 
So  dark  and  cool,  I  crept  for  lily-leaves ; 
Then  it  grew  lonely,  and  I  lost  the  way- 
BiitT  oh,  you  must  not  beat  n^e  ;  it  is  doK 
Father,  I   stabbed    him,  throw    away  ik 

whip  I 
Now  God  will  scourge  me.    So  I  plueked 

the  flowers, 
And  sang  for  merey  in  the  holy  words 
Priest  Sampaou  taught  me,  AIiser€re  ! 

Cnn.  ITus 

Is  Edrlc's  child^  the  little  murderer* 
Who  did  my  deed  of  treason.      Edmiuii 

turn 
Those  ttnii^tful  eyes  from  off  me. 

Child.  Take  me  b«ci 

He  will    be  dead  .  ,  .  He  fell,  O  father, 

fell, 
And  when  I  pot  my  cheek  against  his  ftd^ 
Gave  a  great  pant      Let  *s  pmj  for  him 

together. 
Can  you  sing  M^ertre  t    For  I  did  it, 
And  then  he  looked  .  ,  .  Once  in  the  if?^ 

tod 
I  caught  an  owl,  and  hurt  its  wing*    T  wiJ 

so 
He  looked.      Oh,  quickly  tell  me  wheiv  hi 

lies  — 
Next  room  7   or  down  the  passage?    Bo 

you  know 
Ho  was  my  uncle,  and  was  kissing  me, 
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One«  two,  thiee,  on  my  head. 

Can*  Cease  \     From  these  lips, 

White,    ehildith     pemtents,    how     awful 

Aounds 
The  ^ild  avowal  of  their  treachery. 
Child,  it  w&B  I  who  Btruck  your  uDcle'a 

■ide, 
Who  falsely  kiAsed  him  ;  it  was  I  who  set 
Tour  father  on  this  wickedness  ;  *t  was  I 
Who  drove  your  frantic  iunoconee  to  work 
The  Bin  of  my  oonception.     Can  you  learn 
That  I  alone  am  ffuiitv,  and  God  h  wrath 
Will  visit  me  with  judgment  ? 

Child,  Come  alongf 

And  take  me  where  he  ii*     How  can  I  go  ? 
I  do  not  know  the  path  or  time  of  day. 
The  leaves  are   fading.     Can   the   blood 

flow  long 
Before  it  kills  ?  I  saw  it  spirt  and  jump  ; 
I  could  not  see  it  now.  1  ran  and  ran  .  .  . 
Perchance  I  stayed  too  Ions  about  the  fields* 
'T  is  dark  ;  no  trees  and  hedges.  He  is  gone, 
And  I  am  damned  forever ;  the  fresh  herbs 
Could  once  have  saved  me. 

Can,  He  is  chill  and  fainting  ; 

Give  me  these  bands. 

Child.     I  am  not  much  afraid. 
Before  I  struck  at  him  my  akin  was  hot ; 
Now  dew  is  falling  on  me  ;  it  is  oool. 
Let  me  lie  in  your  arms  where  I  can  look 
Up  at  the  sky.    There  *s  some  one  ,  .  *  and 

be  grows 
So  kindly.    Ob,  he  imilea  down  al)  the  way, 
Quite  golden  in  my  eyes. 

Can,  He  sees  the  moon. 

How  pale  and  cold  be 's  growing  t    All  the 

flowers 
Are  slipping  down.      I   cannot  bear  bis 

weight, 
Tis  eondcmuation.     There  is  just  a  spot 
Here  on  bis  garment,  one  bright  drop  of 

blooil. 
Sprinkling  liis  spirit ;  be  is  saved  ;  on  him 
It  is  the  very  mark  of  Christ ;  on  me 
Tbe  biot  that  makes  illegible  my  name 
r  tbe  book  ol  life. 

Chiid,  If  I  should  fall  asleep» 

It  will  not  matter^  for  I  could  not  see 
Tbe  beaUng  plants  by  night ;  besides,  my 

eyes 
Will  open  wide  at  morning.     I  most  hold 
Tbe  blesftkl  thistle  in  niv  hand,  and  pray  ; 
And  God  may  so  forgive  me.     Misertre! 
Can,    Tlie  child  is  dying  on  my  breast 

He  elcMea 


His  frightened  eyes  ;  tbe  notes  are  on  bia 

lips, 
His  arm  still  round  my  shoulder. 

Sharply  flows 
Tbe  Thames  now  he  is  dead  ;  tbe  rush,  the 

hum. 
Are  like  a  conscience  haunting  me  without. 
I  cannot  hear  it.     I  will  liine  him  furth 
To  tbe  engulfiug  river,  and  forget  him. 
Hank,  (mgau  iui pulse  1     I  would  learn  the 

prayer, 
Recall  tbe  gracious  song,  —  and  stormy 

sagas 
Come  hurtling  through  my  brain.     I  am  a 

stranger 
To  our  sweet  Saviour  Christ ;  I  cannot  pmy ; 
I  love  tbe  slaughter  of  my  enemies. 
And  to  exact  full  vengeance.     Little  one, 
Thou  shalt  have  fair^  white  cere-eloth,  and 

a  circlet 
Of  purest  g(jld.     Now  that  I  look  on  tbee, 
It  grows  soft  in  my  heart  as  when  tbejr 

chanted 
Across  the  stream  1  —  Canutt  th€  kmg  pasted 

And  listened.     Tliey  shall  sing  abont  thy 
grave. 
[/fe  hovm  hmgdfavtr  (ke  chUd  and  weept.^ 


THE   BURIAL  OF  ROBERT 
BROWNING 

Upon  St.  Micbaers  Isle 
They  laid  him  for  awhile 
That  he  might  feel  the  Oocsan't  full  em* 
orace. 
And  wedded  be 
To  that  wide  sea  — 
Tbe  subject  and  the  passion  of  his  race. 
As  ThetiSf  from  some  lovely  undex^ 
ground 
Springing,  she  girds  him  round 
With  Upping  sound 
And  silent  s^isce  : 
Then,  on  more  honor  bent, 
She  sues  tbe  Amuunottt, 
And  bids  the  Hovering,  wettero  clouds  com* 

bine 
To  spread  their  sabled  ambcff  cm  her  lui- 
troua  brine* 

It  might  not  be 
He  should  lie  bM 
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Forever  in  the  soft  liglit  of  the  sea. 
For  lo  J  one  came, 
Of  step  m&Te  alow  than  fame, 
Stooped  over  him  —  we  heft^  hyf  hreathe 
hia  name  — 
Andi  {IS  the  light  drew  buck. 
Bore  hitu  aerosa  tbe  ttuck 
Of  the  subiservieut  waves  that  dare  not 
foil 
That  veiled,  matenwil  figure  of  it.^ 
Dpoil. 

Ah  t  where  will  she  put  bj 
Her  joiiriiejing  majesty  ? 
She  hath  left  the  lauda  of  the  air  and  sun 
She  will  take  no  rest  till  her  course  be  riiL 
Follow  her  far,  follow  her  fa&t, 

Until  at  last, 
Within  a  narrow  transept  led, 
Lol  she  unwrapH  h^r  fac^  iu  pall  lier 
dead. 

Tis  England  who  has  travelled  far, 

Eughimi  will  I  brings 

Frctili   i^pletidor    to    her    galaxy    of 

Kings. 
We  kifla  her  feet,  her  hatid>i, 
Where  cloqcieut  she  stands  ; 
Nor  dare  to  lead 
A  wailful  choLr  about  the  poet  dumb 
Who  Is  become 
Part  of  the  glory  that  her  sooa  would  bleed 
To  save  from  si^ar  ; 
Yea,  hers  in  very  deed 
^  As  Runuyinede, 

Or  Trafalgar, 


WIND    OF    SUMMER 

O  wlifl"D,  thoii  haat  thy  kingdom  in  the  trees. 

And  all  thy  royalties 
Sweep  through  the  land  to-day. 

It  is  mid  June, 
And  thon,  with  all  thine  instruments  in  tune. 

Thine  orchestra 
Of  heaving  fields,  a: id  heavy,  b winging  fir, 
Strikest  a  lay  • 

That  doth  rehearse 
Her  ancient  freedom  to  the  universe. 
All  other  sound  in  awe 

Repeals  its  law  ; 
The  bird  is  nuite,  the  sea 
Suckfi  up  ita  wavci^,  from  rain 
The  burthened  clouds  refrain. 


To  listen  to  thee  in  thj  leaferj. 
Thou  uneotifiiied. 

Lavish,  large,  soothiug,  i^flu^nt  9am 

wind. 


THE   DANCERS 

I  0AKCE  and  datiee  I     Another  foon, 
A  hlaek  onei  dant^»  ou  the  lawn. 
tie  moves  with  me,  and  when  I  lift 
My  heels  his  feet  directly  shift  : 
[  cau^t  outdance  him  thotigb  I  try ; 
He  dances  nimbler  thaji  I. 
I  tutts  my  hcad»  and  so  doe  J  he  ; 
WJmt  tricks  he  dares  to  play  oa  me  1 
i  touch  the  ivy  in  my  h^ir  ; 
Ivy  he  haA  and  finger  there. 
The  iipiteful  thing  to  tnoek  me  eo  I 
[  wiU  outdance  him  I     Ho^  ho,  ho  1 


LETTICE 

IjIttle  Ijpttice  is  dead,  they  sa%'. 
The  bnjwn^  sweet  child   who  rolled  in 
bay  ; 

Ah,  where  shall  we  find  her? 

Fur  the  neighbors  pass 

To  the  prptty  lass, 
In  a  liuL'u  cere-^loth  to  wind  her. 

If  her  Slater  were  set  to  search 

The  nettle-green  nook  hedde  the  ehnr< 

Aud  the  way  were  shown  her 

Through  the  coftiu-gate 

To  her  dead  playmate. 
She  would  fiy  too  frightened  to  own  he 

Should  she  come  at  a  noondaj  call. 
Ah,  stealthy,  st^ialthy,  with  do  footfall. 
And  no  laughin^^  chatter. 
To  her  mother  t  were  worsa 
Thau  a  baiTen  curse 
That  her  own  little  wench  should  pat  h 

Little  Letticc  h  dead  and  gone  1 

Tlie  s^treara  by  her  garden  wanders  on 

Through  the  nishea  wider  ; 

She  fretted  to  know 

How  it's  bright  drops  grow 
On  the  lulls,  hut  no  haud  would  gtude  1 

Little  Lettice  ia  dend  and  tost  I 

Her  willow-tree  houghs  bj  storm  are  tosi 


^H 

^^H 

^^r                                 MICHAEL   FIELD 

Sai       1 

Ot',  tbe  awiiuuiiiig  sallows  !  ^ 

And  all  are   young  in  those  reverberant        ^M 

Where  ^Ue  crouebcd  tu  tlud 

bands  ;                                                            ^H 

Tbe  Dettt  of  the  wind 

None  marshals  them,  no  mellow  voice  oom^^^^H 

«ike  1^  w]it«r^fowri»  m  tbi»  abuIlowB* 

^^^^H 

They  whirl  aud  eddy  aa  the  shifting  aandl«^^^^^| 

a  tile  Lettiee  is  out  o(  sight ! 

^H 

^Iie  river-bed  iiiid  the  breea^  are  bright  t 

There,  there  ia  ruin,  and  no  ivy  clings  ;               ^M 

Hbr  ine,  were  it  sintiiug 

There    pass   the    mourners  for    untimely        ^M 
things,                                                          ■ 

^K  drc&m  that  she  kuuws 

^BTbere  the  suft  wiud  rose 

There  breaks  the  stricken  cry  of  crownless        ^H 

^pt  her  willctw-braticheii  is  thiDUiug  ? 

kings.                                                           ^M 

But  ever  and  anon  there  spreads  a  lM>om            ^U 

iliDt  a  WHY  from  our  praise  and  our  blame  ; 
Let  nut  lave  purnue  her. 

Uf    wonder  through  the    air,  arraigning        ^M 

doom                                                              ^^ 

But  coueeive  her  free 

With  ineffectual  plaint  as  from  a  t^mb.             ^M 

Where  the  bright  drops  be 

^H 

^  th«  hilU,  aud  no  huiger  rue  her  1 

■^^^^M 

1 

IRIS                              ^^M 

M       EARTH  TO   EARTH 

The  Iris  was  yellow,  the  moon  was  pale,          ^H 

■ 

In  the  air  it  was  stiller  than  snow,             ^^^M 

I  STOOD  to  hear  that  bold 

There  was  even  light  through  tbe  vale»       ^^^| 

Sentetice  of  grit  mid  mouldy 

But  a  vajioroiis  ^lieet                      ^^^^| 

K      Barth  io  earth  :  they  thrust 
H      On  his  coffin  aust ; 

Cluncf  about  my  feet»                      ^^^H 

And  I  dai^d  no  further  so,                      ^i^^H 

I  had  passed  the  poud,  I  could  see  tbs^^H 

H  Stones  itmck  against  his  graTe  : 

V  Oh,  tbe  old  days,  the  brave  I 

^1 

The  path  was  plain  for  more  than  a  mile,          ^H 

Just  with  a  pebble's  fall, 

Yet  I  dared  no  further  go.                               ^H 

Gr»ve-*li>^r,  you  turn  all 

^1 

Blifts  to  bereaving  ; 

To  catch  the  cleaving 

whist!                                          ^^H 

Of  Atropa*8  fine  shears 

A  noiseless  music  began  to  blow,             |^^_ 

Would  less  hurt  human  ears* 

A  music  that  moved  through  the  mist,        ^^^^| 

Tlmt  had  not  begun,                              ^H 

Live  senses  that  death  doonu  I 

Would  never  be  done,  —               ^^^H 

For  friendiihip  in  dear  foonui 

W^ith  that  music  I  must  go  :                     ^^^^M 

8tow4ightiug  £acet, 

Aud  I  found  myself  in   tbe  heart  of  tJi2^^^| 

Haod-ehuips,  embraces* 

tone,                                                    ^M 

Ashes  on  ashes  grind  : 
Oh,  poor  tips  len  behind  ! 

Wheeling  around  to  tbe  wMrr  of  the  moon«        ^M 
With  the  sheets  of  tbe  ituai  below.                  ■ 

■        AN   i€OLIAN    HARP 

In  my   hands  how  vrarm  were  the  little       ^M 

hands,                                                   ^H 

Ooer  thou  not  bear?    Amid  dun,  lonely 

know  :                                                 ^H 

hills 

I  did  not  think  of  the  elvan  bands,                     ^M 

Nor  of  anything                                     ^| 

4a  for  a  joy  that  no  fruition  fills* 

In  that  whirling  ring —                        ^H 

Here  a  cock  began  to  orow  !                            ^B 
Tbe  little  hands  dropped  that  had  elnng  ttt^^H 

Who  live  in  titat  far  country  of  the  wind  ? 

The  unelaimed  hopes,  the  powers  but  half- 

^^M 

divined, 

And  I  saw  again  by  the  pale  dawnlight     ^^^H 

like  shy,  heroic  paasions  of  mankind. 

The  iris^lMds  in  a  row«                           ^^^H 

s** 
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FROM    «  A  LOVE-TRILOGY" 

I  CHA.ROE  you,  O  winds  of  the  West,  0 
wiitdB  with  tlie  winp  of  the  dove, 

Tlmt  ye  blow  o'er  tlie  brows  of  my  Love^ 
breathing  low  thart  I  Bickou  for  Ioyq. 

I  eharge  you,  O  dews  of  the  Dawn,  i 

of  the  star  of  the  mora, 
Th^t  ye  fall  at  the  feet  of  my  love  with 

sound  of  one  weeping  forlorn. 

I  charge  ^oQr  O  htrdfl  of  the  Air,  0  bii^ds 

flymg  home  to  your  neat, 
That  ye  sing  in  hh  ears  of  tlie  joy  that 

forever  haa  fied  from  my  breasl, 

I  oharge  you,  O  flowers  of  the  Earth,  O 

frailest  of  things,  and  mo»t  fair, 
That  ye  droop  in  his  path  as  the  life  in  me 
shrivyla  consumed  by  despsiir. 

0  Moon,  when  he  lifts  up  hh  face,  when 

he  seeth  Ihe  waning  of  thee, 
A  memory  of   her  who   lies  wan   on   the 
limits  of  life  let  it  be. 

Many  tears  cannot  quench,  nor  my  sighs 
extinguish,  the  flames  of  lovers  fire. 

Which  lif  beth  my  heart  iike  a  wave,  and 
smites  it,  and  breaks  its  desire. 

1  rise  like  one  in  a  dream  when  I  see  the 

red  aim  flaring  low, 
That  drags  me  hack  shuddering  from  sleep 
eaoh  morning  to  life  with  its  woe. 

I  go  Uke  one  in  a  dream  ;  unhidden  my  feet 

know  the  way 
To  that  garden  where  love  stood  in  blossom 

with  the  red  and  white  hawthorn  of 

May. 

The  song  of  the  thrtistle  h  hushed,  and  the 
fountain  is  dry  to  its  eore, 

The  moon  cometh  up  as  of  old  ;  she  seeks, 
but  she  finds  him  do  mote. 

The  pale-faced,  pitiful  moon  shines  down 
on  the  grass  where  I  weep, 

My  face  to  tbe  earth,  and  my  breaj^t  in  an 
augui^b  ne'er  soothed  into  sleep. 


The  moon  returns,  and  the  spnng,  hiidi 
warble,  trees  burat  into  leaf. 

But  love  ouee  gone,  g<>ea  for^ireri  and  ft!l 
that  endures  is  the  gTief. 

THE   DEAD  ^ 

dead  abide  with  ni  I     Thon|fh  starl 

and  cold 
]  see  Ens  to  grip  themy  they  a^<&  witfa  m 

still : 

have  forced  our  ehalns  of  hewgfix 
good  or  ill ; 

heir  invisible  hands  tbeae  hands  yet 
hold. 

erishable  bodies  are  the  mould 

Ich  their  strong  imperishabte  wiU^ 

lity's  deep  yearning  to  fuMl  — 
axk.,.^  grown  incorporate  through  dim  tiint 

untold. 
Vibrations  infinite  of  life  in  death, 
As  a  star^fl  travelling  light  survives  its  star! 
So  may  we  hold  oor  lives,  that  wh**n  we  are 
The  fate  of  those  who  then  will  draw  thi§ 

breath, 
They  shall  not  drag  na  to  their  jndgment- 

bar, 
And  curse  the  heritage  which  we  be^u^tL 


FROM    "LOVE    IN    EXILE" 


Why  will  you  haunt  me  nmi wares. 

And  walk  into  my  Bleep, 
Pacing  its  shadowy  thoroughfares, 
Where  long-dried  perfume  scents  the  iiK^ 

While  ghosts  of  sorrow  creep. 
Where  on  Hope^s  rniued  altar-stairs. 

With  ine^cctual  beams, 
The  Moon  of  Memory  coldly  glares 

Upon  the  land  of  dreams? 

My  yearning  eyes  were  fatn  to  look 

l^pon  your  hiildeo  face  \ 
Their  love,  alas  I  yoti  could  not  brook, 
But  in  your  own  you  mutely  took 

My  band,  and  for  a  space 
You  wrung  it  till  I  throbbed  and  shook, 

And  woke  with  wildest  moan 
And  wet  face  channelled  like  a  brook 

With  your  tears  or  my  own. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^K^^^l 

^^H 

ROBERT  LOUIS   STEVENSON 

S»3™ 

2 

Didst  tbou  not  love  me  once  in  ages  old  ? 

We  met  «<  itnuigefii  on  Ufe'e  lonely  waj, 
And  jet  it  Aeetned  we  knew  each  othei- 

Had  I  not  called  thee  with  importunate 

cries, 

weUi 

And,  like  a  child  left  sobbing  in  the  cold^ 

There  was  no  end  to  what  thou  hadst  to 

Listened  to  catch  from  far  thy  fond  re- 

say. 

plies  ? 

Or  to   the  thoujjand  things  I  found  to 

U'll. 

We  met  as  strangers,  and  as  such  we  part ; 

My  heart,  long  silent,  at  thy  voitie  that  day 

Yet  all  my  life  seems  leaving  me  with 

Chimed  in  my  hreaat  Uke  to  a  silver 

thine  ; 

bclL 

Ah,  to  be  clasped  once  only  heart  to  heart. 

If  only  once  to  feet  that  thou  wcrt  mine  I 

How  much  we  spoke^  and  yet  Btili  left 

These  lips  are  locked,  and  yet  I  know  thou 

untold 

art 

Some  secret  half   revealed  within  onr 

That  all  in  all  for  which  my  soul  did         i 

eyes: 

pioe. 

■ 

fiobrrt  loutjtf  ^tetimitfon 

1 

PIRATE  STORY 

[  saw  the  next-door  garden  lie,                       ^^M 

Adorned  with  Dowers,  before  my  eye,             ^H 

And  many  pleasant  &aes  more                       ^^M 

swing. 

That  I  hod  never  seen  before.                         ^^M 

Throe  of  us  aboard  in  the  baaket  on  the 

^^M 

lea. 

I  saw  the  dimpling  river  pass                           ^H 
And  be  the  sky*s  blue  lookbg^laaa  i             ^H 

Winds  are  in  the  air,  they  are  blowing  in 

the  springs 

The  dusty  roads  go  up  and  down                      ^^M 

And  waves  are  on  the  meadow  like  the 

With  people  tramping  in  to  town*                  ^^M 

waves  there  are  at  sea. 

^^H 

If  I  could  find  a  higher  tree                            ^^M 

Where    shaU    we   adventure,   to-day   that 

Farther  and  farther  I  should  MSi                    ^^U 

To  where  the  grown-up  river  slips                   ^^M 

Wary  of  the  weather  and  steering  by  a 

Into  the  sea  among  tbe  shipsy                         ^^M 

star? 

^^H 

Shall  it  be  to  Africa,  a-«teering  of  the  boat, 

To  where  the  roads  on  either  hand                  ^H 

To   Providence,  or  Babylon,  or  off   to 

Lead  onward  into  fairy  land,                             ^^| 

Malabar? 

Where  all  thf  children  dine  at  five^                 ^^M 

And  all  the  playthings  come  alive.                    ^H 

Hi  I  but  here  's  a  squadron  a-rowing  on 

^^ 

the  sea  — 

THE  LAND  OF  COUNTERPANE           J 

Ca^le  on  the  meadow  a-charging  with  a 

■              roar  I 

When  I  was  sick  and  Lit  Spbed,                     ^H 
I  had  two  pillows  at  my  lie«4«                          ^H 

■  Qnick,  and  we  11  escape  them,  they  're  as 

B               mad  aa  they  ean  be. 

And  all  my  toys  beaide  me  lay                        ^^M 

r      The  wicket  is  the  harbor  and  the  garden 

To  keep  me  happy  all  the  day.                        ^H 

ifl  tbe  shore. 

^^H 

And  sometimes  for  an  hour  or  so                    ^^M 

FOREIGN  LANDS 

I  iK-atched  my  leaden  soldiers  go,                      ^^M 

W^ith  different  uniforms  and  drilla,                   ^H 

Vr  into  the  cherry  tree 

Among  the  bed-clothes,  through  the  hilla ;            ■ 

MTbo  should  climb  hut  little  me  ? 

1 

I  held  the  tmok  with  both  my  hands 

And  somstimss  sent  my  ships  in  fleets             ^H 

And  looked  abroad  on  foreign  landa. 

All  up  and  dims  among  the  sheets :               ^^^ 

5U 
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Or  bTfmght  my  tr«es  and  houses  out. 
And  planted  cities  all  about* 

I  was  tbe  giant  great  and  still 
That  sita  upon  tuc  pilJciw-liiUr 
And  mes  before  him*  dale  and  pUuo, 
The  pleasant  land  of  counterpane. 

THE   LAND   OF   NOD 

From  breakfast  on  thpongh  all  the  day 
At  home  among  mj  friondi  I  stayj 
But  every  night  I  go  abroad 
Afar  into  the  land  of  Nod- 
All  bj  myself  I  have  to  go, 
With  none  to  tell  nie  what  to  do  — 
All  alone  beside  the  streams 
And  up  the  ii]oniitain-&idei  of  dreanis. 

The  strangest  things  ai«  there  for  me, 
Both  thiiigi^  to  eat  and  things  to  see, 

And  TOauy  frightening  sights  abroad 
Till  morning  m  the  land  of  Nod. 

Try  as  I  like  to  find  the  wnji 
I  never  can  get  bat-k  by  day> 
Nor  can  remember  plain  and  clear 
The  curious  music  that  I  hear. 

IN  THE  SEASON 

It  is  the  season  now  to  go 
About  the  couiitry  high  and  low, 
Among  the  lilacs  hand  in  hond^ 
And  two  bj  two  in  fairy  land. 

The  hrocMUng  boy^  the  sighing  matd. 
Wholly  fain  and  half  af  raid^ 
Now  meet  along  the  hazelled  brook 
To  pass  and  linger,  pause  and  look. 

A  year  ago,  and  blithely  paired. 

Their  rough-and-tumble  play  they  shared ; 

They  kissed  and  quarrelledp  laughed  and 

cried, 
A  year  ago  at  Eastertide. 

With  bursting  heart,  with  fiery  face, 

She  strove  against  him  in  the  race  ; 

He  unabashed  her  garter  saw, 

That  now  would  touch  her  skirts  with  awe. 

Now  by  the  stile  ablaze  she  Rtops, 
And  his  demurer  eyes  he  drops  ; 


I 


Now  they  excluuige  averted  aigbs 
Or  itand  and  marry  ailent  eyes. 

And  be  to  her  a  Hero  is 
And  sweeter  she  than  primroeea  ; 
Their  common  silence  dearer  far 
Than  nightingale  and  mavia  ar«. 

Now  when  they  sever  wedded  lmnd% 
Ji     '   ambles  in  their  bosoni-stnuids, 
ively  laughter  leaps  and  falls 
theif  lips  m  madrigalfl. 

TO   N.  V,    DE  G,  S, 


ofathotnahle  aea,  and  time,  mad  t^Ok 
leeds  of  heroes  and  the  crimes  of 
kings 

t  ns  ;  and  the  river  of  events 
or  an  age  of  years,  to  ea^t  and  wert 
widely  wime  our  cradles.     Tben  ta 
me 
Art  foreign,  a-i  when  seamen  at  the  dawn 
Dt'j^rry  a  laiid  far  ofT  and  know  not  whieL 
So  I  approach  uncertain  ;  so  I  cruise 
Round  thy  mysterious  islet,  and  behold 
Surf  and  great  mountniua  and  loud  river- 
bars. 
And  from  the  shore  hear  inland  voiees  cmll. 
Strange  is  the  seaman's  heart ;  he  hopefi, 

he  feara  ; 
Draws  closer  and  sweeps  widep  from  tha^ 

coast  ; 
Last,  his  rent  sail  refits,  and  to  the  deep 
His  aim  tiered  prow  uncomforted  puts  back 
Yet  as  he  goes  he  ponders  at  the  helm 
Of  that  bright  bland  ;  where  he  feared  U 

touch, 
His  spirit  readventures  ;  and  for  years, 
Where  by  hh  wife   he  slumbers  safe  Al 

home. 
Thoughts  of  that  land  revisit  him  ;  he  se« 
The  eternal  mountains  beckon,  and  awakt"^ 
Yearning  for   that   far   home  that   mig^hi 
have  been^ 

IN   THE   STATES 

With  half  a  heart  I  wander  here 

As  f mm  an  age  gone  by, 
A  brother  —  yet  though  young  in  years, 

An  elder  brother,  L 

You  speak  another  tongne  than  mine^ 
Though  both  were  ^English  bom. 
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1  towards  the  night  of  time  decline. 
You  mount  into  the  morn. 

Youth   shall   grow  great  and  strong  and 
free, 

But  age  must  still  decaj  : 
To-morruw  tor  the  States  —  for  me^ 

£ngl&nd  and  Yesterday. 
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THE  SPAEWIFE 


Oh»  I  wad  like  to  ken  —  to  the  beggar-wife 
says  I  — 

Wliy  chops  are  guid  to  brander  and  nane 
sat?  guid  to  frj. 

An'  siller^  that  *s  sae  braw  to  keep,  is 
brawer  still  to  gi'e. 

Jt  'f  gtjf  an*  eoMy  irpienn\  sajs  the  beggar- 
wife  to  me. 

Oh,  I  wad  like  to  ken  — to  the  beggar-wile 
says  I  — 

Hoo  a*  things  come  to  be  whanr  we  find 
them  when  we  try. 

The  lasses  in  their  claes  an*  the  fisbei  in 
the  sea. 

/( *f  gey  an*  eoMy  8pierin\  says  the  beggar- 
wife  to  me. 

Ohf  I  wad  like  to  ken  —  to  the  beggar-wifo 

says  I  — 
Why  lads  are  a*  to  sell  an*  lasses  a'  to  buy  ; 
An*  naebody  for  dacency  but  barely  twa  or 

three- 
It  V  giy  an*  eaiy  gpierin^t  says  the  beggar^ 

wife  to  me. 

Oh,  I  wad  like  token — to  the  beggar- wife 
says  I  — 

Gin  death's  as  shiir«  to  men  as  killin'  is  to 
kye, 

Why  God  has  filled  the  yearth  sae  fu*  o' 
tasty  things  to  nree. 

Jt '«  gey  an*  emy  gpierm*,  says  the  beggar- 
wife  to  me. 

Oh,  I  wad  like  to  ken  —  to  the  beggar-wife 
says  I  — 

The  reason  o*  the  eauae  an'  the  wherefore 
o*  the  why, 

Wi'  mony  aaither  riddle  brings  the  tear 
into  my  e'e. 

//  *i  gey  an*  easy  9pierin\  says  the  beggar- 
wife  to  me« 


HEATHER  ALE  :  A  GALLOWAY 
LEGEND 

From  the  bonny  Mh  of  heather 

They  hrewe<i  a  drink  loiig-synej 
Waa  sweeter  far  thiui  houey, 

Was  stronger  far  than  wine. 
They  hrewecT it  and  they  drank  it. 

And  lay  in  a  blessed  s wound  

For  days  and  days  together 

In  their  dwelUngs  underground.. 

There  rose  a  king  in  Scotland^ 

A  fell  man  to  his  foes. 
He  smote  the  Picts  in  battle, 

He  hunted  them  like  roes. 
Over  miles  of  the  red  mountain 

He  hunted  as  they  fled, 
And  strewed  the  dwarfish  bodies 

Of  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Summer  came  in  the  country. 

Red  was  the  heather  bell ; 
But  the  manner  of  the  brewing 

Waa  none  alive  to  tell. 
In  giavea  that  were  like  children*i 

On  many  a  mountain  head, 
The  Brewsters  of  the  Heather 

Lay  numbered  with  the  dead. 

The  king  in  the  red  moorland 

Rode  on  a  iummer's  day  ; 
And  the  bees  hummed,  and  the  onrlei 

Cried  beside  the  way. 
The  king  rode,  and  was  angry  ; 

Black  was  hh  brow  and  pale, 
To  rule  in  a  land  of  heather 

And  lack  the  Hesther  Ale. 

It  fortuned  that  bis  vassals, 

Riding  free  on  the  heatb^ 
Came  on  a  stone  that  was  fallen 

And  vermin  hid  beneath. 
Rudely  plucked  from  their  hiding. 

Never  a  word  they  snoke  : 
A  son  and  his  aged  father  — 

Last  of  the  dwarfish  folk. 

The  king  sat  high  on  hts  charger. 
He  looked  on  the  little  men  ; 

And  the  dwarfiah  and  swarthv  couple 
Looked  at  the  king  again.  ' 

I>own  by  the  iibore  he  had  them  ; 
And  tnere  on  the  giddy  brink  — 
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"  I  will  give  3 
For  the  m^ 


:e,  ye  venmop 


There  stood  the  ^n  and  father 

And  they  tuokod  high  and  low ; 
Tho  heather  was  red  iu*ouiid  them, 

The  sea  r«mble<l  btflow. 
And  up  aiid  s(>oke  the  father, 

Shrill  was  his  voice  to  hear  ; 
« I  have  a  word  in  priTate- 

A  word  for  the  fc^^oa  & 

*•  life  is  dear  to  the  aged» 

And  honor  a  little  thing ; 
I  would  gladly  sell  the  secreti" 

Quoth  the  Piet  to  the  King. 
His  voice  was  small  as  a  sparrow^s, 

And  shrill  and  wonder fui  clear ; 
^  I  would  gladly  sell  my  aeerett 

Only  my  sou  I  fear» 

**  For  lifo  is  a  Utile  matter, 

Aiiri  duath  k  nought  to  the  joong  ; 
And  I  dare  not  sell  my  honor 

Under  the  eye  of  my  son. 
Take  him,  O  king,  and  bind  him, 

And  cast  him  far  in  the  deep  ; 
And  it 's  I  will  tell  the  secret 

That  I  have  sworn  to  keep." 

They  took  the  son  and  bound  him, 

Neck  and  heels  in  a  thong, 
And  a  lad  took  him  and  swung  him, 

And  flung  him  far  and  strong, 
And  the  sea  swallowed  his  body. 

Like  that  of  a  child  of  ten  ;  — 
And  there  on  the  cliff  stood  the  father, 

Last  of  the  dwarfish  men. 

**  True  was  the  word  I  told  you  : 

Only  my  son  I  feared  ; 
For  I  doubt  the  sapling  courae^ 

That  goes  without  the  beard. 


But  now  in  yarn  is  the  tortoreii 

Fire  shall  never  aviul  ; 
Here  dies  in  tny  bosom 
The  seeret  of  HeaUier  Ale  " 

THE   WHAUPS 
TO  S.  R.   C. 

**  Blows  the  wind  to-day,  and  the  sub  i 

the  rain  are  Hying — » 
lowi  the  wind  on  the  moors  to-day  i 

now, 
are  about  the  graves  of  the  marten 

whaaps  are  crying^, 
[y  heart  remembers  now  I 

ray,  recumbent  tombe  of    the  dead 

desert  places, 
banding  stones  on  the  vacant,  red-w 

moor, 
e  of  »heep,  and  the  homes  of  the  alL 

vanished  races 
And  winds  austere  and  pure  I 

**  Be  it  granted  me  to  behold  yoa  again 
dying, 
Hills  of  home  !  and  I  hear  again  the  call 
Hear  about  the  graves  of  the  martyrs  t 
pee-wees  crying, 
And  hear  no  more  at  all." 

REQUIEM 

Under  the  wide  and  starry  sky, 
Dig  the  grave  and  let  me  lie. 
Glad  did  I  live  and  gladly  die, 
And  I  laid  me  down  with  a  will. 

This  be  the  verse  you  grave  for  me  : 
Here  he  lies  where  he  longed  to  be; 
Home  is  the  sailor,  home  from  sea. 
And  the  hunter  home  from  the  hill. 


d&kt^on  Wf^itt 


A  BALLADE  OF  PLAYING  CARDS 

To  soothe  a  mad  King's  fevered  brain 
(So    runs    the    legend),    cards   were 
made, 

When  Gringonneur  for  Charles  insane 
"  Diversely  colored  "  heart  and  spade, 


Diamond  and  club,  the  painted  jade, 
The  light-heeled  Jack,  and  beckoning 

Called,  to  their  royal  cousin's  aid, 
Puppets  of  knave,  and  queen,  and  kin^ 

Grim  fancy  I  that  the  playful  train, 
The  quaint,  grimacing  cavalcade^ 


I^^^HI 

^H 

^^H 
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Should  wreck  sQch  ills  where  they  obtain 

Nor  if  De^ith  cometh  aoon,  or  lingering          1 

The  victims  to  their  sorry  trade. 

slow,                                                             J 

The  player  cozeued  by  the  played  • 

Send  on  ahead  his  herald  of  Despatr.             ^H 

F^tebuartla  miprenie  ;  to  thii)  tht^y  hriti]? 

Both  pliant  buck  and  royst^^rinfi:  bhidef 
Puppeta  of  knave,  and  queen,  and  king. 

r-              ^ 

On  this  gray  life,  Ijove  lights  with  golden          1 

glow;                                                               1 

Refracted   from    The    Soarve,   his   bright          1 

1       From  reckleas  play,  what  noble  ffain  ? 
One  friend  hard  hit,  the  reHt  afraid 

wings  throw                                                    1 

Its  glory   round   us,  should   Fate  grant    ^^t 

To  abow  tbeir  oleaaure  at  Uia  pain, 
Such  sympadiy  might  well  persitiade 
1           The  curds  in  garinh  heaps  cliftp laved 
To  join,  with  impifib  revelling. 

And  jeer  as  all  his  fortiine^  failc  — 

our  prayer                                                ^^M 

»  A  little  love  I              ^M 

■ 

A  little  ;  't  is  aa  much  as  we  may  bear,          ^" 

For  Love  Is  compassed  with  sut  li  njagie  air 

Pnppeta  of  knave,  and  queen,  and  king. 

Who  breathes  it  fully  dies  ;  and,  knowing 

t'BNVOt 

ao, 
The  Gods  all  wisely  hut  a  taste  bestow 
For  little  lives,—  a  httle  while  they  spare 

Prince  !  after  all,  they  are  the  shade, 

The  type  of  every  earthly  thing. 

A  little  love. 

And  wp,  through  all  life's  masquerade, 

^^M 

Puppets  of  knave,  and  queen,  and  king. 

A  PRIMROSE    DAME               ^H 

8b R  has  a  primrose  at  her  breast,           ^^M 

SUFFICIENCY 

I  almost  wish  I  were  a  Tory.                ^^M 

I  like  the  RAdicals  the  Itest  ;                     ^M 

A  LITTLE  love,  of  Heaven  a  little  share, 

She  ban  a  primrose  at  her  breast ;           ^^| 

And  then  we  go  —  wliat  uiatters  it  ?  since 

Ni>w  is  it  chance  she  so  ts  dreet,                ^^H 

where, 

Or  nm^t  1  tell  a  story  ?                          ^H 

Or  when,  or  bow,  none  may  aforetime 

8he  baM  a  primrose  at  ber  br«ft«l,            ^^M 

know, 

I  almost  wish  I  trere  a  Tory.                 ^^M 

^^0f|n  Hrttjur  4BoobfIit1b                             ^M 

SCHfiNE   ROTHRAUT 

Look  mr  full,  and  if  thou  darest,                 ^^M 

KiJis  the  daughter  of  the  kiug/'               ^^M 

Takf  as  gold  this  old  tradition 

^^M 

Of  the  rfjyal-reiider»»il  wnge. 

StArk  be  stood,  all  wonders  mingling,         ^^M 

Gnenhm  of  love's  mud  Hinhition 

Tb«>ii  fmni  he-art  to  finger-tips                  ^^| 

In  the  true  heart  of  a  page. 

Rushed  the  heated  life-blood  tingling          ^H 

As  he  seized  upon  her  li]>s.                         ^H 

He*  his  passion  vainly  biding, 

^H 

Worn  and  pale  with  Ijojm'Iohs  pain, 

Omsbing  new1>om  awe  with  lan^^iurr,          ^H 

Through  the  Huniiner  wiwtds  was  riding 

SiUd  she,  ''Thus  muAt  end  Ihv  |min  ;        ^M 

CIu«e  beside  his  mixtreHii*  reiu, 

Se4^  thou  iit*ver  mors  liemafter                      ^^M 

Lookest  for  like  gmee  ngnin*"                  ^H 

^  Wby  to  aad,  my  page  ?  '*  and  tuniing, 
Qnsed  she  stndgnt  uito  hia  eyaii. 

^^1 

Spake  he  gUd  :  *'  Each  leaf  that  gltt^         ^H 

**T  hi  thy  thought  my  bosom  bnming 

ters                                                            ^M 

With  a  flame  that  never  diea/' 

In  the  sun  thy  gift  h«lll  MM ;                 ^H 

Every  hinl  that  fungn  and  twittcfi              ^H 

fluahed  she  then,  but  answered,  **narest 

Knowcth  where  my  lips  Imtt  been.         ^^M 

Thou  to  feed  the  flame  I  bring  ? 

^^^^J 

jaS 
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"  And  the  winda  from  dawn  to  vesper, 
Blow  they  north  or  blow  they  souths 

Sof Uy  in  oiy  ear  ahflll  whiBper^ 

*  Thou  haat  kissed  Selione  Hotkraut^B 
mouth/ 

*  Every  floweret  of  the  meadow. 

Every  bird  upon  the  tree* 
hx  !ife^a  B 11  n shine  or  ita  ihadowi 

Shall  briDg  hack  my  joy  lo  tue/' 

A   PARABLE   OF   THE   SPIRIT 

£  CA|«i;  m  tight  that  I  might  behold 

The  shadow  which  shut  roe  jvpart  of  old* 

Lo,  it  was  lyiog  robed  in  white, 

With  the  still  palms  crossed  o'er  ft  lily, 

bright 
With  salt  min  of  tears  ;  and  everywhere 
Around  lay  blossoms  that  tilled  the  air 
With  perfume,  a  now  of  flowers  that  lud 
The  inow  of  the  silken  c^gverlid 
With  myrtle  and  orange  bloom  and  store 
Of  jnflinine  stjira,  and  a  wreath  it  wore 
Of  steplmnotia-     Still  it  lay, 
For  its  time  of  tmvail  bad  paused  away. 
"  Uf  old  It  was  nuver  so  fair  as  this," 
I  ftaid,  sm  I  bent  me  down  to  kiss 
The  cast  swathing  robe.  "It  i«  well  that  so 
1  see  it  before  I  turn  to  go  — 
Turn  to  depart  thai  I  may  bleaa 
The  love  that  hik$  shown  suuh  tenderness." 

So  I  pft-^s^ed  to  my  moLher*s  side, 

Where  she  lay  sleepless  and  weary-eyed  ; 

Gliileil  within,  that  I  might  i^ee 

The   chamber  her  h>ve   had   reserved  for 

me. 
It  wiw  wide  and  warm,  and  furnished  forth 
Witb  the  best  she  hatl,  with  gifts  of  worth. 
Anxious  watc*liiiigs  and  tears  and  prayers 
And  miumtrationa  of  many  years. 
I  bent  me  di»wn  o'er  her  wrir»kled  brow 
And  kissed  it  smooth,  bm  £  whispered  low 
Conifort  and  hi^pe  for  her  daughter  dear, 
Till  mj   whisper  drew  forth  the   healing 

tear. 
Last^  I  kissed  her  to  slumber  deep, 
Kissed  her  to  quiet  rest  and  sleep. 

I  passed  to  my  sister^s  heart,  and  there 
1  heard  j^weet  notes  of  her  soaring  prayer  ; 
And,   joining    therewith,    found     the    fair 

wbite  shrine 
That  her  lo?e  had  set  apart  as  mine. 


On  its  alabaster  altar  st^od 
A  vessel  with  aacrtflcml  blood* 
Incense  of  sweet  nrnfelJishnesi^ 
Rose  ever,  a  pillar  of  light  to  bless 
That  lair  pure  pljiee  with  it^  tloweiVBWKt 

fume. 
Dimmed  was  that  shrine   by  tio  cloud  of 

gloom. 
But  bright  shone  that  pillar  which  ram 

above 
On      sr   eartldy  jewek   with    ita    lamlicsl 
love* 

:new  that  any  gift  of  mind 
taught  by  her  treaatire  of  loyie  dlTiD&. 
ag  freely  down  ;  but  a  Oower  I  leoi 
wotdd  bloom  in  her  liosom  with  swed 
content, 
'1        I  forget-me*not.     **  Though  poor,**  I 

Baid, 
*  her  blossoms  of  living  love^  the  deal 

1  yet  be  loved,  and  I  will  that  she 
k      ^  this,  and  render  it  hwck  to  me" 
1  KJiew  how  my  blossom   would    live  and 

gl'OW, 

An  I  kissed  it  once  ere  I  turned  to  go  ; 

Turned  to  go  t-o  my  cousin  Kate  — 
She  wbo  was  rival  to  me  of  late. 
Jealous,  unhappy,  hut  in  the  end 
Nursed  me  aud  tended  me  like  a  friend. 
I  ^searched  her  hearty  and  soon  I  found 
A  plot  of  mine  in  her  garden  ground  ; 
Flowers  weir^  there  wliieli  had  ri]>ened  seed. 
But  among  them  many  a  yellow  weed* 
Still,  I  sfiw  with  a  gh'wldened  e3*e 
1  he  weeds  were  pining  and  like  to  die, 
Whilst    heartsease    throve,   and    spriijs  d 

me 
Watered  well  with  remorseful  dew. 
So  I  bent  down  and  rooted  ont 
Nettles  of  envy,  and  round  about 
Cleared  the  gronud  that  the  dowers  mlg^i 

live, 
Live  and  blossom  and  grow  and  thrive. 
Lastly,  1  drew  with  cortk  of  love 
A  thistle  of  pride  naught  else  might  mo^i' 
Pressed  her  forehead  and  swiftly  piwse^l  — 
For  I  kept  my  beat  gifts  to  the  last  — 
Treasures  of  comfort  and  hope  to  cheer 
The  heart  which  my  own  nad  held  mt»^£ 

dear. 

I  drcampd  ijf  the  bliss  that  I  should  fee? 
Wheti    tJmt   opened     heart   ahould   to  iJ^ 
reveal 
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ItM  fulness,  before  but  dimly  seen. 
As  I  lifted  its  veils  and  entered  in  — 
Euteredf  and  saw  witb  mute  amaro 
How  »qualid  and  narrow  was  the  placCp 
Stillf  I  fancied,  perchance  for  me 
'Ilie  beat  of  that  which  is  here  may  be. 
SeAFching  iu  dusk,  I  forced  my  waj 
To  the   secret   place   where   mjr  chamber 

Choked  with  the  sordid  piles  o'erthrown 
Of  a  iiii^er'a  dust  which  had  been  my  own, 
Till  but  little  space  for  me  remainedt 
All  being  filtliy  and  weather-stained  ; 
Whilst  evil  fungi^  spawn  of  lust. 
Pushed    through     the     rotten    iloor,    and 

thrust 
Unsightly  growths  in  that  evil  spaee» 
And  vanity  pretted  in  the  crowded  spftce 
Till  room  was  scanty  for  me  to  tread. 
I  gazed  shadowed  a  moment  before  I  Hed, 


For  no  pft  of  mine  of  love  or  i 

Might  live  in  that  pestilential  air  ; 

StilU  for  the  love  of  dreams  bygone, 

I  could  not  leave  him  quite  alone. 

So  I  plaitt(!d  cypress  to  warn  of  death. 

It  might  live»  and  its  keen  balsamic  breath 

Would  wither  these  fnngi  one  by  onc^ 

Giving  entrance,  perehanea,  to  some  ray  ol 


Then  I  departed,  earth's  lesson  o'er. 
Never  henceforth  shall  I  enter  more  ; 
And   the    thought   was    mine    of    former 

dread 
And  former  loogitigs,  and  so  I  Baid» 
**  Blind  I  was  when  my  dearest  wish 
Was  ever  to  dwell  in  a  home  like  this,** 
KneW|  as  I  went  forth  to  my  rest» 
My  prayer  was  a  cbild*s,  and  God  knew 

beet 


€nt  flB<icfta|i 


THE  WAKING   OF  THE   LARK 

O  soirinx  bizd,  that  in  the  brake,  exultant, 

doat  prepare  thee, 

Ab  poets  do  whose  thoughts  are  trne,  for 

wings  that  will  upt>ear  tliee  — 

Oh  I  teirme,  tell  me,  lionnic  bird, 

Canst  thou  not  pipe  of  hope  deferred  ? 

Or  canst  thou  sing  of  naught  but  Spring 

among  the  golden  meadows  ? 

Methinks  a  bard  (and  thou  art  one)  fthonld 

suit  hiw  Bong  to  sorrow, 
And  tell  of  pain,  as  well  as  gain,  that  waits 
us  on  the  morrow  ; 
Bat  thou  art  not  a  prophet,  thou, 
If  naught  but  joy  can  touch  thee  now  ; 
If,  in  thy  heart,  thou   hast  no  vow  that 
speaks  of  Nature's  anguish. 

Oh  1    I  have  held  my  sorrows  dear,  and 
felt,  though  poor  and  slighted, 
he  songs  we  love  are  those  we  hear  when 

lovi*  is  unr»*nuited  ; 
But  thou  art  still  the  slave  of  dawn. 
And  cjinst  not  sing  till  night  be  gone, 
Till  o*er  the  pathway  of  the  favm  the  sun- 
•kioe  and  quiver. 


Tliou  art  the  minion  of  the  sun  that 

in  his  splendor, 
And  canst  not  spare  for  Dian  fair  the  longv 
that  should  attend  her. 
The  moon,  so  sad  and  silver-pale. 
Is  mistreaaof  the  nightingale  ; 
And  thou  wilt  sing  on   hill  and  dale  no 
ditties  ui  the  darkness. 

For  Queen  and  Kin^  thou  wilt  not  spare 

one  note  of  tlune  outpouring  ; 
And  thou  'rt  as  free  as  breexea  be  on  N»> 
ture*s  velvet  flooring. 
The  daisy,  with  its  hood  undone. 
The  graaa,  the  sunlight,  and  the  sun  ^ 
These  are  the  joys,  thou  holy  one,  that  pay 
ibee  for  thy  singing. 

Oh,  hush  I  Oh,  hush  f  how  wild  a  gQsh  of 

rapture  in  the  distanoe  — 
A  roll  of  rhymes,  a  toll  of  chimes,  a  cry  far 
love^w  SAfiistance  ; 
A  sound  that  wells  from  happy  tliroata^ 
A  flood  of  song  where  beauty  floats. 
And  where  our  thoughts,  like  gold^^n  boat% 
do  seem  to  onwa  a  river. 
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I 


Thk  is  the  advent  of  the  lark  —  the  priest 

in  gray  apparel  — 
Who  doth  prepare  to  trill  in  ait-  hh  ainleBs 
aumtaer  carol  ; 
This  IB  the  prelude  to  the  lay 
The  birds  did  sing-  in  C^sar  s  day, 
ind  will  flgain^  for  aye  and  aye,  in  pmbe 
of  G<Mi*a  creation. 

O  daint J  thing,  on  wonder's  wing,  by  life 

and  love  elated, 
Ob  I  aing  aloud  from  eloud  to  c]ond»  till 
day  be  consecrated  ; 
Till  fn*iii  the  gateways  of  the  morn. 
The  auu,  with  all  hb  light  unahorn, 
Hia  robea  of  darknfsaa  round  htm  torn,  doth 
scale  the  lofty  heayena  I 

^  MARY   ARDEN 

O  THOU  to  whotUf  athwart  the  pertahed  days 
And  pax-ted   nigbta,  long  sped,  we  lift  our 

gaze, 
Behokl  I    I    greet    thee    with    a    iiiodtiru 

riiyme, 
Liove-lit  and  reverent  as  befits  the  time, 
To  aolemnize  the  feast-day  of  thy  son. 

And   who   was   he  who   Bourished   in   the 

anriles 
Of  thy  fair  face  7     'T  was  Shnkeapeare  of 

the  Isles, 
Shakeapeare  of  Englaitd,  whom  the  world 

has  known 
As  thine,  and  ouraj  and  Glorj\  in  tb^  zone 
Of   all  the   seas   and   aU    the    landn   uf 

earth. 

He  was  unfanioua  when  he  eatne  to  thee, 
But  sound,  and  aweet,  and  good  for  eyes  to 

aee, 
And  bum   at  Stratford,  on  St   0«?orge'3 

i>Y. 

A   week   before   the   wondrous   month   of 
May  ; 
And  God  therein  was  gracious  to  us  alL 

He  loved    thee,  larly  t  and   be  lovetl   the 

world  ; 
And,  like  a  fla^,  his  fealty  was  un  fur  Jed  ; 
And  kings  who  floiirijshi^d  tsre  thy  son  wan 

horn 
Shall  live  through  him,  from  morn  to  fur* 

thc^»t  morn, 
Id  aJJ  the  far-off  cycles  yet  to  come. 


He  gave  ns  Fal staff,  and  a  hundred  qaip% 
A  hvmdred  mottoes  from  immortal  lip«  ; 
And,  year  by  year,  we  smile  to  keep  awij 
The  generous  tefirs  that  miiid   ua   of  tJM 

sway 
Of   bis   great    singings    and     the   pomp 

thereof. 

His  was  the  nectar  of  the  goda  of  Greiec^ 
lute   of    Orpheus,   luid     thfi    Gokla 
Fleece 
■  and  endeavor  ;  and  the  thtmdef'-roU 

rda  majeatic,  which,  from  pole  to  p^ 
i^e  borne  the  tiding:s  of  our  EngSist 
tongue* 

ave   ns  Hamlet ;  and    be  tanght  ds 
more 

ichools  have  taught  us  ;  and  his  faifj* 
lore 
''         fraught  with  science ;  and  he  eatlttl 

from  death 
Veronals  lovers,  with  the  burning  breath 
Of  thtnr  great  p;i3Siou  that  h:iii  tilled  Hbt 
spheres. 

He  made  um  know  Cordplia,  and  the  miia 
Wha  murdfred  sleep,  and  bulefut  Caliban  ; 
And,  one  by  oue,  athwart   the  gloom  «^ 

pcared 
Maidens   and   men   and    myths    who  wtre 

revered 
In  oldi^n  days,  before  the  earth  was  ^L 

A  J  I  thifl  is  true.     It  was  ordain^  so  ; 
He  was  thine  own,  three  hundred  years  Ago; 
But  ours  to-ilay  ;   and  ours    till  earth  be 

red 
With  doom-day  splendor  for  the  quick  and 

dyad, 
And  days  and  nights  he  scattered  tike  tbe 

leaves. 

It  was  for  this  be  lived,  for  this  he  died  : 
To  rai.se  to  Heaven   the    face   that  nefer 

lied, 
To  lean  to  earth  the  lips  that  should  be* 

come 
Fraught  with  conviction  when  tbe  montb 

was  diiinb, 
And   all  the    hrm,  flue  body  tamed  tx 

clny. 

He  lived  to  seal,  and  sanctify,  the  Uve^ 
Of  perished  niaida,  and  uncreated  wive*%. 
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And  gfiTe  them  eacli  a  ipaoe  whereiii  to 

dwell  ; 
And  for  liis  motber*s  sake  he  loved  tbem 

well 
And   nti&de   them  types  undjing  ol  all 

trutL 

0  fair  and  fond  young  mother  of  the  boj 
Who  wrought  alf  thia  —  O  Mary  !  —  in  this 

thy  joy 
Didxt  thou  perceiTo,  when,  fitful  from  bis 

re«t, 
He  turned  to  thec«  that  his  would  be  the  best 
Of  alt  meii*8  chanting  ftuoe  the  world 

begau? 

Didsl  thou,  O  Mary  !  with  the  eye  of  trust 
Perceive,  propbetio  through  the  dark  and 

dust 
Of  things  terrene,  the  glory  of  thy  son, 
And  all  the  pride  therein  tliat  should  be  won 
By    toilsome    meE|  content    to    be    his 

slaves? 

Didst  thou,  good  mother  t  in  the  lender 

wa^'s 
That  women  And  to  ftll  the  fleeting  days, 
Behold  afar  the  Giant  who  should  rise 
With  foot  on  earth,  and  forehead  in  the 

skies, 
To  write  his  name  and  thine  among  the 

stars? 

1  lore  to  think  tt ;  and  in  dreams  at  night 
I  see  thee  stand,  erects  and  all  in  white, 
With  hands  out^yearuiug  to  that  mighty 

form. 
As  If  to  draw  Kim  back  from  out  the  storm  — 
A  child  again,  and  thine  to  nurse  withal. 

I  see  thee,  pale  and  pure,  with  flowing  hair. 
And  big,  bright  eyes  —  far-searching  in  the 

air 
For  thy  sweet  babe  —  and,  in  a  trice  of 

time, 
I  9ee  the  boy  advance  to  thee,  and  climb, 
And  call'  thee   '*  Mother  1 "  in  ecsUtic 

tones. 

Tet  if  my  thought  be  vain  —  if,  by  a  touch 
Of  this  weak  hand,  I  vex  thee  overmuch  — 
Forbear  the  blame,  sweet  Spirit  I  and  endow 
My  heart  with  fervor  while  to  thee  I  bow 
Athwart    the  thieabold    of  my   fading 


Jg^ 


For — though  BO  secming^bold  in  this  my 

song  — 
I  turn  to  thee  with  reverence,  in  the  thionf 

phefdfl 

scanned  afar 


Of   words    and     thoughts,  as     shephef 


The  famed  effulgence  of  that  eastern  star 
Which  ushered  in  the  Crowned  One  of 
the  heavens* 

In  dreams  of  rapture  I  have  seen  thee 

pass 
Along  the  banks  of  Avon,  by  the  grass. 
As  fair  as  that  fair  Juliet  whom  thy  son 
Endowed  with  life,  but  with  the  look  of 

one 
Who  knows  the  nearest  way  to  some  new 

grave. 

And  often,  too,  I  've  seen  thee  in  the  flush 
Of   thy   full  beauty,  while  the  mother's 

**Hu8hr^ 

Hun^  on  thy  Up,  and  all  thy  tangled  hair 
Ke-cTotbed  a  bosom  that  in  part  was  bare 
Because  a  tiny  hand  had  toyed  therewith  I 

Oh  1  by  the  JunC'tidc  splendor  of  thy  face 
When,  eight  weeks  old,  the  child  in  thine 

embrace 
Bid  leap  and  laugh  —  O  Mary  t  by  the 

same, 
I  bow  to  thee,  subservient  to  thy  fame. 
And  c«U  tbee  E..gl«i.d'.  PrkI*  forewiw 

more  I 


ECSTASY 

I  CAHKOT  sing  to  thee  as  I  would  iln^ 

II  I  were  muckened  like  the  holy  larkt 
With  fire  from  Heaven  and  tunught  on  lua 

wing, 
Who  wakes  the  world  with  witcheries  of 

the  dark 
Renewed  in  rapture  in  the  reddening  air. 
A  thin?  of  splendor  do  I  deem  him  then, 
A  feathered  frenzy  with  an  angers  throat, 
A  something  sweet  that  somewhera  leemi 

to  float 
Twixt  earth  and  sky,  to  be  a  ngn  to  men* 
He  fills  me  with  such  wonder  and  despair  I 
I  long  to  kiss  thy  locks,  so  golden  bright. 
As  he  doth  kiss  the  treawii  of  Ibe  i 
Oh  1  bid  me  sing  to  thee»  my  el 
And    do  thou   teach  me,  Lov 
HJ 


tfu|hi 


ovei  lo   sing 
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IN  TUSCANY 


Dost 


thou  remexabeFf  friend  of  Tonifllied 

days, 
How,  in  the  golden  land  of  loye  and  iong, 
We  met  in  April  in  the  crowded  vmya 
Of  that  f&ir  city  where  the  bouI  is  strong. 
Ay  I    strong   as    fate,    for    good   or    evil 

praise? 
And  how  the  lord  whom  all  tbe  world 

obeys, 


AN  ENGLISH  GIRL 

Sfkak,  quiet  lips,  and  utter  forth  m^  fat«  ; 

Before  tby  beauty  I  bow  down,  1  kneelj 
Gitl|  and  to  thee  my  life  I  dedicate, 

And  seal  the  past  up  with  a  dateltjss  seal. 

What  delicate  hours  and  seasons  without 
storm 
Have  nursed  thee,  and  what  liappy  Eog'- 
liah  dale  ? 
For  tenderer  is  thj  light  and  graelle  form 
Thau  any  snowy  wind*flower  of  the  vale» 

0  wild-flower,  though  the  bee  that  drinks 

thy  wine 
Must  soar  past  crags  that  front  the  leap- 
ing sea, 

1  climb  to  thee  ;  thy  beauty  shall  be  mine  ; 
Or  let  the  cold  green  wave  go  OTcr  me» 


DOVER  CLIFF 

Last  April,  when  the  winds  had  lost  their 

ehill, 
I  lay  down  dreamily  upon  the  verge 
Of  Shakespeare ^s  Cliff,  where  sea  and  se&< 

wind  scourge 
The  sternal  barrier  that  witiiatafid«  them 

BtilL 


The  lord  of  light  to  whom  the  &UkTS  belongf 
Blumed  the  track  that  led  thee  tbrougli 

the  throng  ? 
Dost  thou  remember,  in  the  wooded  dal& 
B«yond  the  town  of  Dante  the  Divine, 
How  all  the  air  was  flooded  a»  with  wine  ? 
And  how  the  lark,  to  drown  the  nightingakf 
Pealed  out  sweet  notes  ?    I  li  ire  to  tell  the 

tale, 
thou?     Oblivion  signs   thee  with  a 

ftign  r 


mm 

!d  the  billows  break  beneath 

ide  air  with  the  thunder  of  the  sunge ; 

tear  tny  cheeky  half  fearful  to  emerges, 
^  , ,    ,et  grew  upon  the  grassy  hilL 
The^i?  while  I  lay.  Poet,  I  dreamed  of  tbfl«< 
Thy  very  voice,  whose  matchless  muRJc  yet 
OY'rma^tf^rs  all  the  worldly,  surrounded  mtf 
Singing,  nud  in  the  sound  of  it  there  met 
With  n.11  the  might  and  pa^aiuo  of  the  sea 
The  utter  sweetness  of  the  violet. 


IN  A   SEPTEMBER  NIGHT 

There  the  moon  leans  out  and  blesset 
All  the  dreamy  hills  below  : 

Here  the  willows  wash  their  tresses 
Where  the  water-lilies  blow 
In  the  stream  that  glideth  slow. 

High  in  heaven^  in  serried  raugt^i^ 

Cloud- wreaths  float  througli  pallid  ligh^ 

Like  a  floek  of  swans  that  ehaoges 
In  the  middle  Autumn  night 
Korth  for  South  in  ordered  flight* 

Wliat  know  ye,  who  hover  yonder. 
More  than  I,  of  that  veiled  good 

Whither  all  things  tend,  I  wonder. 
That  ye  follow  the  wind's  mood 
In  such  patient  ljuictude  ? 
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EURYDICE  OLD  AND  YOUNG 


Hk  came  to  call  me  back  from  death 

To  the  bright  world  above. 
I  hear  bini  yet  with  trembliog  breath 

Low  cullingi  **  O  sweet  love  1 
Come  back  1    The  earth  b  jiut  aa  fair ; 
The  tlowers,  the  open  skieB  are  there  ; 

Come  back  to  Itfe  aud  love  1  ** 

Ob  1  all  my  heart  went  out  to  hmt. 

And  the  ftweet  air  above. 
With  happv  tears  my  eyea  were  dim  ; 

I  called  him,  **  O  Bw^et  love  I 
I  come,  for  thou  art  ail  to  me. 
Go  forth,  and  I  will  ft^lluw  thee, 

Bight  back  to  life  and  love  1 " 

I  followed  through  the  cavern  black ; 

I  aaw  the  blue  above. 
Some  terror  turned  me  to  took  back  : 

I  heard  hi  in  waiU  "O  love  I 
What  hai»t  tliuu  done  t      \Miat  hast  thou 

done ! " 
And  then  I  »aw  no  more  the  sut^ 

And  lost  were  life  and  love. 

A  VIOLINIST 

Tbe  lark  above  oar  heads  doth  know 
A  heaven  we  nve  not  here  below  ; 
She  aees  it,  and  for  joy  f^he  fiingi ; 
IkMk  falls  with  inef  ectual  wings. 

Ah|  soaring'  soul  I  faint  not  nor  tire  t 
Each  heaven  attnined  reveals  a  higher. 
Thy  thought  is  of  thy  fiiihire  ;  we 
List  raptured^  aud  thank  God  for  thee. 


LoNQ  aeo,  on  a  bright  spring  dstjp 
I  passed  a  little  child  at  play  ; 
And  as  I  Dassed,  in  childish  glee 
She  eallea  to  me,  "Come  aud  play  with 
meP' 

But  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  a  far-off  height 
I  was  fain  to  climb  before  the  night  ; 
So,  half-impatient^  I  answered,  **Nay  I 
1  am  too  old,  too  old  to  play,  '* 

Longf  long  after,  in  Autumn  time  — 
My  limbs  were  grown  too  old  to  climb  ^ 
I  ])>a»»ed  a  child  on  a  pleasant  lea, 
And  I  called  to  htT,  **  Come  and  play  with 
me  I" 

But  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  a  fairy-book  ; 
And  scarce  she  lifted  a  wondering  look. 
As   with    childish    scom    she    aii8wered« 

•*  Nay  ! 
I  am  too  old,  too  old  to  play !  ** 


THE   NIGHT  HAS   A  THOUSAND 
EYES 

The  night  has  a  thousand  eyee^ 

And  the  liay  but  one  ; 
Yet  the  light  of  the  bright  world  dies 

With  the  dying  sitn. 

The  mind  has  a  thousand  eyes. 

And  the  heart  but  one  ; 
Yet  the  light  of  a  whole  life  dies 

When  love  is  T 


l^nhnt  €btoiii  Clarfte 


IN  THE  WOOD 
Through  laughing  leares    the    sonlight 


Turning  the  green  to  gold  ; 

The  bee  Aoni  the  heather  hums, 

And  the  morning  air  is  cold 


Here  on  the  breexj  woodland  slde^ 
Where  we  two  ride. 

TbroQgh  laughing  leares  on  golden  hair 

The  sunlight  ghmces  down. 
And  makes  a  Imlo  round  her  therei 

And  crowns  her  with  a  crown 
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Queen  of  the  sunrise  and  the  sun, 
Aa  we  ride  on. 

The  waiitoQ  wind  has  kissed  her  fftCCj  — 

His  lips  hnvB  left  a  rose,  — 
He  found  her  che«k  so  sweet  a  place 

For  kisses,  I  suppose. 
He  thought  he  'd  leave  a  ^^g^$  tbat  so 
Others  might  know. 

The  path  grows  narrower  as  we  ride. 
The  green  boughs  close  abovef 

And  overhead r  and  either  side, 
The  wild  birds  sing  of  Lovo  : 

But  ah,  she  is  not  listening 
To  what  thej  sing  t 

Tdl  I  take  up  the  wild*birds'  song, 

And  word  by  word  unfold 
Its  meaning  as  we  ride  along,  — - 

And  when  my  talo  b  told, 
I  turn  niy  eyes  to  beri  againi  — 
And  then,  —  and  then,  — 

(The  bridle  path  more  narrow  grows, 

The  Leaves  shut  out  the  sun  ;) 
Where  the  wind's  lips  left  their  one  rose 

My  own  leave  more  than  oue  i 
While  the  leaves  murmur  up  above, 
And  laugh  for  love. 

This  was  the  place  \  — *  you  see  the  sky 

Now  'twixt  the  branches  hare  ; 
About  the  path  the  dead  leaves  lie, 

And  sougless  is  tbe  air  j  — 
All  *s  changed  since  then,  for  that,  yon 
knoWf 
Was  long  ago. 

Let  us  ride  on  I    The  wind  is  cold,  — 

Let  us  ride  on  —  ride  fast  I  — - 
Tis  winter,  and  we  knew  of  old 

That  love  could  never  last 
Without  the  summer  and  the  sun  E  — 
Let  us  ride  on  1 

A  CRY 

Lo,  I  am  weary  of  all, 

Of  men  and  their  love  and  their  hate  ; 
I  have  been  long  enough  Lifers  thrall 
And  the  toy  of  a  tyrant  Fate* 

I  would  have  nothing  but  rest^ 
J  f^ouJd  not  struggle  again  ; 


Take  me  now  to  thy  faieast. 

Earth,  sweet  mother  of  men* 

Hide  me  and  let  me  sleep  ; 

Give  me  a  lonely  tomb 
80  close  and  so  dark  and  so  deep 
I  shall  hear  no  trumpet  o£  doonb 

There  let  me  lie  forgot 

~Vhen  the  dead  at  its  blast  are  gosm  | 
e  me  to  bear  it  not, 
(ut  only  to  slnmbet  on. 

s  is  the  fate  I  crave, 
W  I  look  to  the  end  and  see 
here  be  not  rest  in  the  gt%ve 
liere  wiU  never  be  rest  for  mo. 


THE   AGE 


A  PALE   and   soul-sick  woman  with  wiD 

eyes 
Fisted  on  their  ovm  reflection  in  the  glass^ 
UncertJiin  lips  half-opL^d  to  say  *'  Alas, 
Naked  I  stand  between  two  mysteries. 
Finding  luy  wLsdom  naught  who  am  most 

wise." 
Behind,  the  shapes  and  fiery  shadows  pass 
Of  fervent  life  ;  no  joy  in  them  she  has^ 
But  gazing  on  herself  she  moans  and  sighs. 
And  yet  of  knowledge  she  doth  hold  the 

key, 
And  Power  and  Pleasure    are    her   hand- 

maidens. 
And  all  past  years  have  given  of  their  best 
To  make    her   rich  and  great  and  strong 

aud  free, 
Who  stands  in  slack  and  listless  impotence. 
Marvelling  sadly  at  her  own  unrest. 


Her    children    cluster    round    about    her 

knees  ; 
The  hoarded  wealth  and   wisdom  of  the 

Dead  ( 

Of  all  past  time  tbey  have  inherited, 
And    still    within    their    hautb     it    doth 

increase  ; 
Yet  in  their  eyes  is  mirrored  her  dis^peaee, 
Her  wearinesa  within  their  hearts  is  shed ; 
Her  dreary  sorrow  weighs  each  drooping 

bead, 
And  each  soul  sickens  with  her  fell  disease* 
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Beneath  their  feet  lie  many  broken  toys, 
They  are    too    old   to    lao^h,  too  wise  to 


God   for  wage    or  obaatise- 


Or 


pray, 
look   to 
meat : 


They  have  known  aD  sorrows,  wearied  of 

all  joys, 
Fed  all  desires,  and  none  hath  said  theui  nay; 
Two  things  alone   they  lack,  ^Feaoe  and 

Coutent 


%ahp  €f)ad0tte  <cnicrt 


THE  WIFE  OF  LOKI 

Cursed  by  the  gods  and  crowned  with 
shame, 
Fell  father  of  a  dire  fid  brood, 
Whose  crimes  have  filled  the  heaven  with 
flame 
And  drenched  the  earth  with  blood  ; 

Loki«  the  gaileftd  Loki,  stands 
Within  a  rocky  mouiitaio^gurge  ; 

Chains  gird  his  body,  feet,  and  haods, 
Wrought  in  no  mortal  forge. 

Coiled  on  the  roek,  a  mighty  snake 
Above  him,  day  and  night,  is  hung^ 

With  dull  malignant  eyes  awake* 
And  poison-dro|iping  tongue* 

Drop  follows  drop  in  ceaseless  flow, 
Each  falling  where  the  other  fell^ 


To  lay  upon  his  blistered  brow 
The  liquid  fire  of  helL 

But  lo,  beside  the  howling  wretch 
A  woman  stands,  devoid  of  dread* 

And  one  pale  arm  is  seen  to  stretch 
Above  nis  tortured  head  ! 

All  through  the  day  is  lifted  np« 

And  all  the  weary  night-time  throught 

One  patient  hand  that  holds  a  cup 
To  catch  the  poison-dew. 

Sometimes  the  Tenom  overfills 

The  eup»  and  she  must  pour  it  forth  ; 

With  Loki'a  curses  then  the  hillji 
Are  rent  from  south  to  north* 

But  she  in  answer  only  sighs, 
And  lays  her  lip«  upon  his  faee, 

And,  with  love's  anguish  in  her  eyeiy 
Resumes  her  constant  place. 


i©illiam  %mmg  EC^tojeftm 


A   CHILD^S   PORTRAIT 

Jkr  face  is  hushed  in  perfect  calnii 
Her  lips  half-open  hint  the  psalm 

The  angels  sing,  who  wear  God*s  palm  : 
And  tn  her  eyes  a  liquid  lights 

With  Aomewhai  of  a  starry  sheen, 

Comes  welling  upward  from  the  white 

And  vestal  soul  that  throbs  within. 

A  £^^^o  tangle  is  her  hair 

That  holds  the  sunlight  in  its  snare  ; 
And  one  pure  lily  she  doth  wear 

In  her  white  robe  :  and  she  doth  seem 
A  flower-like  creature,  who  will  fada 


If  sons  strike  down  too  rude  a  beam. 
Or  winda  blow  roughly  on  her  shade. 

The  golden  ladders  of  the  Dawn 
Meet  at  h«r  feet,  where  on  the  lawn 

She  stands,  in  tender  thought  withdiawn  i 
And  little  wonder  would  it  l^e. 

If  on  thoie  slanting  stairs  she  trod« 

And,  with  one  farewell  smile  toward  me^ 

Were  caught  into  the  smile  of  6ixL 

BIRD*S  SONG   AT   MORNING 

O  TBOt^  that  cleavest  hearen 
With  such  uAmastered  flights 
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To  whom  the  fatea  have  given 
For  aport  the  sky's  blue  height; 
Where  eloud  with  cloud  is  meeting, 
I  see  thy  bright  witiga  beating. 
And  flashing  and  retreating 
Against  the  morning  light  I 

Ko  toikomo  task  thou  knowest. 
No  day  with  tears  begun, 
Lighthenrteil  forth  thou  goest 
At  morn  to  meet  the  aau  ; 
All  day  thy  song  thou  triest 
From  lowest  note  to  highest^ 
And  all  uii weary  fliest 
Until  the  day  be  done. 

Tliou  knowest  no  toil  for  laloieiit, 
No  pahi  of  moeked  desire  ; 
The  flkies  arc  tliy  soug's  payment, 
The  sun  thy  throne  of  fire. 
Thou  aakest  and  receiyest, 
And  if  pert'bance  thou  gricveat, 
At  will  the  world  thou  Tea  vest 
On  wings  that  uevi^r  tire. 

Tet  we  of  grosser  stature 
Have  iu  thy  flight  a  part, 
We  share  thy  tameless  naturop 
We  have  a  nobler  art* 
Wheu  tliou  art  tired  returnitig, 
There  mount  in  love  and  yearning. 
Toward  sims  of  keener  burnings 
The  winged  thoughts  of  our  heart. 

Within  our  souls  are  fold  en 
The  wings  thou  canst  not  share. 
We  see  a  dawn  more  golden. 
We  hreatbe  diviner  nir  : 
In  sleep  when  toil  is  ended. 
In  prayer  ^ith  hope  attended, 
We  traverse  ways  more  splendid. 
And  see  a  world  more  fair. 

Yet  oftj  when  day  is  gleaming 
On  sleepless  eyes,  we  vow 
We  would  exchange  our  dreaming 
To  be  one  hour  as  thou  1 
Sueh  discontent  we  borrow, 
That  we  forget  in  sorrow 
We  have  the  long  to-Tuorrow, 
Thou  only  hast  the  now. 


IDEAL   MEMORY 

If  in  the  years  that  come  such  thing  abodd 

he 
That  we  should  part,  with  tears  or  deadlj 

strife. 
That  we  should  cease  to  share  a  common  lif  e^ 
Or  walk  estranged  in  voieelesB  misery,         i 
Then  by  this  night  of  lore  remember  me     ■ 

d  hearts  at  last  an  end  atiall  be, 
f  o.        4  feet  the  pitfall  grave  doth  wait 
t        escape  this  common  trick  of  fate  f 
)rtunate  than  all  beside  are  we  ? 
'ore  by  thia  night's  love  remember 


my  worst,  when  doll  or  hitterly 

ud  moyed,  and  the  ertl  in  my  blood 
fiui-^   1   worda   of  anger  thy   meek   wiU 

ffithatood, 
Not  by  the  houts  I  sinned  'gainst  lore  uad 

thee. 
Oh,  not  by  thesep  dear  Jove,  remember  me. 

First  in  our  mind  live  things  that  perfect  he, 
All  shapes  of  joy  or  beauty,  ^- day ''a  low 

light 
Dying  along  the  seaward  edge  of  night. 
The  first  sweet  violet,  music  a  ecstasy, 
Making  the  heart  leap,  —  so  remeuiber  me. 

For  I  would  have  thy  mind  and  memory 
A  chamber  of  sweet  sounds  and  fragrances. 
Let  the  ill  pass  :  its  power  to  hurt  was  less 
Than  joy's  to  bless  us.     I  remember  thee 
By  thy  tirst  kiss  ;  Qh,  thus  remember  me  1 

There  was  an  hour  wherein  a  god's  degree 
And  stature  seemed  to  clothe  me,  and  I 

stood 
Supremely  strong,  and  high,  and  great,  and 

good  : 
Oh,  by  that  hour,  when  all  I  aimed  to  be 
I  did  appear,  by  that  remember  me  1 

TO   A   DESOLATE   FRIEND 

0  FmKm>,  like  some  cold  wiod  tonilay 
Your  message  camCi  and  chilled  the  light  ^ 
Your  house  so  dark,  and  mine  so  bright,-^ 

1  could  not  weep,  I  oould  not  pray  I 
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tfe  and  I  bad  kUsed  at  mom, 
fldren^s  lips  w«re  full  of  aong  ; 
hkd|  it  seemed  such  cruel  wrong, 
k  to  ftiUf  and  your»  furlurti  f 

ftpt  butt  uigbt  clasped  hand  in  hand, 
I  and  calm  —  and  de?er  knew 
hred  the  lonely  hours  with  ymi, 
pfcime  those  dying  lips  you  fanned. 

f 

Itamed  of  love,  and  did  not  »ee 

Ifedow  pass  across  our  drenui  ; 

iird  the  murmur  of  a  ^^treAm, 

pth'Sf  lor  it  ran  bright  and  free. 

I 

k  the  dark  her  gentle  soul 

I  out,  but  oh  1  we  knew  it  not  I 

ibe  slept  fast  witbtu  her  cot, 

I  yours  woke  to  the  slow  bell's  toll. 

Eised  a  moment,  —  who  can  tell  ?  — 
our  windows,  but  we  lay 
i  in  sleep  she  went  away, 
My  smiled  a  sad  farewell  I 

dd  be  like  her  ;  well  we  know 

Dit  she  waked  while  others  8lept^> 

Fer  woke  us  when  she  wept, 
i  be  like  her  thus  to  go  I 

^nd  t  Tou  let  her  stray  too  far 

II  the  shadow^bauuted  wood^ 

b  deep  thoughts  never  understood 

Con  us  and  like  anguish  are* 
within  that  ^loom  there  shone 
jrenly  dawn,  ana  with  wide  eyes 

Er  God*B  city  crown  the  skies, 
ben  she  hasted  to  be  gone, 
ch  you  yielded  to  her  grace  ; 
iDcing  self,  she  thus  became 
el  with  a  human  name, 
\  coveted  her  face. 


Earth's  door  vou  set  so  wide,  alack 
She  saw  God  s  gardens,  and  she  went 
A  moment  forth  to  look  ;  she  meant 
No  wrong,  but  oh !  she  came  not  back  t 

Dear  friend,  what  can  I  say  or  aing, 
But  this,  that  she  is  bappy  there  ? 
We  will  not  grudge  those  gardens  fair 
Where  her  light  leei  are  wandering. 

The  child  at  play  is  tguoraiit 
Of  tedious  hours  ;  the  years  for  you 
To  her  are  moments  :  and  you  too 
Will  join  her  ere  sbo  feels  your  want 

The  path  she  wends  we  cannot  track : 
And  yet  some  instinct  makes  us  know 
Hers  is  the  joy,  and  ours  the  woe,  — 
We  dare  not  mdsli  hec  to  come  bock  I 


THE  ANGEL  AT  THE   FORD 

I  SOUGHT  to  bold  bef,  but  within  her 
eyes 

I  read  a  new  strange  meaning  ;  faint  they 
prayed, 

"  Oh,  let  me  pass  and  taste  the  great  sur- 
prise ; 

fiehold  me  not  reluctant  nor  afraid  t  '* 

**  Nay,  I  will  strive  with  God  for  this  I "  I 

erieci, 
"  As  man  with  man,  like  Jacob  at  the  bro(»k. 
Only  be  thou,  dear  heart,  upon  my  side  f  *' 
*'  Be  still,*'  she  answered,  **  very  stilt,  and 

lodtl" 

And  straightway  I  disoeraed  with  inwaid 

dread 
The  multitudinous  passing  of  white  souls. 
Who   paused,  each  one  with  sad  averted 

nead. 
And  flashing  of  indignant  aureoles.  * 


ftmtcfi  ^0ahcl  partiril 


AFTER  DEATH 

*  mi&a  eyet  behold  thy  glory,  O  my 
Feountry?  Shall  mine  eyes  behold 
I  ^^7  glory  ? 

ill  the  darkness  close  around  them, 
I  ere  the  sun-bla£e  break  at  last  upon 
^Ihyttofy? 


When    the    nations    ope   for    thee    their 

queenly  circle,  as  a  sweet  new  taster 

hail  thee, 
Shall  these  Hps  be  sealed  in  calhms  death 

and  silence,  that  have  knowu  but  to 

bewail  theof 
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Shall  the  eoi         'aaf  that  only  loved  thy 

praiieL,        ^n  ail  mcti  tiieir  tribute 

bring  tLw_  , 
Shall  tbe  mouth  he  ckj  that  sang  thee  in 

thy  Bqualor,  when  all  poetr  mouths 

sh&U  fiing  thee  ? 

Ah,  the  harpiiigs  and  tbe   »alvo&  End  the 

fiboutiugs  ol  thy  exiled  bodb  return^ 

ing  I 
I  should  Jieat^  though  i 

ftnd  tbe    gravi 

chill  uiy  boaom  ^ 


Ah,  the  tramp  of  feet  vkt 
hear  them  'mid  thbr 
the  luoisea^ 


And  tuy  heart  should  toss  withm  the  i 
and  qtdver  as  a  captivo  di 
tosses* 

I  should  ium  and  rend  the  ceren: 
round  met  giant  sinews  I  shoul 
row  — 

Crying,  **0  my  brothers,  I  have 
loved  her  in  her  lonelineu  an 

fOW. 

Let  me  join  with  you  the  juhtlanl 
oeseion  |  let  me  chant  with  yc 
story ; 
]heii  contented  I  shall  go  back  t 
shamrocks,  now  min«  eyea  havi 
her  gloiy  I " 


%\m  a^fpneH 


THE   MODERN   POET 

A  SONG   OF   DERIVATIONS 

I  COME  from  nothing  ;  but  from  where 
Come  the  undying  thoughts  I  bear  ? 

Down,  through  long  unks  of  death  and 
birth, 

From  the  past  poets  of  the  earth. 
My  immortality  is  there. 

I  am  like  the  blossom  of  an  hour. 

But  long,  long  vanished  sun  and  shower 

Awoke  my  breath  i'  the  young  world's  air. 

I  track  the  past  back  everywhere 
Through  seed   and  flower  and  seed  and 
flower. 

Or  I  am  like  a  stream  that  flows 
Full  of  the  cold  springs  that  arose 

In  morning  lands,  in  distant  hills  ; 

And  down  the  plain  my  channel  fills 
With  melting  of  forgotten  snows. 

Voices  I  have  not  heard  possessed 
My  own   fresh  songs  ;   my   thoughts  are 
blessed 

With  relics  of  the  far  unknown  ; 

And  mixed  with  memories  not  my  own 
The  sweet  streams  throng  into  my  breast. 

Before  this  life  began  to  be, 
Tbe  happy  songs  wat  wake  in  me 


Woke  long  ago,  and  far  apart 
Heavily  on  this  little  heart 
Presses  this  immortality. 

SONG 

My  Fair,  no  beauty  of  thine  will  las 
Save  in  my  love  's  eternity. 
Thy  smiles,  that  light  thee  fitfulb 

Are  lost  forever  —  their  moment  pai 
Except  the  few  thou  givest  to  me. 

Thy  sweet  words  vanish  day  by  day 
As  all  breath  of  mortality  ; 
Thy  laughter,  done,  must  cease  tc 

And  all  thy  dear  tones  pass  away, 
Except  the  few  that  sing  to  me. 

Hide  then  within  my  heart,  oh,  hide 
All  thou  art  loath  should  go  from 
Be  kinder  to  thyself  and  me. 

My  cupful  from  this  river's  tide 
Shall  never  reach  the  long  sad  se^ 

CHANGELESS 

A  POET  of  one  mood  in  all  my  lays, 
Ranging  all  life  to  sing  one  only  love, 
Like    a  west   wind    across    the  worl 

move. 
Sweeping  my  harp  of  floods  mine  own 

ways. 
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The  countries  change »  but  not  the  west- 
wind  days 

Which  are  my  »ungs.  My  soft  sldas  shine 
above. 

And  on  nil  seas  the  colors  of  a  dore. 

And  on  nil  lield»  a  tla^h  of  silver  grajs. 

I  make  the  whole  world  answer  to  mj 
art 

And  sweet  monotonous  meanings.    In  jonr 


1  change  not  ever,  bearing,  for  my  part, 
One  thought  that  is  the  treasnre  of  mj 

years, 
A  small  cloud  full  of  rain  upon  my  heart 
And  in  mine  arms,  clasped,  like  a  child  in 


RENOUNCEMENT 

I  MUST  not  think  of  thee  ;  iknd,  tired  yet 
strong, 

I  shun  the  thought  that  larks  in  all  de- 
light — 

The  thought  of  thee  —  and  in  the  blue 
Heaven^  height. 

And  in  the  sweetest  passage  of  a  song. 

Oh,  jnst  beyond  the  fairest  thoughts  that 
throng 

This  breast,  the  thought  of  thee  waits,  hid- 
den yet  bright ; 


But  it  must  never,  never  come  in  sight ; 
I  must  stop  short  of  thee  the  whole  day  long, 
fint  when  sleep  comes  to  close  each  difiicuTt 

day, 
When  night  gires  pause  to  the  long  watch 

I  keep, 
And  all  my  bonds  I  needs  must  loose  apart, 
Must  doff  my  will  as  raimeut  laid  away^  — 
With  the  first  dream  that  comes  with  the 

tirsi  sleep 
I  run,  I  run,  I  am  gathered  to  thy  heart* 

SONG  OF  THE   NIGHT  AT  DAY- 
BREAK 

All  my  stars  forsake  me. 
And  the  dawn-winds  shake  me  : 
Where  shall  I  betake  me  ? 

Wliither  shall  I  run 
Till  the  set  of  the  sun. 
Till  the  day  be  done  ? 

To  the  mountain-mine^ 
To  the  bouehs  o*  the  pine. 
To  the  blind  man's  eyne. 

To  a  brow  that  is 
Bowed  upon  the  knees, 
Sick  with  memories. 


Pahmliam  S£^cattp 


CHARLES   LAMB 

Tbougr  our  great  love  a  little  wrong  his 

fame, 
And  seeing  him  with  such  familiar  eyes 
We  say  "  how  kind  ^*  move  often  than  **  how 

wise," 
8noh  is   the  simple    reverence  he   would 

claim  ; 
He  would    not    have    us  call  him  by  a 

name 
Higher  than  that  of  friend, — yet  by  this 

grave 
MTe  feel  the  S4.int  not  pure,  nor  hero  brave, 
And  all  the  martyr's  patience  put  to  shame. 
Birother,   we    leave    thee    by  thy  8ister*s 

side  ; 
Whom  each  a  love  bound  let  not  death  di- 
vide ; 


She  is  at  peace,  now,brotber»  thou  canst  rest; 
Thy  long  sad  gtiardianship  of  love  is  o*er» 
And  gentle  Shakespeare  on  the  dead  men's 

shore 
Salutes  thy  gentle  ghoet  that  praised  him 

best. 

THE   DEATH  OF   HAMPDEN 

ScKHK.  — >  A  tent  in  tht*  Parliamentarf  camp. 
HAMTDKir  lies  woundiMl,  and  CmomWMhL  m 
bendljis  over  him. 

Hampdetu    Spare  all  who  yield ;  alas, 
that  we  must  pierce 
One  English  heart  for  England  ! 

CramwtlL  How  he  ravei  t 

The  fever  is  at  height. 

Hamp.  I  thank  yon,  sir* 

My  wound  is  nothing ;  a  little  lots  of  Uood  | 
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1  fear  mucli  more  roast  flow  from  worthier 

Ere  Eugbmtrs  hurt  be  healed* 

Crom.     How  powerful  are  base  things  to 

destmj  \ 
Tbe  brute^a  part  in  them  kilU  the  god's  iii 

And    robs   th©  world    of   nuuiy  gloriotis 

deeds  ; 
In  all  the  histoHea  of  famooa  men 
We  ncTer  find  the  greatest  overthrown 
Of  auch  aa  were  their  eciiiaL'S,  but  the  head, 
Screened  of  ita  laureU  from  the  lightning's 

flash. 
Falls  bj  some  chance  blow  of  an  obscnre 

hand» 
And  glorj  cannot  guard  the  hero's  heart 
AgaiiLst  the  least  knaYe's  dagger. 

Hanip.  You  caimot  help  mo. 

Save  yourself,  sir  ;  my  best  prayers  keep 

yoti  safe  — 
I  fain  would  win  as  far  as  yonder  hoose  ; 
It  wiis  luy  dpfir  dc4id  wif^'is  ;  a"i^h  shapes 

are  there 
As  I  would  see  about  my  dying-  bed, 
To  make  me  sure  of  heaven  ^-     Forgive 

uie,  love, 
That  I  am  lonth  to  eome  yet  to  tbj  heart  \ 
I  have  only  lived  M-ithoot  tbeej  O  my  best, 
That  I  niigbt  live  for  England  1    Is  Crom- 
well eome  ? 
Cram.     How  is  it  with  you,  cousin  ? 
Hamp*  Very  well  ; 

With  hope  to  be  soon  better  j  gentle  uou- 

sin, 
I  have  scant  time  to  speak  and  much  to 

say, 
That  thou  must  hear  —    Men^s  eyes  more 

eleariy  see, 
Kre  the  long  darkness  ;  and  thus  plagues, 

and  wars, 
Earthquake^  and  oTerthrow  of  prosperous 

states, 
Have  l>een  foretold  by  lips  of  dying  men» 
Who  saw  their  com* try's  end  before  th*«ir 

own ; 
Bat  I  die  haupy  ;  with  a  joy  too  keen 
For  this  weak  wounded  body,  and  delight 
Of  eager  youth  that  dreams  of  noble  deeds  ; 
Knowing  the  greatness  in  thee,  wbieb  ocea^ 

s^on 
Has  not  yet  shown  the  world,  and  thine 

own  self 
Hast    only    dimly    guessed    at —    These 

Muds  I  hold 


Shall  bear  the  weight  of  England's  great- 
ness up  ; 
Thy  Bamet  mme  own  dear  kinsman 'B;  shall 

have  sound 
More  royal  than  all  erown^d  Mngs^  -  the 

slave 
Shall  mnrnmr  it  in  dreams  of  liberty, 
liie  patriot  in  his  dungeon,  ajid  endure, 
The  tyrant,  and  grow  mere  if ul  for  fear ; 
.cmuu.  when  thou  hast  done  high  mid  song 

worthy  deeds. 
At  length  shall  come  thy  poet,  whose  purer 

eyes 
hall  seelude  from  sight  of  our  gram 

Earthj 
or  the  dull  light  of  our  darker  day 

all   heaven  to  his  vision  ^   star  witlt 

star 
1^,  and  splendid  and  sonorous  spherei 
ike  him  music  ;  and  those  sacred  hptj 
m.kfi.v  eloquent  tbaji  the  Mantuan*a,  ptaif- 

ing  thee. 
Shall   m,ihe   thy  fame  a  memory  for  all 

time, 
And  set  a  loftter  laurel  on  thy  head 
Than  any  gathered  from  red  fields  of  war  ; 
So  great  shall  England'!^  great  need  make 

thee,  Cromwell  ; 
Wliom   thou  forget  not  still   to  love  and 

serve, 
Holding  thy  greatness  given  to  make  her 

great, 
Thy  strength   to   keep   her   strong;   thea 

(mnce  oblivion 
Is   what  men   chiefly  fear  in   death),  dear 

eousin, 
I  would  not  b©  forgotten  of  thy  love. 
And  now  I  am  loath  the  last  words  I  shaH 

speak 
Must  be  of  strife  —  yet  I  must  utter  them ; 
Be  not  of  those  that  vest  the  angry  tiinea 
With   meek-mouthed  proffers   of   rejected 

peace  j 
When  men  have  set  the  justice   of  their 

cause 
T(j  sharp  arbitrament  of  answering  arms. 
Tongues  should  keep  mute^  and  steel  holt 

speech  with  steel, 
Till    victory    can    plead    the    conquered 's 

cause. 
And  make  soft  mercy  no  more  dangeroaSw 
We  must  overcome  our  foes  to  make  theui 

friends.  .  .  . 
Thy  hand,  dear  cousin  .  ,  .  Sweety  I  heil 

thy  voice 
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lliat  calls  nie,  aitd  le^ve  fiDgland  for  thy 

Bake  ; 
KtM  m^t  clear  lore,  and  take  my  M>al  to 

God  1  .  .  . 
Reoelve   my   soul,   Lord  Jeans  I    O  God, 

•avi! 
My  eountry  —     God  be  merciful  to  — 
Crom,     O  lAtrd  of  Ho§ta,  Lf  thou  wilt  otdy 

give  me 
A&  England  with  but  three  such  Englisb- 

men. 


My  life  nlmU  be  as  noble  as  this  man's.  .  ,  . 
Ftirewell,  dear  cousiUj   perfect  heart  that 

beatjj 
No  more  for  England  —    Tliiuk  of  me  in 

Heaven, 
And  help  to  make  me  all   thou  saidjrt  X 

should  be^  — 
^Kneels  down  by  the  bed,     HUinq^  and  look* 
ing  nttodftutly  at  the  dead  bofjf  of  ILlmp- 

DCN.] 

Yea,  and  I  shall  be. 


<Dli\Jtr  a^aftor  SSroton 


BEFORE  AND  AFTER 

Ar  1  long  ago  since  I  or  thou 
Glanced    past  these    moorlands    brow   to 
brow, 
Our   mixed    hair    streaming   down   the 
wind  — 

So  fleet  t  so  sweet ! 
X  tored  thy  footsteps  more  than  thou 
LoTed  mj  whole  soul  or  body  tltrotigh  — 
So  sweet  I  bo  fleet !  ere  Fate  cuiigrew  tbe 
days  wherein  Life  sinned  I 

And  ah  r  the  deep  stf»cp  days  of  shame* 
Whose    dread   hopes  shrivelled   ere   they 
came^ 
Or    vanished     down    Lovers    nameless 
void  — 

So  dread  I  so  dead  \ 
Dread  hope  stripped  dead  from  each  soul*s 
shame^ 


*Soulleas  alike  for  praise  or  blame  — 
Too  dead  to  dread  the  eternities  whote 
heaven  its  shame  destroyed. 


LAURA'S   SONG 

Alab  I  who  knows  or  cares,  my  love* 
If  our  love  live  or  die,  — 

If  thou  thv  frailty,  sweet,  should  prove. 
Or  my  soul  thine  deny  ? 

Yet  merging  sorrow  in  delight, 

Love's  dream  disputes  our  devious  night. 

Kone  know,  sweet  love,  nor  care  a  thoaghi 
For  our  hearths  vague  desire« 

Nor  if  our  longing  come  to  naught, 
Or  bum  m  aimless  fire  ; 

Let  them  alone,  we  11  waste  no  sighs : 

Cling  closer,  lore,  and  olose  thiiie  ejee  t 


<26toarD  Crncroft  Iffrop 


A  SHEPHERD   MAIDEN 

Ow  shores  of  Sicily  a  shape  of  Grreoe  I 
Dear  maid,  what  means  this  lonely  com- 

niuning 
With   Hinds    and    waves  ?     IfMiat  fancy, 

what  caprice. 
Has  drawn  thee  from  thy  fellows  ?    Do 

they  fling 


Rude  jests  at  thee  ?    Or  ieekest  thou  sm^ 

cease 
Of  drowsy  toil  in  noonday  shepherding  ? 
Enough  :  mir  questioiis  cannot  break  thy 

|ieace  ; 
Tliou     art    a    shade,  —  a    long-eittonib^ 

thing. 
But  a  tilt  we  see  thy  son-lit  faee,  O  sweet. 
Shining  eternal  wheie  it  shone  of  yors  \ 
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Still  cornea  a  viaioii  of  Ulue-vein^d  feet 
That  staud  forever  on  a  pebbly  aliore  i 
While  rounds  the  tidal  waters  flow  and  fleet 
And  ripple  p  ripple,  ripple,  evermore* 

A   SICILIAN   NIGHT 

Come,  stand  we  hort  within  thia  cactus 

brake. 
And  let  the  leafy  tancfle  cloak  us  r 
It  m  the  spot  whereof  the  Seer  spa 
To  njmph  and  faun  a  nightly  j 

ground. 
Hdw  fltill  the  scene  1     No  £eph| 

ahake 
The  listening  air.     The  treea  are  il  it- 

bound 
In  Boft  repose^    There  *fl  not  a  bird  avrako 
To  witch  the  silenco  with  a  silver  sound* 
Now  haply  shall  the  vision  tranee  our  eyes, 
By  lieedless  mortals  all  too  rarely  seaunedi 
Of  myfiti€  maidens  in  itoniortal  guise» 
Who  iningle  shadowy  hand  with  shadowy 

haiid, 
Audi  moviug  o*er  the  lilies  circle-wise. 
Beat  oat  with  naked  feet  a  sarmband. 


A  FOOTBALL-PLAYER  ^ 

If  I  eould  paint  jou,  friend,  as  ytm  $,ta^^' 

there, 
Guard  of  the  goal,  defensive,  opetiH^yed^ 
Watching  tho  tortured  bladder  slide  and 

glide       ^ 
Under    the    iwiokling    feet ;  arms    faajiH 

head  bare, 

ree^e  a<4remble  throug'h   crow-tulti 

of  hair; 

rown   in   face,  and   ruddier  baring 

spied 

r  foe  man  breaking  from  the  Gide,        M 

I  of  him,  —  of  all  else  unaware  :         I 

lutd  limn  you,  as  you  leap  and  fling   I 

weight  againat  m&   passages  like  ftfl 

I   hinij  and  eoUar  him,  and  tudeljfl 

l?v*  »je  brief  moment  tiU  be  falls  —  yoa 
fall : 

My  sketch  would  have  what  Art  can  nevei 

give  — 
Sinew  and    breath  and    body  ;    it   would 

live. 


!3)^p  3l^rol)pn 


THE      BEES      OF      MYDDELTON 
MANOR 

I7TH   CENTURY 

Buzzing,    buzzing,   buzzing,   my   golden- 
belted  bees  : 
My  little   son  was  seven  years  old — the 
mint-flower  touched  his  knees  ; 
Yellow  were  his  curly  locks  ; 
Yellow  were  his  stocking-elocks  ; 
His  plaything  of  a  sword  bad  a  diamond  in 
its  hilt ; 
Where  the  garden  beds  lay  sunny, 
And  the  bees  were  making  honey, 
"For  God  and   the   king  —  to  arms!    to 
arms  I "  the  day  long  would  he  lilt. 

Smock'd  in  lace  and  flowered  brocade,  my 

pretty  son  of  seven 
Wept  sore   because   the   kitten  died,  and 
left  the  charge  uneven. 
"  I  bead  one  battalion,  mother  — 
Kittjr,"  sobbed  he,  <<  led  the  other ! 


And  when  we  reach'd  the  bee-hive  bench 
We  used  to  halt  and  storm  the  trench  : 
If  we  could  plant  our  standard  here, 
With  all  the  bees  a-buzzing  near, 
And  fly  the  colors  safe  from  sting, 
The  town  was  taken  for  the  king  I  " 
Flitting,  flitting  over  the  thyme,  my  bees 

with  yellow  band  — 
My  little   son   of   seven   came   close,  acJ 
clipped  me  by  the  hand  ; 
A  wreath  of  mourning  cloth  was  wound 
His  small  left  arm  and  sword-hilt  rounds 
And  on  the  thatch  of  every  hive  a  wisp  of 

black  was  bound. 
"  Sweet  mother,  we  must  tell  the  bees,  or 

they  will  swarm  away  : 
Ye   little  bees  I "  he   called,  "  draw  nigh, 

and  hark  to  what  I  say. 
And  make   us   gulden  honey  still  for  our 
white  wheaten  bread, 
Though  never  more 
We  rush  on  war 
With  Kitty  at  our  head  : 
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Who  11  give  the  toast 
Whf^n  s words  are  crossed, 
Now  Kitty  lietli  dead  V  '* 

mngt  buzxiDg,  buxziiig,  mj  bees  of  jel- 
low  girth  : 
son  of  seven  changed   bis  mood,  and 
clasped  me  in  hi«  mirth, 
weet  motheri  when  I  grow  a  man  and 
fall  on  batUe-aeld,^ 
cried,  and  down  in  the  daisied  grass 

upon  one  knee  he  kneeVd, 
chai^   thee,  come  and   tell  the  bees 
how  I  for  the  king  lie  dead  ; 
d  thou  shalt  never  Isick  fine  honey  for 
thy  wheaten  bread  I  ** 


tting,  flitting,  flitting,   my  busy  bees^ 

footstep  of  my  soldier  son  came  olink- 

ing  throagli  the  grass, 
rhriee  he  kiss  d  me  for  farewell, 
\nd  far  on  the  stone  his  shadow  fell  ; 
I  buckled  spurs  and  sword-belt  on,  as  the 

sun  began  to  stoop, 
•f,  foot  in  stirrup,  ana  sprang  to  horse, 

&nd  rode  to  join  his  troop. 
Fo  the  west  he  rode,  where  the  winds 

were  at  plav, 
\tid  Monmouth  s  army  mustering  lay  ; 
i¥bere   Bndgewater  flew    her    banner 

bigh, 
knd  gave  up  her  keys,  when  the  Duke 

came  bv  ; 
ind  the  maids  of  Taunton  paid  him  court 
iflTith  colors  their  own  white  hands  had 

wrought ; 
ind  red  as  a  field,  where  blood  doth  run, 
Mgemoor  biased  in  the  setting  sun. 


[»der*d    lash    and    elasp    of    gold,  my 

soldier  son,  aUs  I 
e  mint  was  all  in  flower,  and  the  clover 

in  the  Ki*^: 

»•*  With  every  bed 
In  bloom,''  I  said, 
*  Wbat  further  lack  the  bees, 
That  they  buzz  so  loud, 
Like  a  restless  cloud. 
Among  the  orchard  trees  ?  " 
IJTo  voice  in  the   air,  from  Sedgemoor 

field, 
hloan'd  out  how  Grey  and  the  horse  bad 
-    «erd; 


Met  me  no  ghost,  with  haunting  eyes, 
That  westward  pointed  *mid  it^  sighs, 
And  puU*d  apart  a  bloody  vest, 
And  showed  the  sword^>gash  in  its  breast. 

Empty  hives,  and  flitting  bees,  and  sunny 

morning  hours  : 
I  snipped  the  blossomM  lavender,  and  the 
pinks,  and  the  gillyflowers  ; 
No  petal  trembled  in  my  hold  — 
I  saw  not  the  dead  stretched  stark  and 

cold 
On  the  trampled  turf  at  the  shepberd^s 

door. 
In  the  cloak  and  the  doublet  Monmonth 

wore, 
With  Momnonth*8  scarf  and  headgear 

on^ 
And  the  eyes,  not  elos'd,  of  my  soldier 
son  ; 
I  knew  not  how,  ere  the  cocks  did  crow, 

the  fight  was  fought  in  the  dark. 
With  naught  for  guide  but   the   enemy's 
guns,  when  the  flint  flash*d  out  a 
spark, 
Till,  routed  at  first  sound  of  fite,  the  car- 
airy  broke  and  fled. 
And   the   hoofs  struck  dumb,  where  they 
spumed  the  slain,  and  the  meadow 
stream  ran  red  ; 
I  saw  not  the  handful  of  horsemen  spnr 

through  the  dusk,  and  out  of  sight. 
My  soldier  son   at   the  Duke's  left  ^nd, 
and  Grey  that  rode  on  his  right* 

Buzzing,  buzzing,  butsing,  my  boney-mak* 

ing  bees. 
They  left   the    musk,  and   the  marigoldi 

and  the  scented  faint  sweet-peas  ; 
They  gather^  in  a  darkening  cloud,  and 

swayed,  and  rose  to  fly  ; 
A   blackness  on  the  summer  blue,  tbey 

swept  across  the  sky. 
Gaunt  ana  ghastly  with  gaping  wounds  *• 

(my  soldier  son,  alas  I  ) 
Footsore    and    faint,  the  messenger  camo 

halting  through  lbs  piMS. 
The  wind  went  by  and  sboojc  the  leaves  — 

the  mint-stalk  shetl  it^  flower  — 
And  I  miss'd    the   murmoring   round  the 

hives,  and  mj  boding   heart  beat 

slower. 
His   soul   we    cheered   with   meat   and 

wine ; 
With  women's  craft  and  balsam  fine 
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We  bathed  hia  ImrtB,  and  bound  them 

Wbile  west  tbe  wind  played  througH  tbe 

croftt 
And  the  low  sun  djed  the  pinki  blood  red^ 
And,  straying  near  tbe  luint-fltjwer  sbed, 
A  wild  bee  wiinton'd  o*er  tbe  bed. 

He  told  how  my  son,  at    the    shepherd  *a 

door,   kept   guard    in   Monmouth 'i 

clothes, 
While  Monmaytb   donned   the  shephei<d*s 

frock,  in  bope  to  cheat  his  foes. 
A  couple  of  troopers  spied  him  stand, 
And  bade  him  yield  to  the  King^s  com- 
mand : 
•'Surrender,    thou    rebel     aa    good    aa 

dead, 
A  price  is  set  on  thy  traitor  head  I " 
My  soldier  son,  with  secret  smile, 
Held  both  at  Imy  for  a  little  wbde. 
Dealt  them  such  death-blow  as  he  fell. 
Neither  was  left  tbe  bile  to  tell  ; 
With  dying  eyes,  that  asked  no  grat^ei 
They   stared    on    bim    for    a    miiiute^s 

spaee. 
And  felt  that  it  was   not   Monmouth*^ 

faee. 
Crimson 'd  through  was  Mo  smooth's  cloakf 

when  the  soldier  dropped  at  their 

side  — 
'*  Those  knaves  will  carry  no  word,"   he 

£aidi  and  he  smird  in  his  pain,  and 

died- 
•*  Two  days, "  told  the  messenger,  "  did  we 

lie 
Hid  in  tbe  field  of  peas  and  rye, 
Hid  in  the  ditch  of  brake  and  sedge. 
With    the    enemy's    scouts  down   every 

hedge, 
Till  Grey  was  seized,  and  Monmouth  seized, 

that  nnder  tbe  fern  did  croueh^ 
Starved,  and    haggard,  and    all  unshaved, 

with  a  few  raw  peas  in  his  poueh*" 


No  music  soundeth  in  my  ears,  but  a  pass- 
ing bell  that  tolls 

For  gallant  lords  with  bead  on  block  — 
Bweet  Heayen  receire  their  soula  I 


And  a  mound,  unnamed,  ia  Sedgemoof 

grass. 
That  laps  my  ioldier  son,  alas  I 

The  bloom  is  shed  — 

The  bees  are  fled  -^ 
Myddelton  luok  it  'a  done  and  dead. 

"IS   IT  NOTHING   TO   YOU?' 

W»  «r^^  playing  on  the  green  togetbeTj 

sweetheart  and  I  <— 
so  heedless  in  the  gay  June  weatber, 
ten  the  word  went  fortb  that  we  mnil 

die. 
10  merrily  the  balls  of  amber 
i  of  ivory  tossed  we  to  tbe  sky, 
I  tbe  word  went  forth  In  tbe  KkgY 

chamber, 
It  we  both  must  dioi* 

Oh     so  idly,  straying  thrcmgb  tbe  pl«i- 
aunee. 
Plucked  we  here  and  there 

Fruit  and  biid^  while  in  the  royal  pre^en^e 
The  Kiiig:*s  Hon  was  easting  from  his  htir 

Glory  of  the  wreathen  gold  that  crowned  it, 
And,  ungirdliug  all  his  garrnouts  fair, 

Flinging  by  the  jewelled  clasp  that  bound  itt 
With  his  feet  made  bare, 

Down  the  myrtled  stairway  of  the  palacCf 

Ashes  on  his  head. 
Came    he,   through    tbe    rose    and   citfon 
alleys, 

In  rough  sark  of  saekeloLh  habited. 
And  in  a  hempen  halter  —  oh  I  we  jested, 

Lightly,  and  we  laughed  as  be  w&a  led 
To  the  torture,  while  the  bloom  we  breasta^ 

Where  the  grapes  grew  red. 

Ob  1  so  sweet  tbe  birds,  when  he  was  dviiif 

Piped  to  hep  and  mo  — * 
Is  no  room  this  glad  June  day  for  sighing  — 

He  ift  dead,  and  she  and  I  go  free  ! 
When  the  sun  shall  set  on  all  our  pleasntf 

We  will  moiirn  him  —     What,  so  joc 
decree 
We  are   heartless —     Nay,  but   In  wbal 
measure 

Do  you  more  than  we  ? 


^^H 

— ^ 
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a^achen^ie  23en                                   ^ 

SPRING'S  IMMORTALITY 

Who  led  long  lives  obscure  till  came  the 

close 

The  budfi  awake  at  touch  of  Spring 

When,  their  calm  days  being  done,  their 

i           From  Wuiter'a  joyless  dream  ; 

stms  were  set  — 

From  rniLny  a  stone  the  ouzels  &wg 

Here  stands  a  gniTet  aU    monumentlesa 

By  yonder  mossy  stream. 

„.        >^> 

\V  rapped  like  the  others  in  a  deep  repose  ; 

The  cuckooes  voice,  from  copse  and  vale, 

But   while  you   wakeful  ocean  ebbs  and 

Lingers,  as  if  to  meet 

flows                                                       ^m 

The  music  of  the  nightingale 

It  is  a  grave  the  world  shall  not  forget,          ^H 

Across  the  n&iug  wheat  — 

This  grave  on  which  meek   violets  grow    ^^t 

and  th^e^                                                   j 

The  bird  whom  ancient  Solitude 

Hath  kept  forever  young, 

now                                                       ^H 

Unaltered  since  in  studious  mood 

Pauses  to  see  a  poet's  resting-pkce,                 ^V 

Calm  Milton  mused  and  sung. 

But  one  of  those  who  will  in  many  a  clime           1 

On  each  return  of  this  &ad  day  avow                       1 

Ab,  strange  it  is,  dear  heart,  to  know 

Fond  ]oTc*s  regret  that  ne'er  they  saw  hta           1 

Spring's  gladsome  mystery 

face.                                                           _J 

Was  tweet  to  Wers  long  ngo  — 

H 

Most  sweet  to  such  as  we  ~ 

AT  STRATFORD-ON-AVON          H 

That  fresh  new  leaves  and  meadow  flowers 

Sbakkspeare,  thy  legacy  of  peerless  song      ^M 

Bloomed  when  the  south  wind  came  ; 

Reveals  mankind  in  eveij  age  and  place,        ^^| 

While  hands  of  Spring  caressed  the  bowefi, 
The  throstle  sang  the  same. 

In  every  joy,  in  every  gnef  and  wrong :          ^H 
T  is  England's  legacy  to  all  our  race,             ^^M 

Little  we  know  of  all  thine  iuner  life,              ^^M 

Little  of  all  thf  swift. 

thy  wondrous  years  —^     ^^M 

Unchanged,  unchanged  the  throstle's  song, 

Years  filled  with  toil»  rich  years  whose  days     ^H 

Unch&n^d  Springes  answering  breath, 
Unchangea,  though  cruel  Time  vras  strong, 

were  rife                                                   ^^M 

With  strains  that  biing  us  mirth,  that  bring          1 

And  stilled  our  love  in  death. 

OS  tears.                                                       ^^1 

Little  we  know,  and  yet  this  mufih  W9    ^H 

know,                                                        ^^M 

AT  THE    GRAVE  OF    DANTE 

Sense  was  thy  guiding  star  —  senM  guided          1 

GABRIEL  ROSSETTI 

thee                                                                1 

To  live  in  this  thy  Stratford  long  ago,              ^H 

HsBS  of  a  titith  the  world's  extremes  mre 

To  live  eontent  in  calm  simplicity  ;                   ^H 

met: 

Greatest  of  those  who  wrought  with  sottl    ^^| 

Amid  the  gray,  the  mots-grown  tombs  of 

aflame                                                        ^^M 

tboM 

At  honest  daily  work  —  then  found  it  fame.      ^^ 

Coru 

Duct                                              H 

OUR  CASUARINA  TREE 

Up  to  its  very  summit  near  the  stars, 

A    creeper    climbs,    in   who^    embnuea 

LlJC£  a  huiTc  Python^  winding  round  and 

bound 

round                                                      1 

No  other  tree  coald  live.     But  gallantly 

The  rugged  trunks  indented  deep  with 

The  giant  wears  the  searf,  and  flowers  are 

•cacvj 
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In  crimson  olusters  nil  the  bongba  among. 
Wbereon  all  day  aJ*e  gathered  bii^  axid 

bee  j 
And  oft  at  nights  tb    garden  overflows 
With  one  sweet  soii^  £hat  seenis  to  have  no 

eloaef 
Sung  dfirkUng  from  out  treei  while  men 

tepoae. 

When   firat    my   og.  jfe  la 

thrown 
At  dawn,  my  eyer 
Sometimes,  and  n 
OPe«t 
A  gray  baboon  sits  b       te-lik< 
Watching  the  sm      a  ;   w 
boughs 
His  pnny  offspring  leap  aboi'*^  »™^ 
And  far  and  near  kokilaa  ha 

And  to  their  paaturea  we  .         ^ 

cows  ; 
And  in  the  shadow,  on  the  broad  tank  oaat 
By  that  hoar  tree,  so  beautiful  and  rast, 
The  water-lilies  springs  like  Anow  eumasAed. 

But  not  becanae  of  its  magniiiGence 
Dear  is  the  Casuarina  to  nij  bouI  : 
Be  neat  b   it    we   have    pUiyijd ;    though 
years  may  roll, 
O  sweet  corapamons,  loved  with  love  in- 
tense. 
For  your  aakes,  shall  the  tree  be  eirer 
dear. 
Blent  with  yonr  images,  it  shall  arise 
In  memory,  till  the  hot  tears  blind  mine 
eyes  I 
What  is  that  dirge-like  mnrmur  that  I 
hear 


Like  the  sea  breaking  on  a  shtiig1e^t>e«di  f 
It  is  the  treats  lamentf  an  eerie  spei^tih, 
That  haply  to  the  unknown  laud  may  reack 


eye 


Unknown,  yet  well-known  to    tb© 
faith  \ 

Abt  I  have  beard  that  wail  far*  far  away 

In  distant  lands,  by  many  a  sheltered  hfty> 

When  slumbered  in  his   cave    tbe   waler- 

wraith 

d  the  wa^es  genUy  kiwed  the  cJam 

shore 
ranee  or  Italy,  beneath  the  moon^ 
I  earth  Uy  trancM   iu  a  dt^eainlM 

iwoou  : 
d  every  time  the  luusie  rose»— befwf 
inner  vision  rose  a  form  aublimet 
!orm,  O  Tree,  aa  in  my  happy  prime 
theO|  in  my  own  loved  native  eliiDf. 

jfore  I  fatn  would  cK>nsecTate  a  Uy 

*to  thy  honor.  Tree,  beloved  of  thaw 

Who  now  in  blessed  sleep   for  aye  re- 
pose^ — 
Dearer  than  life  to  me,  alas,  were  tbey  I 
Mayst  thou  be  numbered  when  my  dijf 
are  don© 
With  deathless  trees — ^Like  those  in  Bo^ 

rowdalcj 
Under  whci^e  awful  branches  lingered  pftlf 
"  Fear,  trembling  Hope,  and  Death,  tlie 
skeleton, 
And  Time  the  shadow  ; "  and  though  weak 

the  verse 
That  would  thy  beauty  fain,  oh,  fain  ifr 

hearse, 
May  Love   defend    thee  from    ObliTioo'i 
eurse. 


IBinmm  fi^axp 


THE   LAST  ABORIGINAL 

I  SEK  him  sit,  wild-eyed,  alone, 

Amidst  gaunt,  spectral,  moonlit  gums  ; 
He  waits  for  death  ;  not  ouce  a  moan 

From  cut  bia  rigid  fixed  lips  comes ; 
His  tank  hair  falls  adown  a  face 

Haggard  as  any  wave-worn  stone. 
And  in  hb  eyes  t  dimly  trace 
The  memory  of  a  vanished  racor 

The  hity  ancient  gum-trees  stand, 
Each  gt^y  and  ghofitly  in  tW  moQu, 


The  giants  of  an  old  atraoge  land 
That  was  exultant  in  its  noon 

W^hen  all  our  Europe  was  o'ertumed 
With  deluge  aud  with  shifting  ^and^ 

With  earthquakes  that  tbe  hills  inumed 

And  central  fires  that  fused  and  burned. 

The  moon  moves  slowly  through  the  Tast 
And  solemn  skies  ]  the  night  is  still, 

Save  when  a  warrigal  springs  past 
With  dismal  howl,  or  when  the  shrill 

Scream  of  a  parrot  rings  whieh  feels 
A  twining  serpent's  fangs  fixed  fa^t^ 


^^H 
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finy  opoasum  squeals,  — 

Soand,  sonnd  he  lies  in  dreamless  sleep, 

uiA,  a8  it  stealfl 

Nor  hears  the  sea- wind  wail, 
Though  with  the  tide  his  white  hands  creep 

H 

0  boIe»  disturbs  the  leaves  : 

Amid  the  Coves  of  Crail. 

^H 

^  and  Btill  he  sits  —  who  knows 

^H 

i*er  for  him  who  weaves 

THE  ISLE   OF  LOST   DREAMS 

^H 

'r  speech r  malicn,  morose, 
n  the  whites  wlio  came 

^^^^H 

There  is  au  Isle  beyond  oar  ken. 

^^^^1 

tired  up  his  race  like  sheaves 
•1,  fit  but  ^or  the  flame  — 

Haunted  by  Breams  of  weary  men. 
Gray  Hopes  enshadow  it  witli  winga 

^^^H 

^^^H 

f  spunied  them  without  shame. 

Weary  with  burdens  of  obi  things  ; 
There  the  insatiate  water-«prings 

^B 

le  shall  not  ie«  again 

Rise  with  the  tears  of  all  who  weep  : 

^^^^1 

cs  wherebj  the  lyre-birds  sing  ; 

And  deep  within  it,  — deep,  oh,  deep  t  — 

^H 

more  npon  the  plain, 

rhed,  aud  void  of  water^spring, 

The  furtive  voice  of  Sorrow  sings* 

^^^^1 

There  evermore, 

^^^H 

Tiil  Time  be  o^er. 

^^^^1 

d  flight,  or,  with  spear  tain 

Sad,  oh,  so  snd  1  the  I>ream»  of  men 

^^^^1 

dse,  glide,  twisty  and  creep 

Drift  through  the  Isle  beyond  our  keo* 

^^^1 

bttjwu  kangaroo  doth  leap. 

THE   DEATH-CHILD 

^M 

sUent  dawns  he  11  wait 

^^^^M 

igoons,  and  mark  the  flight 

She  sits  beneath  the  elder-tree 

^^^H 

am  near  :  no  more  elate 

And  sings  her  song  so  sweet. 

And  dreams  o*er  the  burn  that  darksomcly 

^^^H 

ik  the  boomerang  aright 

^H 

foe.     He  knows  that  now 

Rons  by  her  moon  white  feet. 

^^^H 

list  share  his  race's  night  — 

^^^^1 

ui  know  the  white  man's  plough 

Her  hair  is  dark  as  starless  night. 
Her  flower-crowned  face  is  pale, 

^^^^1 

J  pass  above  his  brow. 

^^^H 

But  oh,  her  eyes  are  lit  with  light 

^^^^1 

at  of  the  Austral  race 

Of  dread  ancestral  bale. 

^^^H 

)d  stares,  with  failing  breath  : 

^^^1 

deepens  on  his  face, 

She  sings  an  eerie  song,  so  wild 

^^^^1 

t  the  mctral  gttms  watts  death  : 
iddeu  bowl  swells  near  — 

With  immemorial  dale  — 

^^^^1 

Though  voung  and   fair,  Death*t  moftal 

^^^1 

once  with  a  startled  gaze, 

child 

^^^^1 

rotider,  half  in  fear, 

That  siU  by  that  dark  pool. 

^^^1 

back  on  his  unknown  bier. 

And  oft  she  cries  an  eldriteh  sereanv 

^H 

COVES  OF  CRAIL 

When  red  with  human  blood 

The  bum  becomes  a  crimson  stream, 

^H 

rhite  waters  wash  and  leap, 
tide  floods  the  Coves  of  Crail ; 

A  wild,  red,  surging  flood : 

^^^H 

^^^H 

Or  shrinks,  when  some  swift  tide  of  teaci^ 

^H 

1  tlie  sea-wind  waiL 

The  weeping  of  the  world  — 
Is  o*er  the  red  stream  hurlea. 

^H 

^^1 

Id  of  his  oozy  locks 

^^^^1 

er  drift  and  thither  wave  ; 

^^^H 

ids  ptash  against  the  rocks. 

j 
For  hours  beneath  the  elder-trea                   j 

^^^H 

i  lips  nothing  crave. 

She  broods  beside  the  stream  ; 
Her  dark  eyes  filled  witli  mystery, 

^K 

ibe  laughs  and  sings  — 
}  loved,  a  wild  lea-straiii  — 

Her  dark  soul  rapt  in  dream. 

^^^^M 

^^^H 

mermeD  weave  their  ringa 

The  lapsing  flow  she  beedeth  imI 

^^^1 

vaaf-set  main. 

Through  deepest  depths  ah«  aoaAs  : 

1 
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Life  13  the  ihode  that  clouds  her  thought, 
A*  Death  *s  the  eclipse  of  man^a^ 

Time  secma  but  as  &  bitter  tbin^ 
Eemcmbered  from  of  yore  : 

Yet  ah  (she  thinks)  her  »oug  she  *U  ling^ 
When  Timers  long  reign  is  o'er, 

£rst whites  she  bends  alow  to  hear 
What  the  swift  water  sinciS, 
The  torrent  running  darldj  clear 
With  secrets  of  all  things. 

And  then  she  smiles  a  strange  sad  smile 
And  letn  her  harp  lie  long  ; 
The  death*wtti^s  oft  may  rise  tbe  while^ 
She  greets  them  with  no  song. 

Few  ever  cross  that  dreary  moor^ 
Few  fl<?e  thut  Hower-crowned  head  ; 
But  whoftcj  knows  that  wild  song's  Inro 
Knowetb  that  he  is  dead* 


FROM   "SOSPIRI    DI   ROMA" 

SUSURRO 

Brkath  o*  the  firassi, 
Ripple  of  wandering  wind. 
Murmur  of  tremuloua  leaves  ; 
A  moonbeam  moving  white 
Like  a  ghoHt  across  the  plain  t 
A  shadow  on  the  road  : 
And  high  up,  liigfa, 
From  the  eypress-boiigh, 
A  loug  sweet  melancholy  note. 
Bil^nce, 

And  the  topmost  spray 
Of  the  cypress-hough  is  still 
As  a  wavelet  in  a  pool : 
The  road  lies  duskily  bare  • 
The  plain  is  a  misty  gloom  ; 
Still  are  the  tremulouij  leaves  ; 
Scarce  a  last  ripple  of  wind. 
Scarce  a  breath  V  the  grass. 
Hush  ;  the  tired  wind  sleeps ; 
Is  it  the  wiud^s  br<?athr  or 
Breath  o'  the  grass  ? 

RED  POPPIES 
IN  THE  SARTNE  VALLEYS  NEAR   ROME 

Through  the  seeding  grasst 
And  the  tall  com, 
The  wind  goes  : 
With  nimble  feet, 


And  blithe  voice^ 

Callings  calling. 

The  wind  goes 

Through  the  seeding  graaa. 

And  the  taU  corn, 

Wlmt  f^letb  the  wind. 

Passing  by^ 

The  t^bcpherd-wind  ? 

Far  and  near 

He  Inngheth  low. 

And  the  red  poppies 

Lift  their  heads 

And  toss  i'  the  snu. 

A  thousand  thousand  blooms 

Tossed  i'  the  air, 

Banners  of  joy, 

For  *t  is  the  shepbefd^wliid 

Passing  by, 

Sinfpng  and  laugbiag  low 

Through  the  seeding  grass 

And  the  tall  corn. 


TJIE    WHITE   PEACOCK 

JIehe  where  the  sunlight 

Floodeth  the  garden. 

Where  the  pomegranate 

RearL^b  its  glory 

Of  gorgeous  blossom  j 

Where  the  oleanders 

Dream  through  the  noontides  ; 

And|  tike  surf  o*  the  &ea 

Round  cliffs  of  Imsalt, 

The  thick  magnoliRs 

In  billowy  masses 

Front  the  sombre  gjeen  of  tbe  He 

Hf!re  where  the  heat  lies 

Pale  blue  in  the  holloT(%';s, 

Where  blue  are  the  shadows 

On  the  fronds  of  the  cactus^ 

Where  pale  blue  the  gleaming 

Of  fir  and  cy|iress, 

With  the  cones  upon  them 

Amber  or  glowing 

With  virgin  gold  ; 

Here  where  the  honej^-flower 

Makes  the  he^t  fragrant. 

As  though  from  the  gardeisa 

Of  GntiHtan, 

Where  the  bnlbul  singeth 

Though  a  mist  of  roses, 

A  breath  were  home  : 

Here  where  the  dream-flowew, 

The  cream-white  poppies 


^^Bi 
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r  wftver, 

Here,  as  the  breath,  as  the  soul  of  this           1 

kere  the  Scirocco, 

beauty,                                                             ■ 

1  the  hollows, 

White  as  a  cloud  through  the  heats  of  the            I 

1  bii  soft  white  wings  in  the  son- 

noontide                                                            U 

ligHt,                       ^ 

Moves  the  White  Peacock*                               ^M 

Ith  fileepin^ 

H 

D  the  heart  of 

SONG 

If  white  violets  : 

•a  the  breath*  as  the  sou]  of  thifl 

Lovis  in  my  heart :  oh,  heart  of  me,  heart 

beautj 

of  me  ! 

^JiL  Bilenoe,   and    dreamlike,   and 

Love  is  my  tyrant,  Love  is  supreme. 
What  if  he  passeth,  oh,  heart  ot  me,  heart 

mk' 

■Kniow-drift  in  montitaizi  Tallejs 

of  me  t 

poftljf  upon  it  the  gold  light  lingers  : 

Love  is  a  phantom,  and  Life  is  a  dream  f 

an  the  foam  o*  the  sea  that  is  driven 

illows  of  azure   agleam  with  aun- 

What  if  he  change th,  oh,  heart  of  me,  heart 

jellow : 

of  me  ! 

p^htie  aud  soft  as  the  breasts  of  a 

Oh,  can  the  waters  be  void  of  the  wind  ? 

Igirh 

What  if  he  wendeth  afar  and  apart  from 

the    White    Peacock,  ai    though 

me, 

fhroQgli  the  noon-tide 

What  if  he  leave  me  to  perish  behind  ? 

on  of  the  moonlight  were  real  for  a 

moment. 

What  if  he  passeth,  oh,  heart  of  me,  heart' 

1  the  beautiful  fan  that  he  spreadeth. 

of  roe  1 

ll  and  spreadeth  al>ro«acl  in  the  sun* 

A  flame  i'  the  dusk^  a  breath  of  Desire  ? 

light. 

Nay,  my  sweet  Love  is  the  heart  and  the 

H  the  oream*white  are  blue  adum- 

soul  of  me, 

lirations, 

And  I  am  the  innermost  heart  of  his  fire  !      ^ 

»s  so  pale  in  their  delicate  blneness 

^^H 

isiom  they  seem  as  of  vazuahing  vio- 

Love in  my  heart :  oh,  heart  of  me,  heart    ^^^ 

late, 

me                                                          ^^H 

RLgrant  white   violets    Teln^   with 

Love  is  my  tyrant,  Love  is  snpreme.           ^^H 
What  if  he  passeth,  oh,  heart  of  me,  heart           V 

»zure, 

inle  as  the  breath  of  blue  smoke  in 

of  me  f                                                             ■ 

far  woodlands. 

Love  is  a  phantom,  and  Life  is  a  dream  t           ■ 

^^B                  00tat 

IDIItit                                                             ^M 

I    AVE   IMPERATRIX 

And  all  the  deadly  fires  wluoh  are                   ^^M 

1 

The  torches  of  the  lords  of  Night*                ^^^1 

SlhiB  atormj  Northeni  sea, 

^^^1 

ll^theM  restless  fields  of  tide, 

Tlie  yellow  leopards,  strained  and  lean,           ^^H 

^^fcbat  shall  men  saj  of  thee, 
■Mboee  feet  the  worlds  divide  ? 

The    treacherous     Russian    knows    sa             V 

well.                                                                     ■ 

' 

With  gaping  blackened  jaws  are  seen                     I 

rtb«  a  brittle  globe  of  glass» 

To    leap    through    hail    of    screaming        ^M 
shell.                                                          ^^M 

in  the  hollow  of  thj  hand. 

ffougfa  its  heart  of  crystal  pass, 
1  shadows  through  a  twilight  land. 

^^^^ 

The  strong  se^-lion  of  Enghud^i  wars             ^^M 
Hath  lelt  his  sapphire  cava  of  sea,               ^^H 

iars  of  cnmson-snited  war. 

To  battle  with  the  atorni  that  man                  ^^M 

Uoog  while-orested  waves  of  fight, 

The  star  of  KngUud't  chivaliy.                   ^^B 

ss*» 
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Tke  brazen-throated  clarion  Mows 
Across  the  Pathan*a  reedy  fen» 

And  the  higU  steeps  of  Indiaa  snows 
Shake  to  the  tread  of  arm^d  meu. 

And  tnany  an  Afghan  chief,  who  lies 
Beneath  his  cool  poniegTanate-trees, 

Clutchec}  his  sword  m  fierce  surmise 
When  on  the  mouutain^ide  he  sees 

The  fleet-foot  Marri  scoat,  who  eou* 
Td  tell  how  he  hath  heard  afar 

The  ineajsufed  roll  of  English  druiOA 
Beat  at  the  gates  of  Kandahar. 

For  Bonthem  wind  and  east  wind  meet 
Where,  girt  and  crowned  by  sword  an 
fire, 

Enjland  with  bare  and  blood^^  feet 
Climbs  the  steep  road  of  wide  empire. 

0  lonely  Himalayan  height, 

Gray  pillar  of  the  Indian  sky, 
Where  saw^st  thou  last  in  clanging  fight 
Our  winged  dogs  of  Victory  ? 

The  almond  groves  of  Saniarcand, 
Bokhara,  where  red  lilies  blow^ 

And  Oitus,  by  whose  yellow  sand 
The  grave  white -turbancd  mercbaDts  ga  ; 

And  on  from  thence  to  IspahanT 

The  gilded  garden  of  the  snu. 
Whence  the  long  dusty  caravan 

Brings  cedar  and  vermiUon  ; 

And  that  dread  city  of  Cabool 

Set  at  the  inonntaUt^s  scarped  feet, 

Whose  marble  t4inks  are  ever  full 
W^ith  water  for  the  noonday  heat. 

Where  through  the  narrow  straight  Bazaar 

A  little  maid  Circaaaian 
Is  ledf  a  present  from  the  Czar 

Unto  mme  old  and  bearded  khan^  — <^ 

Here  have  our  wild  war-eaglea  fiown^ 
And  fiapped  wide  winga  in  fiery  fight  ; 

But  the  $ad  dove,  that  sits  alone 
la  England  —  she  hath  no  delight. 

In  vain  the  laughing  girl  will  lean 
To  greet  her  love  with  love- lit  eyes  ; 

iJown  in  some  treacherous  black  ravine^ 
CJntching  his  flag,  the  dead  boy  Ue&> 


And  many  a  moon  and  sun  will  nee 
The  lingering  wistful  ehildren  wait 

To  climb  upou  their  father *»  knee  ; 
And  in  each  bouse  made  desolate 

Fale  women  who  have  lost  their  lord 
Will  kiss  the  relics  of  the  alain  — 

Some  tarnished  epaulette  —  some  swoid  — 
Poor  toys  to  soothe  such  anguished  pahk 

ot  m  quiet  Engtlah  fielda 
i  these »  our  brothers,  Imo  to  reit, 
■e  we  might  deck  their  broken  sbieMi 
tb  ail  the  fiowers  tiie  dead  loYe  best 

>ine  are  by  the  Delhi  wialU, 
d  many  in  the  Afghan  laud, 
nany  where  the  bulges  falls 
fotigh  seven  months  of  shifting  saad 

i        some  in  Russian  waters  lie^ 
. 1  others  in  the  seas  which  ar« 

The  jjoptals  to  the  East,  or  by 

The  wind-swept  heighta  of  Trafalgar. 

O  wandering  grnTca  I     O  restless  sleep  1 

O  silence  of  the  sunless  day  I 
O  still  ravine  I     0  stormy  deep  ! 

Give  up  your  prey  I     Give  up  yonr  pwy  ^ 

And  those  whoae  wounds  are  never  he^ed, 
Wliose  weary  race  is  never  won^ 

0  Cromweirs  England  I  must  thou  yieU 
For  every  inch  of  ground  a  son  ? 

Go  I  crown  with  thorns  thy  gold-crowoid 
head, 

Change  thy  glad  song  to  song  of  pain ; 
Wind  and  wild  wave  have  got  tiiy  deadt 

And  will  not  yield  them  back  agmitu 

W^ave  and  wild  wind  and  foreign  shore 
Possess  the  flower  of  English  land  — 

Lins  that  thy  lips  shall  kiss  no  more, 
Hands  that  shall  never  clasp  thy  handt 

W^bat  profit  now  that  we  have  bound 
The  whole  round  world  with  nets  of  gcHi 

If  hidden  in  our  heart  is  found 
The  eare  that  groweth  never  old  t 

What  profit  that  our  galleys  ride, 
Pine-forest  like^  on  every  main  7 

Euin  and  wreck  are  at  our  side. 
Grim  warders  of  the  House  of  paiiL 
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Where   are    the    brave,   the    strong,   the 
fleet? 

Wh<?re  IB  OUT  English  chivalry  ? 
Wild  grautses  are  their  buriat-sbeet, 

And  »obbuig  waves  their  threnody. 

O  lored  one«  lying  far  away, 

What  wurd  of  love  cat)  dead  lips  Aeod  ? 
Q  wasted  diut  t    O  seoselens  ela,v  ! 

li  thia  the  eod?  it  thia  the  ead  ? 


Peace,  peace  t  we  wron^  the  noble  dead 
To  Tex  th«tr  solemn  slumber  so  ; 

Though  childleesr  and  with  thom-cruwtied 
head, 
Up  the  steep  road  must  England  gO| 

Yet  when  this  fiery  web  is  spun, 

Her  watch  111  en  shall  descry  from  far 

The  young  Eepublie  like  a  sun 

RiM  from  these  cruDBon  seaa  of  war. 


EHiuglajef  25.  ID.  Jtlabtn 


A  CHRISTMAS  LETTER  FROM 
AUSTRALIA 

T 18  Christmas,  and  the  Nortli  wind  blowa ; 

*t  was  two  years  yesterday 
Sinoe  from  the  Lusitiwia's  bows  I  looked 

o'er  Table  Bay, 
A  tripper  round  the  narrow  worlds  a  pil- 

prim  of  the  main. 
Expecting  when  her  sails  unfurled  to  start 

for  home  again. 

T  U  Christmas,  and  the  North  wind  blows  \ 

to-day  our  hearts  are  one, 
Though  you  are  'mid   the  English  snows 

and  I  in  Austral  sun  ; 
Yoo,   when  you  hear  the  Xorthem  blast* 

pile  high  a  mightier  fire, 
Our  laaies  cower  until  it 's  past  in  lawn  and 

lace  attire, 

I  fmney  I  can  picture  yoo  upon  this  Christ- 
mas night. 

Just  sttling  as  you  used  to  do,  the  laughter 
at  its  height : 

And  then  a  sudden,  silent  pause  intruding 
on  your  glee, 

And  kind  eyes  glistening  because  yon 
chanced  to  think  of  me. 

lliis  rooming  when  I  woke  and  knew  %  was 

Christmas  come  again, 
I  almost  fancied  I  could  view  white  rime 

upon  the  pane, 
And  hear  the  nnging  of  the  wheels  npon 

the  frosty  ground. 
And  see  tht*  dnp  that  downward  steals  in 

icy  casket  bound. 


I  daresay  yon  11  be  on  the  lake,  or  sliding 

on  the  snow, 
And  breathing  on  your  hands  to  make  the 

circulation  flow, 
Nestling  your  nose  among  the  furs  of  which 

your  boa 's  made,  — 
The  Fahrenheit  here  registers  a  hundred  in 

the  shade* 

It  IS  not  quite  a  Christmas  here  with  this 

unclouded  sky, 
This  pure  transparent  atmosphere,  this  sun 

midheaven-high  ; 
To  see  the  rose  u[>on  the  bush,  yoong  leaves 

upon  the  trees. 
And  hear  the  forest*s  summer  hush  or  the 

low  hum  of  bees. 

But  eold   winds  bring  not  Christmastide, 

nor  budding  roses  June» 
And  when  it 's  night  upon  your  side  we  *re 

basking  in  the  noon* 
Kind  hearts  make  Christmas  —  June  oen 

bring  blue  sky  or  clouds  above  ; 
The  only  universal  spring  b  that  which 

comes  of  love* 

And  so  it  *s  Christmas  in  the  Sonth  as  or 

the  North-^Seft  ooastSy 
Though  we  are  starved  with  sttmmeiHlroQth 

an<l  you  with  winter  frosts. 
And  we  sluUl  have  our  roaut  beef  here,  and 

think  of  yon  the  while. 
Though  all  the  watery  hemisphere  cuts  off 

the  mother  isle. 

Feel  sore  that  we  shall  think  of  yon,  we 
who  have  wandered  forth* 
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And  rDEiiiy  a  million  tlioughta  wiU  go  tcniay 

irom  B^uth  to  north  ; 
Old  heads  will  muse  on  dmrcbes  old,  where 

bella  ^dll  ring  today  — 
The  very   bells,   p«!relmuc«,    which   tolled 

their  fAtiiers  to  the  isUy. 

And  now,  good^iiight  1  and  I  shftll  dream 
tliat  I  am  with  you  ail^ 

Watfhitipf  the  iiiddy  embers  gleam  athwiut 
the  panelled  ball  ; 

No^  care  1  if  X  dream  or  not,  though  sev- 
ered by  the  foam. 

My  heart  is  always  in  the  spot  which  was 
my  childhood' a  home. 


SUNSET  ON   THE   CUNIMBLA 

VALLEY,  BLUE  MOUNTAINS 

I  SAT  upon  ft  windy  moiutsin  lieight, 

On  &  huge  rock    outstanding    from    tha 

rest ; 
The  sun  had   sunk  behind  a   neighboring 

crest, 
Leaving  chill  Bhadc  ;  bat  looking  down,  my 

sight 
Beheld  the  vale  stiH  bathed  in  his  warm 

light 
And   of    the   perfect    peace   of    eve   pos- 
sessed, 
No  wave  upon  the  forest  on  its  breast 
And  all  its  ^ark-Uke  gla«les  with  sunshine 

bright. 
It  put  me  into  mind  of  the  old  nge 
Of   one  who   leaves  ambition^s  rocks   and 

peaks 
To  tbos^e  inhabited  by  nobler  rage. 
And  still  existence  in  life's  valleys  seeks  ; 
HiM   is   the   peaceful   eve ;   but   then    one 

hour 
Of  mountain   life  is   worthy  his   twenty- 

four* 


THE  TROPICS 

LoTE  we  the  warm  til  and  light  of  tropic 

lauds, 
The  strange  bright  fruit,  the  feathery  fan* 

spread  leaves. 
The    gluwing   mornings    and  the   mellow 

eves, 
The  strange  eheUa  scattered  on  the  golden 


The  curious  handiwork  of  Eaj^ter»  bandt. 

The   little   carts   ambled    by  humpbacked 

beeves, 
The   narrow  outrigged  native  boat  vhkh 

cleaves^ 
Unacatbed,  the    surf    outside     the    ootd 

strands. 
Love  we  the  blase  of  color,  the  rich  red 
Uf  broad  tlLed-roof  and  turbaUf  the  hrijM 
green 
jlantfiin-frond    and    padd3^-field,  nor 

dread 
ierceneas  of  the  noon.    The  sky  serene, 
!Ltl]4ess  air,  quaint  sights,  and  tropk 
trees, 
like  a  dr«am  fulfill^  of  lotu^eas«. 


FROM   THE   DRAMA   OF 
"CHARLES  11" 

REFRAIN 

CoMK  and  kiss  me,  mistress  Beauty, 
I  will  giv^  you  all  that  'a  due  t^  ye* 

I  will  taste  your  rosebud  lips 
Daintily  as  the  bee  sips  ; 
At  your  bonny  eyes  I  *H  look 
LLke  a  scholar  at  his  book  : 

On  my  boMom  you  shall  rest, 
Like  a  rubiu  ou  her  nest  r 
Round  my  body  you  shall  twine, 
I  '11  be  f^Lm,  mid  you  be  vine  : 

In  a  bumper  of  your  breath 

I  would  drain  a  draught  of  death  : 

In  the  tangles  of  your  hair 

I  'd  be  hanged  and  never  care. 

Then  come  kiss  me,  mistress  Beauty, 
X  will  give  you  all  that  ^s  due  t^  ye. 


SALOPIA   INHOSPITALIS 

Touch  not  that  maid  t 
She  is  a  flower,  and  changetb  but  to  fade. 
Fragrant  is  she,  and  fair 
As  au3'  shape  that  haunts  this  lower  air  j 
In  form  as  graceful  and  as  free 
As  hoooy suckles  and  the  lilies  be  ; 
Insensible,  and  shrinking  from  caress 
As    flowers,  which   you    peril  when  yoa 
press. 
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Gaxe  not  on  ber  ; 

Heed  her  no  more  : 

She  is  a  being  of  another  sphere. 
Brill iauit  ifl  sEe^  And  bright 

She  is  a  gem  whose  heart  thou  canst  not 

bore  ; 

At  Any  star  illuminate  at  night ; 

Glistering  is  she,  and  grand 

Of  iiaff  as  sober  and  as  tine 

As  any  stone  that  decks  a  monarch's  hand  ; 

As  hers  whose  ^lory  thron^h  the  moon  doib 

In  face  as  free  from  flaw  or  stain                     ^H 

shine  ; 

As  diamond  from  mine,  or  pearl  from  main  :    ^H 

Unliker  to  cume  down  to  tliih  tby  We 

But  she  thy  fire  and  fever  never  felt,              ^H 

Than  any  orb  that 's  fixed  for  aye  above. 

For  adamant  caji  neither  waste  nor  molt.        ^H 

I^tiir|]  €^vit0  52&etff}m0                              H 

A  SUMMER  DAY 

And  sure  *t  was  'neath  thy  shade             ^H 

Tityrus  oft  did  use                             ^   ^^| 

Gree.v   leaves  panting  for  jojr  with   the 

(The  while  his  oxen  strayed)                     ^H 

great  wind  rushing  through  ; 

To  meditate  the  Muse.                           ^^| 

A  burtit  of  the  sun  from   cloud  and  a 

To  thee  't  was  Corydon                               ^H 

sparkle  on  valley  and  hill. 

^Sad  shepherd)  did  lament                   ^^| 

Gold  on  the  corn,  and  red  on  the  poppjr, 

Yarn  hopes,  and  violets  wan                     ^^| 
To  fair  Alexis  sent.                                ^^| 

and  on  the  nil 

SUverf  and  over  all  white  clouds  afloat  In 

^^H 

the  blue. 

Our  singers  loved  thee,  too :                   ^^| 

lu  Chaucer's  liquid  verse                       ^^| 

Swallows  that  dart,  a  lark  nnseen,  innume- 

Are  set  thy  praises  due                              ^^^| 

The  ages  but  rehearse  ;                         ^^| 

Though  later  poets  bring                            ^^| 

rous  song 

Cbtmiped   and    twittered^   a  lowing   of 

cows  in  the  meadow  grass, 
Munniinng   gunts,  and   heeti  that  suck 

Their  homage  still,  and  I                       ^^^ 

The  least  of  those  who  sing                      ^^^ 
Thy  name  would  magnify.                    ^^^ 

tbetr  honey  and  pass  : 

^^^k 

we  did  it  wrong. 

For  long  ago  my  iirea,                               ^^| 
Ere  Hengist  cftiaaed  the  tea                  ^H 

Human   eyes,   and    human   hands,  and   a 

To  map  our  English  shires^                       ^H 

human  face 

Gave  up  their  hejirt  to  thee,                  ^^| 

Darkly  behuld    before   In  a  vision,  not 

And  vowed  if  thou  wouldst  kee^             ^^| 

nuderst^^od, 

Their  lives  from  fire  and  foe,               ^H 

Po  T  at  bt<it  begin  to  feel  as  I  stand  and  gaze 

Thoti  too  shouldst  never  weep                   ^^| 

Why  Cioil  waited  for   thiSj  then  called 

The  axe*s  deadly  blow*                          ^^| 

the  world  very  good  ? 

^^1 

ThoQ  hast  my  heart  to-day :                     ^^| 

Whether  in  June  I  sit                            ^^| 

TO  MY  TOTEM 

And  watch  the  leaves  at  play»                   ^^| 

Tlic  tlic^ki^ring  shadows  flit ;                   ^^| 

••  StfA  Ugimimt/mfL^ 

Or  whoth<-r,  when  leaves  fall                     ^^| 

Thy  name  of  old  was  great ; 

And  red  the  autumn  mould,                  ^^^ 

What  though  sour  critiiis  teiifili 

I  pace  the  woodland  hall                            ^^^ 
Thy  stately  trunks  uphold.                     ^^^ 

"  The  beech  by  the  Sdenn  gate 
Was  uot  indeed  a  beoehi 

^^H 

That  sweet  Theocritus 

Thou  hast  my  he^oi,  and  here                  ^^| 

The  ilex  loved,  not  thee  7  — 

In  soattere4  fruit  I  see                            ^^| 

These  are  made  glorious 

An  emblem  true  and  clear                         ^^| 

Through  thy  name,  glorious  tree. 

Of  what  my  heart  must  be  t—             ^H 

SS4 
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Hsj-d  she 

Yet  foi 

To  break 


id  acftnty  farep 
u  every  side 
aJid  ahure 
:  faiit  would  bide. 


KNOWLEDGE  AFTER  DEATH 

Siecine  *€parat  a       a  www*  f 

Is  death  so  bi  Can  it  »htit  as  fftit 

Off  from  OUT  **-.t  '"■* —  ' 1  *^-- 

paatf 
Wben  Time  conipels  us  thrt 

oow  doors  ? 
BitiBt  we,  supplanted  bj 

course, 
Changelings,  beeome  as  II 

t  last 

A  ri?er'a  secret,  never  hat 
Oae  gness,  or  known  one  ut  its 

Boiirce  ? 
Is  it  so  bitter  ?    Does  not  knuwieage  here 
Forget  her  gradual  growth,  and  bow  each 

day 
Seals  up  the  sum  of  each  world-conscious 

soul  ? 
So,  though  our  ghosts  forget  us,  waste  no 

tear  ; 
We  being  ourselves  would  gladly  be  as 

they, 
And  we  being  they  are  still  ourselves  made 

whole. 


PRAYERS 


God  who  oreated  me 

Nimble  and  light  of  limbt 
In  three  elements  free. 

To  run^  to  ride,  to  swim  ; 
Not  when  the  Benae  is  dim. 

But  now  from  the  heart  of  ja^ 
1  would  remember  Him  ; 

Take  the  thanks  of  a  boy. 


Je&u,  King  and  I^rd, 

Whose  are  my  foea  to  $gh^ 
Gird  me  with  thy  sword 

Swift,  and  sharp,  and  bright. 
Thee  would  I  serve  if  I  noight, 

And  conquer  if  I  ean. 
From  day-ciawn  till  night : 

Take  the  strength  of  a  man* 

in 
Spirit  of  Love  and  Truth, 

Breathing  in  grosser  clay, 
The  light  and  flame  of  youth. 

Delight  of  men  in  the  fraj-. 
Wisdom  in  strength's  decay  ; 

From  pain,  strife,  wrong,  to  be 
Tliis  best  g^ft  I  pray  : 

Take  my  spirit  to  Thee. 


S[o{)n  S^illtam  St^acltdil 


AN   ETRUSCAN   RING 


Where,  girt  with  orchard  and  with  olive- 
yard. 

The  white  hill-fortress  glimmers  on  the 
hill. 

Day  after  day  an  ancient  goldsmith's 
skill 

Guided  the  copper  graver,  tempered  hard 

By  some  lost  secret,  while  he  shaped  the 
sard 

Slowly  to  beauty,  and  his  tiny  drill. 

Edged  with  corundum,  ground  its  way 
until 

The  gem  lay  perfect  for  the  ring  to 
guard. 


Then  seeing  the  stone  complete  to  his 

sire. 
With  mystic  imagery  carven  thus, 
And  dark  Egj'ptian  symbols  fabulous, 
He   drew  through  it  the  delicate   go' 

wire, 
And  bent  the  fastening  ;  and  the  Etm 

sun 
Sank  behind  Ilva,  and  the  work  was  do 


What  dark-haired  daughter  of  a  Lucud 
Bore    on    her    slim   white    finger   to 

grave 
This    the   first   gift   her    Tyrrhene    Ic 

gave. 
Those  five-and-twenty  centuries  ago  ? 


^H 
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Wliat   sbadowy  djeama   might   baant   it, 

"Hlio  knows  ?  but  well  it  is  so  frail  a  thing, 

lying  low 
60  long,  woiU  kings  and  armies,  ware  on 

Unharm* d  by  conquering  Time's  aupremacv. 
Still  should  be  fair,  though  scarce  less  old 

ware, 

than  Rome. 

Above  tlie  rook-tomb's  buried  architrave 

Now  once  again  at  rest  from  wandering 

Went  niillioQ  -  footed    trampling    to  and 

Across  the  high  Alps  and  the  dreadful  sea. 

fro? 

'^--^—   ■ 

S.  ^.  tB.  0it^Q]0                               S 

LINES  BY  A  PERSON   OF 

Marlrad  how  the  gentle  golden  sunlight          1 

QUALITY 

strove                                                             1 

To  play  abont  their  leaf-crowned  ourb,          1 

Thx  loves  that  doubted,  the  loves  that  dis- 

and kiss                                                       1 

sembled, 

Their  burnished  slender  limbs,  half-bared     ^J 

That  still  mistrusted  themselves  and  trem^- 

to  hb  love.                                            ^H 

bled. 

■ 

That  held  back  their  hands  and  would 

But  grave  or  pensive  seemed  the  boy  to 

not  touch  ; 

grow, 

Who  strained  sad  eyes  to  look  more  nearly, 

For  while  upon  the  grass  unfingered  lay 

And  SAW  too  curiouslv  and  clearly 

The  slim  twiu-pi|ie$,  he  ever  watebed  with 

What  others  blindly  clutch  ; 

slow 

Dream  laden  looks  the  rid^  that  far  away 
Surmounts  the  sleeping  midsummer  wttli 

Who  dozed  and  dreamed  they  were  only 

snow. 

drcamingf 

And  fell  in  a  dunk  of  dreams  on  sleep  ; 

These  things  we  saw  ;  moreover  we  eonld 

When  dreams  and  darkness  are  rent  asun- 

hear 

der, 

The  girl's  soft  voiee  of  Uinghter,  grown 

And  mom  makes  mock  of  their  donbts  and 

more  bold 

wonder, 

With  the  ntter  noonday  silence,  sweet  and 

What  should  they  do  bnt  weep  ? 

clear : 

*'  Why  doat  thoa  think  ?     By  thiakiiif    ^M 

A   PASTORAL 

one  grows  old  ;                                       ^^M 

Wouldat  thon  for  all  the  world  be  old»  my         1 

My  love  and  I  among  the  mountains  strayed 
When  heaven  aucf  earth  in  summer  heat 

dear?"                                                            1 

1 

were  still. 

Here  my  love  tnmed  to  me,  bnt  her  eyes  told         J 

Aware  anon  that  at  our  feet  were  Uud 

Her  ibonght  with  smilea  before  she  spake    ^H 

Within  R  snnny  hollow  of  the  hill 

a  word ;                                                     ^H 

A  long-haired  shepherd-lover  and  a  maid. 

And  being  quick  their  meaniaff  to  behold       ^H 
I  eonld  not  choose  but  eSio  what  we    ^H 

I    Tber  saw  nor  heard  us,  who  a  spAce  above, 
■       With  hands  clasped  doie  as  hers  were 

heard:                                                  ^% 

*«  Sweet  heart,  woutdst  thou   for  all   the         1 

m              clasped  m  bla» 

world  be  old  ?  '*                                  ^J 

i 

si^ 
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(A.  MARY   F,  HOUINSON) 


DAWN-ANGELS 

AtX  iifght  I  watehed  awake  for  mormug, 
At  last  the  East  grew  all  aflame^ 

The  birds  for  welcotiie  aang,  or  warniDg, 
And  with  their  singing  momiog  came. 

Along  the  gold-green  heavena  drifted 
Pale  wandering  Ronls  thai  shun  the  Hght» 

Whose  cloud  J  pinions,  torn  and  rifted^ 
Had  beat  Uie  bars  of  Heaven  all  night. 

Theae  claAtf^rf^d  ronnd  the  moon,  but  higher 
A  troop  of  sbining  spirits  went, 

Who  were  not  mode  of  wind  or  ftre. 
But  some  didne  dream-element. 

Some  held  the  Light,  while  those  remainiDg 
Shook  oiit  their  harvest-colored  wings , 

A  faint  unusual  musie  raining^ 

(Whose   aontid  was  Light)   on  earthlj 
things. 

They  sang,  and  ai  a  mighty  rtver 
Their  vojcea  washed  the  niglit  awaj^ 

From  East  to  West  ran  one  white  shiver. 
And  waxen  strong  their  aoog  was  Day. 

COCKAYNE   COUNTRY 

Near  where  yonder  eveniug  star 

Makes  a  glory  in  the  air, 
Lies  a  land  dreiim-found  and  far 

WhKtc  it  is  light  alway. 
There  those  lovely  ghosts  repair 

Wlio  ill  Sloep*a  enchantment  are. 
In  Coekayne  dwell  all  thin^  fair* 

(But  it  is  far  away*) 

Throvigh  the  gates  ^  a  goodly  sight  — 

Troopsi  of  men  and  tnaidens  come, 
There  shutoutfrora  Heaven  at  night 

Belated  angels  stray  ; 
Down  thoae  widc-arched  grove  n  they  roam 

Through  a  land  of  great  deJight, 
Dreaming  they  are  safe  at  home. 

(Bnt  it  is  far  away.) 

There  the  leaves  of  all  the  trees 

Written  are  with  a  running  rhyme, 
There  all  poets  lire  at  peace, 
And  loTGTS  are  true,  they  say* 


Earth  in  that  an  wintered  cllma 
Like  a  star  incarnate  sees 

The  glory  of  her  future  time, 
(But  it  is  far  away.) 

Hard  to  find  as  it  is  far  t 

Dark  nights  shroud  its  brilliance  i 
Cronehing  round  the  elotidy  bar 

Under  the  wings  of  day. 
But  if  thither  ye  wiU  fare. 

Love  and  Death  the  pilots  ar^i  — 
Might  either  one  convey  me  there  t 

(But  it  is  far  a^-ay.) 


CELIAS   HOME-COMING 

MAiDENSf  kilt  ymir  skirta  and  go 
Down  the  stormy  gnrdeu-ways, 

Pluck  the  last  sweat  pinks  that  blow, 
Gather  rosea,  gather  hays, 

Sini-'e  our  Celia  eonies  to-day 

That  has  been  too  long  away* 

Crowd  her  chamber  with  your  aweeti 
Not  a  flower  but  grows  for  her  I 

Make  her  bed  with  linen  sheets 
That  have  Idn  in  lavender  ; 

Light  a  fJTv.  before  she  come 

Lest  she  Jiud  us  chill  at  home. 

Ah,  what  joy  when  Celia  stands 
By  the  leaping  blaxe  at  last. 

Stooping  down  to  warm  her  hands 
All  benumbed  with  the  blast j 

While  we  hide  her  cloak  away 

To  assure  us  she  shall  stay. 

Cyder  bring  and  cowslip  wine, 
Fruit^'^  and  flavors  from  the  Eas^ 

Pears  and  pippins  too,  and  ^ne 
Saffron  loaves  to  make  a  feast : 

China  dishes,  silver  cups. 

For  the  board  where  Celia  sups  I 

Then^  when  all  the  feasting 's  done. 
She  shaH  draw  ns  round  the  blaxei 

Laugh,  and  tell  us  every  one 
Of  her  far  triumphant  days  — 

Celia,  out  of  doors  a  star. 

By  the  hearth  a  holier  Lar  I 
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Nay,  as  in  walking  through  same  convent-           1 
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cloee,                                                               1 

^ 

Fussing  betide  a  well,                                           1 

^H                            (KISFETTl) 

Oft  have  we  thrown  a  red  and  scented          J 

^                                        i 

To  watch  It  as  it  fell ;                                  ^H 

Whsk  I  am  dend  *Lnd  I  am  quite  forgot. 

^^H 

What  care  I  if  my  spirit  lives  or  dies  ? 

Knowing  that  never  more  the  rose  shall          1 

To  walk  with  angvU  in  a  graABj  ptot, 
And  pluck  the  lilies  grown  in  Faradise  ? 

UMi                                                                      ^J 

To  shame  us,  being  dead  ;                              ^^H 
Watching  it  spin  and  dwindle  till  tt  lies          ^^M 

Ah,  DO  —  the  heaTeo  of  all  my  heart  haa 

At  rest,  a  speck  of  red  —                             ^^M 

been 

^^H 

Ta  bear  jour  ^oice  and  catch  the  sighs  be* 

Thus,   I   beseech    thee,  down    the    silent          1 

tween. 

deep                                                                  1 

Ah,  no  ^  the  better  heaven  I  fain  wonld 

And  darkness  of  my  heart,                                   1 

gi^e. 

Cast  thou  a  rose  ;  give  me  a  rose  to  keep^             J 

Bui  In  a  omnny  of  your  soul  to  liTe* 

My  friend,  before  we  part                            ^H 

n 

For,  as  thou  passest  down   thy  garden-    ^^m 

Ah  me,  you  well  might  wait  a  little  while, 

ways,                                                            1 

And  not  forget  me,  Sweet,  until  I  die  I 

Many  a  blossom  there                                   ^J 

I  had  a  hotiie,  a  little  distant  isle. 

GroweUi  for  thee  :  lilies  and  laden  bays,         ^H 

Wlthahadowy  trees  and  tender  misty  sky. 

And  rose  and  Uveuder.                                ^^ 

I  had  a  home  !     It  was  leea  dear  than  thou, 

But  down  the  darkling  well  cme  only  rose             1 

And  1  forgot,  as  you  forget  me  now. 

In  all  the  year  is  st^  ;                                        j 

I  hiid  a  home,  more  dear  than  I  could  tell, 

And    o*er   that   chill  and   secret   wave  it      ^J 

And  I  forgot,  but  now  remember  well. 

throws                                                            ^^1 

ni 

A  sudden  dawn  of  red.                                  ^^M 

Lore  me  to-day  and  think  not  on  to-morrow, 

^M 

Come,  take  my  handsy  and  lead  me  out 

DARWINISM                        ^1 

of  doora, 

^H 

There  in  the  tields  let  us  forget  our  iorrow, 

WuKSi  first  the  unfiowering  Fenwforest         ^H 

Talking  of  Venice  and  Ionian  shores  ;  — 

Shadowed  the  dim  lagoons  of  old«               ^^M 

A  vague  uxMNmsoious  long  ttnreat                     ^^m 

Talking  of  all  the  seas  innumerable 

Swayed  tlia  great  fronds  of  green  and          1 

'^Vhere  we  will  sail  and  sing  when  I  am  well ; 

gold.                                                   ^M 

Talking  of  Indian  roses  gold  and  red, 

^^M 

Whicli  we  will  plait  in  wreaths  —  when  I 

Until  the  flexible  stems  grew  rude,                 ^^1 

The  fronds  began  to  branoh  and  bower*           J 

^^ 

And  lo  I  upon  the  uublossoming  wood              ^^1 

H|               ROSA  ROSARUM 

There  breaks  a  dawn  of  apple^flower.          ^^| 

Gmt  me,  O  friend,  the  secret  of  thy  heart 

Safe  in  my  breast  io  hide. 

For  ages  long  tlie  unquiet  ape                      ^^M 

80  that  the  leagues  which  keep  our  Ures 

Swung  happy  in  his  airy  house                                 1 
And  plucked  the  apple  and  sucked  the          J 

apart 

May  not  our  souls  diride. 

grape.                                                     ^M 

Give  me  the  »«ecret  of  thy  life  to  lay 

Until  in  him  at  length  there  attned                ^H 

Asleep  within  my  own, 

Nor  dream  that  it  shall  mock  thee  any  day 

That  pierced  bis  world  of  wind  and  btrd        ^^M 

Bj  any  sign  or  tone. 

Witli  some  divine  unhappinest.                    ^^M 
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Not  Love,  nor  ild  fruiU  be  flonght  j 

Nor  the  fier^  tl&s  of  IiIb  cl&n 

Could  still  t^e  u»^.*ii  and  acbittg  thooght 
Until  the  brute  became  the  man. 


Long  since.  . » . 

Goods  to  the 
Till  some  new  * 

£nd  the  new 


And  now  tfatf  same  unrest 

iDyisiblti  gi^r 
undreamed,  uoguessedi 
\j1  td  the  MQuL 


A  BALLAD 


Ths  fray  begaji  i        t  m. 

Between  tke  ni         isid 
Before  the  niatin  mv«<^  wb4  4t.^^ 

The  foe  was  far  awaj. 
There  was  no  knif^ht  in  the  k 

Could  gar  th»t  fo&  in  flee^ 
!nil  up  there  rose  a  joung  nialaeiii 

And  drove  them  to  the  &ea. 

Sixty  forts  firotnuf  Oihon.'i  fmtmf 
And  sixty  forts  of  stone  ! 

Sixty  forts  at  our  gates  last  night  — 
To-day  there  is  not  one  I 

Talbot,  Suffolk,  and  Pole  are  fled 
Beyond  the  Loire,  in  fear  — 


Matiy  u  eaptam  wbo  would  not  driiik« 
Hail]  drunken  deeply  there  — 

Many  a  captain  La  fallen  and  drowned^ 
And  many  a  knight  is  dead^ 

And  many  die  in  the  misty  dawn 
While  forts  are  burning  t^d. 

The  blood  ran  off  our  spears  all  night 
As  the  rain  riins  off  the  roofs  — 
d  rest  their  soulj  that  feU  i'  the  %bl 
ILmong  our  horses'  hoofs  I 
ey  came  to  rob  us  of  our  own 
IrV  ith  sword  aud  spear  and  lan^sep 
ey    f«U    and    clutched    the 

earth, 
kskd  bit  the  dust  of  France  I 

i  fought  aeross  the  moonless  dark 
Igainst  their  onaecn  hftuds  -— 
cnight  camo  out  of  Paradise 
Ana  fought  among  oar  bands. 
Fie^ht  on,  O  maiden  knight  of  Grod, 

Fight  oa  and  do  not  tire  — 
For  lo  I  tlio  misty  break  o*  the  day 
Sees  all  their  forts  on  fire  1 

Sixty  forts  around  Orleans  town^ 

And  sixty  forts  of  stone  I 
Sixty  forts  at  our  gates  last  night -^ 

To-day  there  is  not  one  I 


3|of|n  SDattDiefon 


HARVEST-HOME   SONG 

The  frost  will  bite  us  soon  ; 
His  tooth  is  on  the  leaves  : 
Beneath  the  gulden  moon 

We  bear  the  golden  sheaves  : 
We  care  not  for  the  winter's  spite, 
We  keep  our  Harvest-home  to-night. 
Hurrah  for  the  English  yeoman ! 

Fill  full,  fill  the  cup  ! 
Hurrah  1  he  yields  to  no  man  ! 
Drink  deep  ;  drink  it  up  ! 

The  pleasure  of  a  king 

Is  tasteless  to  the  mirth 
Of  peasants  when  they  bring 

The  harvest  of  the  earth. 
With  pipe  and  tabor  hither  roam 
All  ye  who  love  our  Harvest-home. 


The  thresher  with  his  flail. 

The  shepherd  with  his  crook. 
The  milkmaid  with  her  pail. 

The  reaper  with  his  hook  — 
To-ni^ht  the  dullest  blooded  clods 
Are  kmgs  and  queens,  are  demigods. 
Hurrah  for  the  Euglish  yeoman  t 

Fill  full  ;  fill  the  cup  I 
Hurrah  I  he  yields  to  no  man  t 
Driuk  deep  ;  drink  it  up  ! 


A   BALLAD   OF   HEAVEN 

He  wrought  at  one  great  work  for  years 
The  world  passed  by  with  lofty  look  : 

Sometimes    his  eyes    were    dashed  wi 
tears ; 
Sometimes  his  lips  with  laughter  shool 
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His  wife  atid  child  went  clothed  in  rags, 
And  in  a  windy  garret  starved  : 

He  trod  his  measuren  on  the  fliig9» 
And  high  on  heaven  hia  maaie  oanred. 

Wiatful  he  grew,  but  never  feared  ; 

For  always  ou  the  midnight  ikiet 
His  rich  orchestral  score  appeared 

Id  stars  and  cones  and  galaiiea. 

He  sought  to  copy  down  his  score  ; 

The  tnoonlight  was  his  lamp  :  he  said, 
"  listen,  my  love  ;  '*  but  on  the  floor 

His  wife  and  child  were  lying  dead« 

Her  hollow  eves  were  open  wide  : 

He  deemed  she  heard  with  special  zest : 

Her  death Vhead  infant  coldly  eyed 
The  depart  of  her  shrunken  breast. 

^  listen,  mj  love  i  mr  work  is  done  ; 

I  tremble  u  I  touch  tlM  page 
To  sign  the  eenlenoe  of  the  sun 

Aiid  crown  the  great  eternal  age. 

*'  The  slow  adagio  begins  ; 

The  winding-sheets  are  ravelled  out 
Thai  swathe  the  minds  of  men,  the  sins 

That  wrap  their  rotting  souls  about, 

*'  The  dead  are  heralded  along  ; 

With  silver  trumps  and  golden  drums, 
And  Hutcs  and  oboes,  keen  and  stfong, 

My  brave  andante  singing  oomes. 

**  Then  like  a  python's  sumptuous  dress 
The  frame  of  thiugs  is  cast  away, 

And  out  of  time's  obscure  distress 
The  thnndering  scherxo  crashes  Day. 

*  For  three  great  orchestras  I  hope 
Mv  mighty  music  shall  bo  scored  t 

On  three  Ingh  hills  they  shall  have  scope. 
With  heaven's  vault  for  a  iouuding-boanl* 

''Sleep  wellj  love  ;  let  your  ejcUds  fsll  ; 

Cover  the  child  ;  good-nighty  and  if  .  *  . 
Wliat  ?    8peak  ,  .  .  the  trailorous  end  of 
alll 
Both  .  .  .  cold  and  hongiy  .  *  .  cold  and 
stiff  I 

'^Bnt  no,  God  means  us  well,  I  trust : 
Dear  ones,  be  happy,  hope  is  nigh ; 


We  are  too  young  to  fall  to  dust. 

And  too  unsatisfied  to  die." 

He  lifted  up  against  his  breast 
The  woman^s  body  sturk  and  wan  , 

And  to  her  withered  Ivosom  prest 
The  little  skiu-clad  skeleton* 

**  Yon  see  you  are  alive,*'  be  cried. 

He  rooked  them  gently  to  and  fio. 
**  No,  no,  my  love,  yon  have  not  died  | 

Nor  yon,  my  little  fellow  ;  no." 

Long  in  his  arms  he  strained  his  dead 
And  crooned  an  antiaue  lullaby  ; 

Then  laid  them  on  the  lowly  bed. 
And  broke  down  with  a  doleful  cry* 

'<Tbe    love,   the    hope,    the    blood,    the 
brain, 

Of  her  and  roe,  the  budding  life. 
And  my  great  music^  — all  in  vain  1 

My  unscorcd  work,  my  child,  my  wife  t 

•*  We  drop  into  oblivion, 

And  nourish  some  suburban  sod  : 
My  work,  this  woman,  this  my  son. 

Are  now  no  more  :  there  is  no  God. 

*(  The  world 's  a  dustbin  ;  we  are  due, 
And  death's  cart  waits  :  be  life  accurst  t  ** 

He  stnmbled  down  beside  the  two, 

And,   clasping    them,   his    great    heart 
burst 

Straightway  he  stood  at  heaven's  gate. 
Abashed  and  trembling  lor  his  sin  r 

I  trow  be  had  not  long  to  wait, 
For  God  came  ont  and  let  him  in. 

And  then  there  ran  a  radiant  pair. 
Ruddy  with  haste  and  eager^yed. 

To  meet  him  first  upon  the  stair, 
His  wile  and  child  beatified. 

They  clad  him  in  a  robe  of  light. 
And  gave  him  heavenly  food  to  eat ; 

Great  seraphs  praised  him  to  the  height. 
Archangels  sat  about  bis  feet. 

God,  smiling,  took  him  by  the  hand, 
And  led  him  to  the  brink  of  heaven  ; 

He  saw  where  systems  whirling  stand. 
Where  gahudes  like  snow  Bte  dnveik 
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Dead  silcncse  reigned  ;  A  shndder  T&ti 
Throng b  apace  j  Tuiie  furled  his  wearied 
wijigs  ; 

A  alow  ada^o  then  began 
Sweetly  peaolviiig  troubled  ttiingi^ 

The  dead  were  heralded  along  t 

Aa  if  with  dniitis  and  truuips  of  flame, 

And  tlutes  and  oboes  keen  mid  strong, 
A  braYe  andante  ainging  eatnti. 

'  Tlien  like  a  pjihon^s  suniptnotis  dress 

Tbe  frame  of  things  was  caat  awajj 

And  out  i>f  Tint^'s  obscure  di^treas 

The     conquering 

Day. 


seheriEO    thundered 


He  doubted  ;  bnt  God  said,  "  Even  so  ; 

Nothing    is    last   that  'a   wrought   with 
tear;^ : 
The  niusio  that  you  made  below 

Is  now  the  inoBie  of  the  apherea^" 


LONDON 

AriiwAKT  the  sky  a  lowly  sigh 

From  west  to  ea&t  tbe  sweet  wind  earmdj 
The  sun  fttood  itill  on  Primr^Me  Hill ; 

His  lig^bt  in  all  the  eity  tarried  ; 
The  cltiuda  on  viewlcas  eolumns  bloom^ 
Like  smouldering  lilies  uneoaaumed* 

^'    iweetheart^  see  I     How  shadowy^ 
iome  occult  magician's  rearing^ 
img  in  sjMice  q{  heaven's  grace 
solvingf  dimly  reappearing, 
~  upon  ethereal  tides 
-ul'a  above  the  city  ridea  I  ^ 

lor  broke  through  the  thin  smoke, 
wreathing  abbeji  tower,  und  palace, 
arkflf  the  Bquares,  the  ihoTotighfifff^ 
(  luillion-peopled  laoes  and  flJleyii 

er-muttering  prisoned  storm, 
leart  of  London  beating  warm^ 


Moga  aBuH^oIIanU 


LOVE  AND   DEATH 

In  the  wild  autumn  weather,  when  the  rain 

was  on  the  sea. 
And  the   boughs   sobbed   together,  Death 

came  and  spake  to  me  : 
**  Those  red  drops  of  thy  heart  I  have  come 

to  take  from  thee  ; 
As  the  storm  sheds  the  rose,  so  thy  love 

shall  broken  be," 

Said  Death  to  me. 

Then  X  stood  straight  and  fearless  while 

the  rain  was  in  the  wave, 
And  I   spake   low  and   tearless  :  "  When 

thou  hjist  made  my  grave, 
Those  red  drops  from  my  heart  then  thou 

shalt  surely  have  ; 
But  the  rose  keeps  its  bloom,  as  I  my  love 

will  save 

All  for  my  grave.*' 

In  the  wild  autumn  weather  a  dread  sword 

slipped  from  its  sheath  ; 
While  the  boughs  sobbed  together,  I  fought 

A  fight  with  Death, 


And  I  vanquished  him  with  prayer,  and  1 
vanquished  him  by  faith  : 

Now  the   summer  air  is   sweet  with  the 
rose's  fragrant  breath 

That  conquered  Death. 

SISTER  MARY  OF  THE  LOVE  OF 
GOD 

This  is  the  convent  where  they  tend  the 
sick, 
Comfort    the  dying,   make     the    ailing 
strong ; 
Covered,  you  see,  with  ivy,  very  thick  ; 
Haunt  of  the  birds,  alive  with  bloom  azxl 
song. 

The  happy  sick  are  smiling  in  their  beds, 
The  happy  sisters  flitting  to  and  fro  ; 

Ah,  blessings  on  the  wise  and  gentle  heads 
That  plaimed  this  place  a  hundred  years 
ago! 

To  build  the  walls  a  woman  crossed  iht 
sea. 
Travelled  with  tender  feet  a  weazy  rosd 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^B^^^^^^^^^H 

^^J 

^^^^^^^^^^^^■r^^^^H 

^™^                                EDITH   NESBIT  BLAND 

S6i    " 

1 11  tell  you  now  tbe  little  hintoiy 

The    feast  was    spread,  and    flowed  the 

Of  Sisler  Mary  of  tbe  Love  of  God. 

rarest  wine 

In  golden  goblets   clinking  round  the 

A  loirely  niaicfoD  of  a,  high  entate, 

board; 

She  danced  awaj  her  dajs  in  careless 

The  flnsliitig  cups  from  hand  to  hand  did 

A  bird  l>eKide  her  window  came  and  sate, 

shine, 
And  rang  and  chimed  *'  Go^  oive  thee  to 
the  Lord/'* 

And  piped  and  sang,  "  The  Lard  has  need 

o/theer' 

Within  her  chamber  long  the  lady  sate,           ^H 
Then  raised  her  downcast  face,  all  pale     ^ 
and  sweet : 
"  There  is  a  beggar  lying  at  tbe  gate  — 

Deep  In  the  oi^ht^  when  eTerjthing  was 
Btill^ 
The  rtftttless  dance,  the  n]tisic*s  merry 

ckug, 

Go,  bring  him  in,  that  I  may  wash  his 

That  bird  would  perch  upon  the  window  till: 

feet/' 

•*  The  Lord  hath  need  of  thee,**  it  piped 

and  sang. 

They  looked  upon  her  robes  of  satin  sheen, 
They  looked   upon  her  eyes  so  strange 

She  roae  and  fled  her  chamber  in  affright,     ' 

and  glad  ; 

And  ronscd  with  eager  call  the  minstrel 

They  whispered, «'  She  is  not  as  she  bath 

^■Tbe  birds  are  singing  strange  things  in 

been;'* 
Her  damsels  wept,  "  Our  lady  hath  gone    .M 

tbe  night  ; 
Tune  me,  O  minstrelp  something  blithe 

mad  1  '*                                                     H 

^^ 

and  gay  1 " 

But  in  the  night  she  stole  away  alone.                   J 

Then  sang  the  minstrels  many  a  rnonm-    ^J 
f  ul  rnyme»                                             ^H 

The  minfitrel  struck  his  harp  with  ready 

power ; 
Tbe  laughing  echoes  wakened  merrily  ; 

Till  some  forgot  her  as  one  never  known,        ^^t 

And  otberR  said,  "  She  hath  some  heavy          1 

Tbe  hidy  tamed  as  white  as  lily-flower,  — 

crime/*                                                       ^J 

The  music  trilled^  "  The  Lord  hat  need 

^^M 

of  thee  /  " 

Ah  me,  it  is  a  hundred  years  ago  !  —             ^^M 

This  ivy  on  tbe  walls  is  thick,  von  see  ;            1 

Tbe  world  would  Un^b  if  I  should  tell  it  so          J 

Of  Sister  Mary's  Uttle  history.                     ^H 

Her  guests  came  round  her  and  her  ball* 

room  biased, 

While  lively  footsteps  on  the  floor  did 

^^M 

beat  ; 

Another  dances  in  her  shoes  to-day  ;               ^^ 

1      Tbe    lady    led     the     dance    with    looks 

One  wean  that  gem  of  hers,  another  this  ;          1 

amazed,— 

But  she  is  happy  and  the  poor  are  gay,                  1 
Tbe  sick  are  smiling  and  the  dead  to          J 

*^The  Lord  doth  need  theel*'  said  the 

dmnoeni'  feet 

bliss  t 

m 

€liit!|  ^n 

ibit  ^lanb 

n 

BALLAD  OF  A  BRIDAL 

The    day    has    dawned   that   brings   tbe          1 

hour                                                              1 

When  mj  desire  is  mine  !**                           ^J 

"OBi  fill  nw  flagons  full  and  fair, 

Of  red  wine  and  of  white* 

^^M 

And,  maidens  mine^  my  bower  prepare. 

They  decked  her  bower  witli  roses  UowOp       ^H 

It  is  my  wedding  night  t 

With  rushes  strewed  the  floor,                      ^H 

And  sewed  more  jewels  on  her  gowa              ^H 

•  Braid  up  rov  hair  with  gem  and  flower, 

Than  ever  she  wore  helorQw                          ^^M 

And  make  me  fair  and  fine« 

^^^^^ 
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She  wore  two  roiiei  in  het  £aoe, 

Two  jaweb  in  her  e'en  ; 
Her  hair  was  orowned  with  sn«s*t  rayi. 

Her  brows  shone  white  betw#eti. 

"<  Taperi  at  the  bed^s  foot,"  she  saltb, 

«  Two  tapefs  at  the  head ! " 
(It  Beemed  more  like  the  bed  of  death 

Than  like  a  bridal  bed.) 

He  oame.     He  t<>ok  her  hajids  in  hia  i 

He  kiflsed  her  on  the  face  : 
"  There  Is  more  beaTen  in  thj  kiss 

Tbaa  in  Out  Ladj's  graoe  I " 

He  kissed  her  once^  he  kissed  her  twicej 
He  kissed  her  tliree  times  o'er, 

He  kbsed  her  brow,  he  kissed  her  eyes, 
He  kissed  her  moutli's  red  dower. 

-<  Oh,  love  I    What  is  it  aila  thy  knight  ? 

I  BLeken  and  I  pine  — 
Is  it  the  red  wine  or  the  white. 

Or  that  sweet  kiss  of  thine  ?  ** 

"  No  kiss,  no  wine  or  white  or  red 
Can  make  such  sickness  be  :  — 

lAe  down  and  die  on  thy  bride-bed. 
For  I  have  poisoned  thee  1 


**  And  though  the  curae  of  saitita  Aod  mm 

Be  for  the  deed  on  ine» 
I  would  it  were  to  do  againi  ^m 

Since  thou  wert  false  to  me  t  ^M 

"  Thou  shonldst  have  toyed  or  one  or  i 

Nor  9he  nor  I  loved  twain  ; 
But  we  lire  twain  thou  hast  undone^ 

And  therefore  art  thou  slaiu, 

when  before  tnr  God  I  stand, 
h  no  base  flesh  bo  twee  d, 
hold  up  my  guilty  hand. 
He  abaU  judge  it  olcian  I " 

I  acroea  the  bridal  bed, 

veen  the  tapers  pale. 

it,  shall  see  our  God  "  — >  ke  SiLdi 

kd  /  will  tell  thy  tale  ; 

if  God  judge  thee  as  I  do 
a  art  thou  justified  : 
I  juvtnl  thee,  arjd  I  was  not  true. 
And  that  was  why  I  died. 

"  If  I  might  judffe  thee  —  thou  sbonldst  be 

First  of  the  saints  on  high, 
But,  ah,  I  fear  God  loveth  thee 

Not  half  so  dear  as  1 1  ** 
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Bring    snow-white    lilies,    pallid    heart- 
flushed  roses, 
Enwreathe  her  brow  with  heavy  scented 
flowers  ; 
In  soft  undreaming  sleep  her  head  reposes, 
While,    unregretted,     pass     the    sunlit 
hours. 

Few  sorrows  did  she  know  —  and  all  are 
over  ; 
A  thousand  joys  —  bat  they  are  all  for- 
.  got; 
Her  life  was  one  fair  dream  of  friend  and 
lover, 
And    were    they    false  —  ah,   well,  she 
knows  it  not. 


Look  in  her  face  and  lose  thy  dread  of 
dying ; 
Weep  not  that  rest  will  come,  that  toil 
will  cease  ; 
Is  it  not  well  to  lie  as  she  is  lying. 
In  utter  silence,  and  in  perfect  peace  ? 

Canst  thou  repine  that  sentient  days  are 
numbered  ? 
Death   is   unconscious   Life,    that  waits 
for  birth  ; 
So  didst  thou  live,  while  yet  thine  embryo 
slumbered, 
Senseless,  unbreathing,  even  as  heaven 
and  earth. 

Then  shrink  no  more  from  Death,  tboagh 
Life  be  gladness, 
Nor  seek  him,  restless  in  thy  lonely  pain  I 
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Tbe  Iaw  of  joy  ordaina  each  hoar  of  sadoeis, 
And  tinii  ur  fmil^  thou  caiiflt  not  li?e  m 
rain* 

What  thoiii^h  thy  name  hj  no  aad  lips  be 
Rpokt'ii, 
And  no  fond  heart  shall  keep  thjr  mem- 
orjr  green  ? 
Thou  jet  shalt  leave  thine  own  enduriitg 
token, 
For  earth  is  not  as  though  thon  ne*er 
hadftt  been* 

8^6  yon  broad  current,  hasting  to  the  ocean, 
Ita  ripples  glorious  in  the  western  red  : 

EMk  wEYelet  passes,  trackless;   jet  its 
motion 
Has  changed  for  evermore  the  river  bed. 

Ah,  wherefore  weep,  althougii  the  form  and 
fashion 


Of  what  thou  seemest  fades  Like  sunset 
tl&me  ? 
The  uncreated  Source  of  toil  nnd  paasion 
Through  everlasting  ehaiige  abides  the 


Tes,  thou  shalt  die ;  but  these  almightj 
for^s. 
That  meet  to  form  thee,  live  for  evefv^ 
more  ; 
Thej  hold  the  suns  in  their  eternal  conrsest 
Ajid  shape  the  tiny  sand-grains  on  tho 
shore* 

Be  calmly  glad,  thine  own  true  kindred 
seeing 
In  fire  aad  storm,  in  flowers  with  dew 
impearled ; 
Rejoioe  in  thine  tmperishable  being. 
One  with  the  essence  of  the  Ixiundless 
world* 


itttinell  Goth 


A  ROMAN  MIRROR 

Thitt  found  it  in  her  hollow  marble  bed, 
There  where  the  numberless  dead  cities 

sleep, 
They  found   it  lying  where  the  spade 
struck  deep, 
A  broken  mirror  oy  a  maiden  dead. 

These  things  —  the  beads  she  wore  about 
her  throat 
Alternate  blue  and  amber  all  untied, 
A  himti  to  light  her  way,  and  on  one 
sicie 
Tbe  toU  men  pay  to  that  strange  ferry- 
boat. 

No  trace  to^ay  of  what  in  her  was  fair  t 
Only  the   record  of    long  years  grown 

green 
Upon  the  mirror*s  lustreless  dead  sheen, 
Grown  dim  at  last,  when  all  else  withered 
there. 

Heftd,  broken,  Instrelesst     It  keeps  lor 
roe 
One  ini^litre  of  that  immemorial  Uxid« 


For  oft  aa  I  have  held  thee  in  mv  hand 
Tbe  dull  bronze  brightens,  and  I  dream  to 


A   fair  faee   gmiiiig    In    thee    wondering 
wise, 
And  o'er  one  marble  shoulder  all  the 

while 
Strang  lips  that  whisper  till  her  own 
lips  smile, 
And  all  the  mirror  langha  about  her  eyes^ 

It  was  well  thought  to  set  thee  thefe,  m 
she 
Might  smooth  the  windy  ripples  of  her 

hair 
And  knot  their  tangled  waywardness,  or 
ere 
She  stood  before  the  queen  Persepbone^ 

And  still  it  may  be  where  the  dead  folk 
rest 
She    holds   a   abadewj  mirror  ta  her 

•yes, 
And  looks  upon  the  ohangelessness,  and 
sighs 
And  sets  the  dead  laud  lilies  In  her  braaal. 
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ACTEA 

Whin  the  lastbitterneaa  was  pant^  she  l>0Te 
Her  amgmg  Ciesar  to  the  Ganien  Hill, 
Her  fallen  pitiful  dead  emperor, 
6h©  lifted  up  the  beggar's  clonk  he  wore 

—  The  one  thing  living  that  he  would  not 

kill  — 
And  on  tfaoie  tips  of  his  that  sang  no  mor«, 
Thftt  world*loathed  head  which  she  found 

lovely  still, 
Het  cold  lips  dosed,  in  death  she  had  lier 

will. 
Oh  wreck  of  the  loit  human  soul  left  free 
^0  gorge  the  beast  thy  moisk  of  manhood 

screened  t 
Because  one  living  tklng,  albeit  a  slave, 
Bhed   those   hot   teara  on  thj  dishonored 

grave, 
Although  thy  cfune  bo  as  the  shoreless  se% 
Because  she  lored,  thou  art  not  wholly 

fiend. 

IMPEKATOR  AUGUSTUS 

Ib  this  the  man  by  whose  decree  abide 
The  lives   of   countless  nations^   with   the 

trace 
Of  fresh  tears  wet  upon  the  hard  cold 

face  7 

—  He   wept,   because    a  little  child    had 

died. 
They  set  a  marble  image  by  his  side, 
A  sculptured  Eros,  ready  for  the  chase  ; 
It  wore  the  dead  hoy*s  featuresj  and  the 

grace 
Of  pretty  ways   that  were  the  old  man's 

pride. 
And  so  he  smiled,  grown  softer  now,  and 

tired 
Of  too  much  empire,  and  it  seemed  a  joy 
Fondly  to  stroke  and  pet  the  curly  head^ 
The  smo(Tth  round  limbs  so  strangely  like 

the  dead, 
To  kiss  the  white  lips  of  his  marble  boy 
And  call  by  name  his  little  heart 's-desired. 


THE  DAISY 

With  little  white  leases  in  the  grasses, 
Spread  wide  for  the  smile  of  the  sun, 


It  waits  till  the  daylight  pasaea 
And  clones  them  one  by  one. 

I  have  asked  why  it  closed  at  eTen, 
And  I  know  what  it  wished  to  sa; 

There  are  stars  all  m'ght  m  the  heai 
And  X  am  the  star  of  day* 


"WHEN  I  AM   DEAD*' 

Whek  I  am  dead»  my  spirit 
Shall  wander  far  and  free, 
Through  realms  the  dead  inherit 

Of  earth  and  sky  and  sea  ; 
Through  morning  dawn  and  gloanii 

By  midnight  moons  at  will» 
By  shores  where  the  waves  are  foau 

By  setiM  where  the  waves  are  still. 
I,  following  late  bekind  you. 

In  wingless  sleepless  flighty 
Will  wander  till  I  find  yon. 

In  sunshine  or  twilight  ; 
With  silent  kiss  for  greeting 

On  lips  aud  v.jqs  and  head. 
In  thnt  strange  after- meeting 

Shall  love  be  perfected. 
We  shall  lie  in  summer  breezes 

And  pass  where  wbirlwiodf!  go. 
And  the  northern  blast  that  freezes 

Shall  bear  us  with  the  snow. 
Wc  shall  stand  abnve  the  thunder, 

And  wateh  the  lightnings  hurled 
At  the  misty  mountains  under. 

Of  the  dim  fors4iken  world. 
We  shall  find  our  footsteps'  traces. 

And  jiassiiig  hnnd  in  band 
By  old  familiar  places, 

We  shall  laughs  and  understand* 


THEN  AND  NOW 

Thekk  never  were  such  radiant  nooi 
Such  roses,  such  fair  weather, 

Such  nightingales,  such  Tnellow  moo 
As  wliiie  we  were  together  I 

But  now  the  suns  are  poor  and  pale^ 
The  cloudy  twilight  closes, 

The:  mht^  have  choked  the  nightLngJ 
The  blight  has  killed  the  rose& 
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IDtUtam  IDatjS^on 


EPIGRAMS 


TO    A   SEABI&D 


Fain  woalfl  I  luive  tliee  bftrter  fates  wtUi 

incj  — 
Looe  loiterer  where  the  shellB  like  jeweU 

be, 
Hung  on  the  fnDge  &tid  frayed  hem  of  the 

&ea* 
But  DO,  —  *t  were  cruel,  wild- winged  BIis8  1 

to  thee, 

THE  PLAV  OF  "  KIKG  LEAR*' 

HsKE  Ix)ye  the  slain  with  Love  the  slayer 
lies  ; 
Deep  drowned  are  both  in  the  sama  ann- 
less  pooL 
Up  from  its  depiha  that  mirror  thundering 
skieA 
Bubbles  the  wan  mirth  of  the  mlithlesfl 
FooL 

BYRON  THE  VOLUPTUARY 

Too  arid  of  earth ^s  bli&s^  he  was  of  those 
Whom  Delight  flies  heeause  they  give 
her  chase. 
Only  the  odor  of  her  wild  hair  blows 
Back  ill  their  face&  hungering  for  her 
face. 


ON  dOrer*s  melescoua 

Wbat  holds  her  fixed  far  eyes  nor  lets 

them  range  ? 
Not   the    strange   sea,   strange    earth,  or 

heav'n  itiure  strange  ; 
But  her  own  phantom  dwarfing  these  great 

three, 
More    strange    than    all,  more    old   than 

beav'o,  earth,  sea. 


EXIT 

Ik  mid  whirl  of  the  dance  of  Time  ye  start, 

Start  at  the  cold  toudi  of  Eternity, 
KnA  cast  your  cloaks  about  yon,  and  de- 
part : 
The  nunfttrels   pause   not  in  their  min* 
strelsy. 


LACHRYM^  MUSARUM 
{6tm  ocToaaa,  1899) 

Low,    like    another's,   lies    the    Uiurelled 

head ; 
The  life  that  seemed  a  perfect  song  is  o'er  ; 
Carrv  the  last  great  bard  to  bis  last  bed. 
LamI  that  he  loved,  thy  noblest  Toioe  19 

mute. 
Land  that  he  loved,  that  loved  him  I  neve^ 

more 
Meadow  of  thine^  smooth  lawn  or  wild  seib* 

shore, 
Gardens  of  odorous  bloom  and  tremulons 

fruit, 
Or    woodlands    old,   like    Druid    couches 

spread, 
The  masters  feet  shall  tread. 
Death*s  little  rift  hath  rent  the  faoltkee 

lute: 
The  singer  of  undying  songs  is  dead. 

Lo,  in  this  season  pensive-hued  and  grave. 
While  fades  and  falls  the  doomed,  reliio- 

tatit  leaf 
From  withered  Earth's  fantastic  coronal. 
With   wandering  sighs   of   forest  and   of 

wave 
Mingles  the  niurmur  of  a  people '»  grief 
For  him  whose  leaf  shall  fade  not,  neither 

fall. 
He  hath  fared  forth^  beyond  these  suns  and 

showers. 
For  IIS,  the  autumn  glow,  the  autumn  fiame» 
And  soon  the  winter  silence  shall  be  ouiv ; 
Him  the  eternal  spring  of  fadeless  fame 
Crowns  with  no  mortiJ  flowers* 

Rapt  though  he  be  from  urn, 
Virgil  salutes  him,  and  Theocritus  ; 
Catnllus,  mightiest-brained  Lucretius,  teell 
Greets  faim,  their  brother,  on  the  Sijgifta 

beach  ; 
Proudly  a  gaunt  right  hand  doth  Dante 

reach  ; 
Milton  and  Wordsworth  bid  him  welcome 

home  ; 
Bright  Keats  to  touch  his  raiment  doth 

beseech ; 
Coleridge,  his  loeks  aspersed  with  faiij 

foam. 
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Calm  SpenacT,  Chaucer  suave. 

His  equal  fried dsliip  crave  t 

And  godlike   spiiita    luul    hinL    gueat»  in 

fipeech 
Of  Athens,  Florenee,  Woimai,  Stratford, 

Borne. 

YHmt  needs  Itls  Utirel  OMf  epbetneral 

teaT§, 
To  save  from  visitation  of  deea~^  *^ 
Not  in  this  temporal  sunlight,  — 

bay 
Blooms,  nor  to  perbbable  mundane  ean 
Sings  he  with  lips  of  tranaitorj  cta^  ; 
For  be  hath  joined  the  chorus  of  hia  peera 
In  habitations  of  the  perfect  day  : 
His    earthly   notes    a    heavenly    audienoe 

hearSf 
And   more   melodious  are   hence  forth  tho 

Hpheres, 
Enriched  vritb  music   stolen  from    earth 

away* 

He  bath  returned  to  regigns  whinee  he 

came. 
Him  doth  the  spirit  divine 
Of  universal  lovelinesss  reclaimi 
All  nature  ta  his  shrine. 
Seek  blm  henceforward  in  the  wind  and 

sea. 
In  earth's  and  air*s  emotion  or  repose, 
In  every  star's  a u gust  Berenity, 
And  it]  the  rapture  of  tbc  ibmiLng  rose. 
There   seek  him  if  ye  would   not  seek  in 

Tain, 
There,  iu   the  rhythm  and   musie  of  the 

Whole  ; 
Tea,  and  forever  in  the  human  soul 
Made  stronger  and  mora  beauteous  by  his 

strain^ 

For   lo !    creation's    self    is    one    great 

choir, 
And  what  is  nature^s  order  but  the  rhyme 
Whereto  the  worlds  keep  time, 
And  all  things  move  with  aU  things  from 

their  prime  ? 
Who  sliall   expound  the  mystery   of  the 

lyre? 
In  far  retreats  of  elentental  mind 
Obscurely  comes  arid  goes 
The  imperative  breath  of  song,  that  aa  the 

wind 
Is    tracklessi    nod    oblirioos    whence    it 

Uowa* 


Be  maud  of  lilies  wherefore  tbey  are  wtut^   i 
Extort  her  crimson  secret  from  the  rose,      j 
But  ask  not  of  the  Muse  that  she  disclose     ' 
The  meaning  of  the  riddle  of  her  might  t 
Somewhat  of  all  things  sealed  and  recoo- 

dite, 
Save  the  enigma  of  herself,  she  lomwi. 
The  master  ootdd  not  tall,  with  all  hia 

lore, 
'^^^refore  he  sang,  or  wbenee  the  fnan<li4i 
sijed  I 

as  the  linnet  smgs,  so  I,  he  said ;  — 
ttber  m  the  imperial  ni^htin^e, 
held  in  trance  the  ancient  Atlii^  ilios% 
zharmfl  the  ag^s  with  the  notes  tint 

o*er 
oodland  chautA  immortally  prevaii  I 
now,  from  our  vain  plaudits  greatif 

fled. 
Lib  diviner  silence  dwells  instead, 
tn  no  earthly  sea  with  transient  wai, 

L no  earthly  airs,  he  trims  his  sail. 

But  lar  beyond  our  vision  and  oiii'  bail 
Is  heard  forever  and  is  seen  no  more^ 

No  more,  0  never  now, 

Lord  of  the  lofty  and  the  tranquil  brew 

Whereon  nor  snows  of  time 

Have  fallen,  nor  wintry  ritue, 

Shall  men  behold  thee,  sage  and  mige 
sublime, 

Ouee,  in  his  youth  obscure, 

The  maker  of  this  verae^  which  shall  en- 
dure 

By  splendor  of  its  theme  that  ca.nnot  die, 

Beheld  thee  eye  to  eye, 

And  touched  through  thee  the  hand 

t)f  every  hero  of  thy  race  divine. 

Even  to  the  sire  of  all  the  laurelled  line* 

The  sightless  wanderer  on  the  Ionian  sttaod. 

With  soul  as  healthful  as  the  poignftiit 
briuei 

Wide  as  his  skies  and  radiant  as  bis  seas^ 

Starry  from  haunts  of  his  Familiars  nia^ 

G I  or  ion  3  M^  on  ides. 

Yea,  I  beheld  thee,  and  behold  thee  yet  i 

Thou  hast  forgotten,  but  can  I  forget?  I 

The  accents  of  thy  pure  and  sovcreigfl 
tongue, 

Are  they  not  ever  goldenly  imprest 

Ou  memory's  paliuipscst  ? 

I  see  the  wizard  locks  like  night  tltfl 
hung, 

I  tread  the  floor  thy  hallowing  feet  b»Tt 
trod; 
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1  aee  the  hattds  a  nation's  lyre  that  strung^, 
Tim  ejea  that    looked   through  life   mid 
fttied  on  God. 

Tba  leftsons  change,  the  winds  they  shift 

and  veer ; 
Phe  grass  of  yesteryear 
Is  dead ;  the  hirds  depart,  the  groves  d&* 

cay  I 
Empires  dissolve  and  peoples  disappear : 
6uiig  passes  not  away. 
Captains  and  conquerors  leave  a  little  dust. 
And  kings  a  dubious  legend  of  their  rei^  ; 
The  swords  of  CvsarSi  they  are  less  than 

rust : 
The  poet  doth  remain. 
Dead  is  Augustus,  Maro  is  alive  ; 
And  thoit»  the  Mantuan  of  our  age  and 

clime, 
J^e  Virgil  shalt  thy  raoe  and  tongue  sar- 

vive. 
Bequeathing  no   less   honeyed   words    to 

tiinep 
Emhalmed  in  amber  of  eternal  rliyine, 
And  rich  with  sweets  from  every  Muse's 

hive  ; 
While  to  the  measure  of  the  eosraio  rune 
For  purer  ears  thou  shalt  thy  lyre  attune, 
And  heed  no  more  the  hnm  of  idle  praise 
In  that    great  calm   our  tumults  caunot 

reach, 
Master  who  crown'st  our  immelodioua  days 
With  flower  of  perfect  speeob. 


THE    FIRST    SKYLARK    OF 
SPRING 

Two  worlds  bast  thou  to  dwell  in.  Sweet,  — 

The  virginal,  untroubled  sky, 
*  ltd  this  vexed  region  at  my  feet*  — 
Alas,  but  one  have  1 1 

Fo  all  my  song«  there  clings  the  shade. 
The  dulling  shade,  of  mundane  care  ; 
riiey  amid  mortal  mists  are  rnade^  — 
Thine,  in  immortal  air. 

My  bittit  ii  daahed  with  griefs  and  fears  ; 

My  song  eomes  fluttering,  and  is  gone, 
0  high  above  the  home  of  tean, 
Eternal  Joy,  sing  on  I 

Not  toftieflt  bard,  of  mightiest  mind, 
Shall  ever  chant  a  note  so  pimp 


Till  he  can  east  thia  earth  behind 

And  breathe  in  heaven  seonre. 

We  sing  of  Life,  with  stormy  breath 

That  shakes  the  luteV  distempered  string: 
We  sing  of  Love,  and  loveless  Death 
Takes  up  the  song  we  sing. 

And  bom  in  toils  of  Fate's  control, 

Inaurgent  from  the  womb,  we  striT# 
With  proud,  unmanumittcd  soul 

To  burst  the  golden  gyve* 

Thy  spirit  knows  nor  bounds  nor  bars  ; 
On  thee  no  shreds  of  thraldom  hang  ; 
Not  more  enlargedi  the  morning  stara 
Tbair  gi«ftt  Te  Deum  sang. 

But  I  am  fettered  to  the  sod, 

And  but  forget  my  bonds  an  hour  ; 
In  amplitude  of  dreams  a  god, 

A  slave  in  deartb  of  power. 

And  fniitless  knowledge  clouds  my  soul. 

And  fretful  ignorance  irks  it  more. 
Thou  siug^st  as  if  thou  knew'st  the  whole^ 
And  lightly  held'st  thy  lore  I 

Sing,  for  with  rapturous  throes  of  birth. 

And  arrowy  labyrinthine  sting, 
There  riots  in  the  veins  of  Earth 
The  ichor  of  the  Spring  1 

Sing,  for  the  beldam  Night  is  fled, 

And  Mom  the  bride  is  wreathed  and  gayi 
Sing,  while  her  revelling  lord  o'erhead 
Leads  the  wild  dance  of  day  1 

The  serpent  Winter  sleeps  upcurled  : 

Sing,  till  I  know  not  if  there  be 
Aught  else  in  the  dissolving  world 
But  melody  and  thee  1 

Sing,  as  thou  drink'st  of  heaven  thy  lU], 

All  hope,  all  wonder,  all  desire  — 
Creation  s  ancient  canticle 

To  which  the  worlds  conspire  t 

Somewhat  as  thon,  Man  once  could  singi 

In  porches  of  the  lucent  mom, 
Ere  be  had  felt  his  lack  of  wing, 
Or  cursed  his  iron  bourn. 

The  springtime  bubbled  in  bis  throalt 
The  sweet  sky  aeeraed  not  fmr  above^ 


And  young  and  loiretome  came  the  note  \  — 
Ab,  tluue  b  Youth  and  Love  1 

Thou  fliHg'Bt  of  what  he  kmw  of  old. 
And  dreamlike  ffom  afar  recaUH  ; 
In  floihcs  of  forgotten  gold 

All  oricut  glory  falls. 

And  aa  he  tbtomiT  one  by  one 

Life's  utmost  s^dendors  blaze  more  nigh  ; 
Less  macce^ihkf  the  euti, 

Le^  dbu  grows  the  akj. 

For  thou  art  native  to  the  ipherei, 

And  of  the  eoertfl  of  heaven  art  freeii 
And  f^^rrit^^t  to  his  temporal  ears 
News  from  etemi^  i 

And  lead'st  him  to  the  dii^y  verge^ 

And  liir*flt  him  o'er  the  dazzling  linep 
Where  mortal  atid  immortal  merge, 
And  human  dice  divine. 


SONG    IN     IMITATION    OF    TI 
ELIZABETHANS  ^ 

Sweetest  tweets  that  time  hath  riflS 
Live  anew  on  lyric  tongaie  *- 

Trefties  with  which  Paris  triHed, 
Lips  to  Antony's  that  dmig. 

Tht&e  fiurrender  not  their  rose. 

Nor  their  golden  puissance  those. 

'ain  the  envious  loam  that  coveTS 
Her  of  Egypt,  her  of  Troy  : 

Lelen's,  Cleopatra^s  lovers 
Still  desire  theni^  still  enjo^, 

ate  hut  stole  what  Song  restored  ; 

"ain  the  aspic,  vain  the  cord. 

dlj  clanged  the  sullen  portal. 
Idly  the  sepulohral  door : 
'amo  the  mighty,  Love  the  imnaortal, 
These  than  foolish  dust  are  more: 
Nor  may  eaptivo  Death  reftiae 
Homage  to  the  conquering  Muse. 


3IIrtl)ur  dttti  dopt^ 


lU  PACE 


When  you  are  dead  some  day,  my  dear, 

Quite  dead  and  under  ground. 
Where  you  will  never  see  or  hear 

A  summer  sight  or  sound, 
What  shall  remain  of  you  iu  death, 

When  all  our  songs  to  you 
Are  silent  as  the  bird  whose  breath 

Has  sung  the  summer  through  ? 

I  wonder,  will  you  ever  wake, 

And  with  tired  eyes  again 
Live  for  your  old  life's  little  sake 

An  age  of  joy  or  pain  ? 
Shall  some  stern  destiny  control 

That  perfect  form,  wherein 
I  hardly  see  enough  of  soul 

To  make  your  life  a  sin  ? 

For,  we  have  heard,  for  all  men  bom 

One  harvest-day  prepares 
Its  golden  garners  for  the  corn, 

And  fire  to  burn  the  tares  ; 
But  who  shall  gather  into  sheaves. 

Or  turn  aside  to  blame 
The  poppies'  puckered  helpless  leaves, 
Blown  bella  of  scarlet  flame  ? 


No  hate  so  hard,  no  love  so  bold 

To  seek  your  bliss  or  woe  ; 
You  are  too  sweet  for  hell  to  hold, 

And  heaven  would  tire  you  so. 
A  little  while  your  joy  shall  be. 

And  when  you  crave  for  rest 
The  earth  shall  take  you  utterly 

Again  into  her  breast. 

And  we  will  find  a  quiet  place 

For  your  still  sepulchre. 
And  lay  the  flowers  upon  your  face 

Sweet  as  your  kisses  were. 
And  with  hushed  voices  void  of  mirth 

Spread  the  light  turf  above. 
Soft  as  the  silk  you  loved  on  earth 

As  much  as  you  could  love. 

Few  tears,  but  once,  our  eyes  shall  she 

Nor  will  we  sigh  at  all. 
But  come  and  look  upon  your  bed 

When  the  warm  sunlights  fall. 
Upon  that  grave  no  tree  of  fruit 

Shall  grow,  nor  any  grain. 
Only  one  flower  of  shallow  root 

That  will  not  spring  again. 


^^^■c 

^^^1 

B^^^        JOHN   BLAIKIE— FRANCIS  THOMPSON                   5%  | 

-                 ON  THE  BRIDGE 
'   Ai'L  tbe  stonn  h&»  rolled  away^ 

Under  me  the  current  glides,                       ^H 

Brown  and  deep  and  dtnily  lit,                ^^ 

Souudless^  save  against  tbe  sides           ^^^H 

Onlj-  DOW  A  cloud  or  two 

Of  tbe  arch  that  narrows  it  ;            ^^^H 

DrifU  in  t&ggod  disarray 

And  the  only  sound  that  grieves          ^^^H 

Over  the  deep  darkened  blae  i 

Is  a  noise  that  never  Btops,  ^^^H 
Footsteps  of  the  falling  drops          ^^^H 

And  tbe  riaen  golden  moon 

■       Shakes  the  stmdows  of  the  tVMa 

Down  the  ladders  of  the  leaves.          ^^^H 

■       Round  the  river's  stillnesaes 

^^^^M 

■     ind  the  bird«oag  of  the  June. 

fl 

^^^                  %p^n  %ttl 

|ur  BlaiRie                          ^^| 

^^m              ABSENCE 

The  freezing  snows  proelaim  thee  oo9|j^^^| 

^^^*^ 

Purloin  tbe  blushing  hope  of  I^ve  ^^^H 

Ir  not  now  soft  airs  ma j  blow 

Who  Hies,  alas  fur  tliy  dis<iain  !                    V 

From  thy  haven  unto  me, 

The  throne  where  he  alone  should  reig&     H 

If  not  now  last  AutuiunV  glow 

^M 

Thrill  delight  *twixt  me  and  thee. 
Call  up  Memory,  oh,  entreat  h«r, 

LOVERS  SECRET  NAME             M 

In  the  present  there 's  none  sweeter. 

With  the  stars  for  company,                    ^M 

One  true  thought  and  constant  only 

From  thy  lips  't  will  take  fair  flight,    ^^M 

To  tluit  pleasurable  time 

Doing  thee  no  injury,                         ^^^^| 

Me  sufficeth  to  make  lonely 

If  by  the  sea  or  trysting-tne               ^^^H 

K       Ail  the  void  and  mocking  prime 
J   Of  this  summeriide,  whose  story 

Thou  breathe  it  in  no  eompany.           ^^^H 

^^^^H 

Pkdea  in  that  exceeding  glory. 

Whisper  it  from  thy  full  heart,           ^^^H 

Let  none  hear  thy  passion  mua%      ^^^H 

■                           SONG 

'  Ik  thy  white  bosom  Lore  is  laid  ; 

Safe  from  cruel  p  i  rirt ,  ^^^^| 
To  the  cold  wcr                  iOwo»        ^^^H 

B^  darkling  tree  ur  muju  sea              ^^^| 

His  rosT  cheek  within  that  nest 
Another  aawniug  there  hath  made, 

With  Love  alone  for  company.            ^^^H 

^^^H 

Catiiing  in  me  a  new  unrest 
Like  as  the  sun  the  hiib  with  fire 

In  thy  heart  of  hearts  let  slovp            ^^H 

Atf  thy  rapture  ;  and  his  Binit         ^^^H 

He  wakes  anew  my  old  desire. 

True  In  purity  shall  kcop  ^^^H 
All  iU  vital  fofc«  and  flame  ;          ^^^^ 

■  'Jut  ah,  thou  dost  defy  Uie  boy. 

Fickle  speech  and  falsest  jar               ^^^H 

H      Too  siroiig  for  him  and  me  dost  proveg 

Come  from  lips  Ibat  loudest  an.         ^^^H 

^^^                  frantic  4 

:i)ampitfon                            ^H 

"o  A  POET  BREAKING  SILENCE 

The  mountain  where  I  hi    Miim>  hymn^^^H 

For  Siuai  and  the  S  nifhint                     ^^^H 

Too  wearily  had  we  and  song 
Been  left  to  look  and  left  to  long, 

Now  in  both    '                                           ^^^| 

Drest  thy  Oi»                                      lue  1  ^^^H 

Yefty  song  and  we  to  long  anrl  Imik, 

From  Mose»  t»..ii                  -  ^.>^^         ^^^H 

The  Tables  of  thy  double  Law  t           ^^H 

m 
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Hit  fod-boro  foujit  fu  i  Castaiy 

Let  the  one  rock  briii  '  fortL  for  thee, 

Henewijig  so  from  ei   ler  springs 

The  Bongs  which  lK>t!  thy  eountries  stng  t 

Or  we  shall  fenr  lest,  Jieaveued  thus  long^ 

Thou  shoiildst  f target  thy  native  iwijg, 

And  mar  thy  mortal  melodiefi 

With  broken  stammer  of  the  skiei. 

Ah  I  let  the  sweet  birds  of  the  T^«l 
With  earth's  waters  make  ajccuru  , 
Teach  how  the  cnicifti  may  be 
Car  van  from  the  laiirel-tree, 
Fruit  of  the  Hesneridea 
Bttrnisb  take  on  Eden-treei, 
The  Muses'  sacred  grove  be  wet 
With  the  red  dew  of  Olivet, 
And  Sappho  lay  her  burning  hrowi 
In  white  Ceciiia'a  lap  of  inowa  I 

Thy  ehltdhood  moat  have  felt  the  stinga 
Of  too  diviue  o'er^hado wings  ; 
Its  odorous  heart  have  been  a  blossom 
That  in  (hirkaes^  difi  unboaom^ 
Those  fire-llit^s  of  Ciod  to  Ltivite, 
Burning  spirits,  which  bj  nigbt 
Bear  upon  their  laden  mng 
To  such  hcattii  impregnating. 
For  flowers  that  night- wings  fertilize 
Mock  down  the  stars*  unjsteady  eyes. 
And  with  a  happy »  sleepless  glani^ 
Gaze  the  moon  out  of  countenance. 
I  think  thy  girlhood's  watchers  must 
Have  took  thy  folded  aon^  an  tru^t, 
And  felt  them,  as  one  feels  the  stir 
Of  still  lightuiogs  in  the  hair. 
When  aonscions  hush  expects  the  cloud 
To  apeak  the  golden  secret  loud 
Which  tacit  air  La  privy  to  ; 
Flasked  in  the  grape  the  wine  tbey  knew, 
Ere  thy  poet- mouth  was  able 
For  its  flr^t  youug  starry  babble' 
Keep^st  thou  not  yet  that  subtle  grace  ? 
Yea,  in  tluH  silotit  ioterspacfip 
God  set^  His  poems  in  thy  face  1 

The  loom  which  niorbd  verse  affords. 
Out  of  weak  and  mortal  words^ 
Wo  vest  thou  thy  singing- weed  in, 
To  a  rune  of  thy  fai"  £den. 
Yain  are  all  diHguises  !  ah. 
Heavenly  incogniia  I 

Thy  mien  bewrayeth  through  that  wrong 
The  great  Uranian  House  of  Song  1 


As  the  vintages  of  earth 

Taste  of  the  sun  that  riped  their  birthf 

We  know  what  never  cadeut  Sun 

Thy  kmpisd  clueters  throbbed  upon. 

What  plumM  feet  the  winepress  trod  | 

Thy  wine  is  flavorons  of  God» 

Whatever  singing-robe  thou  wear 

Has  the  Faradiaal  air  ; 

And  some  gold  feather  it  has  kept 

^hci«r^  ^iiat  Floor  it  lately  swi^pt  f 


DREAM-TRYST 

irefttha  of  kiAsing  night  and  day 
re  mingled  in  the  eastern  Heaven  * 
bing  with  nnheard  melody 
ok  Lyra  aU  its  star^bord  s^veu  : 
iTbeii  duAk  shrunk  eold»  and  light  tfod 

shy, 
Aud  dawn*s  gray  eyea  w«T«  tzonbkd 
gray; 
And  aouls  went  palely  u[^  tbe  ^£jf 
And  mine  to  Lucid^. 

There  was  no  change  in  her  sweet  ejm 

Since  last  I  saw  those  sweet  eyes  shiae ; 
There  was  no  change  in  her  deep  heart 
Since  hist   that  deep  heart  knocked  it 
mine* 
Her   eyes  wero   clear,  her   eyes  were 
Hope^a* 
WTierein  did  ever  come  and  go 
The  sparkle  of  the  foimtaJA-drops 
From  her  sweet  soid  below* 

The  aliambera  in  the  house  of  dreajns 

Are  fed  with  so  divine  an  air 
That    Time's     hoar    wings     grow    young 
therein  J 
And  they  who  walk  there  are  most  fiir« 
I  joyed  for  me,  I  joyed  for  her, 

\t'ho  %ith  the  Past  meet  girt  abotit 
W^here  our  last  kiss  still  warms  the  a<r 
Nor  can  her  eyes  go  out. 


DAISY 

Whehe  the  thistle  lifts  a  purple  crowu 

Sii  foot  out  of  the  turf, 
And   the   hari^bcll    shakes   on    the   win^T 
hill  — 

O  the  breath  of  the  distant  iurf  1^ 


JAMES   KENNETH   STEPHEN 


srt 


rhe  hills  look  oyer  od  the  South, 
And  Koiiiliward  dreams  the  sea  ; 

Xnd,  with  the  sea-breexe  haiid  hi  handi 
Came  imioeeuce  and  the. 

Wliere  'mid  the  gone  the  raspberry 

Red  for  the  ^tberer  springs. 
Two  children  cud  we  atraj  aud  talk 

Wise,  idle,  childish  things. 

She  listened  with  big-lipped  surprise, 
Brenst-deep  mid  Sower  and  spitie  : 

Uer  skin  was  like  a  grape,  whose  reins 
Hoti  6UOW  iustead  of  wine. 

Sbe  knew  not  those  sweet  words  she  spake, 
Nor  knew  her  own  sweet  waj  ; 

But  there  *«  never  a  bird,  so  sweet  a  song 
Thronged  in  whose  throat  that  day  I 

Ob,  there  were  flowers  in  Storringtou 
On  the  turf  and  on  the  spray  ; 

But  the  sweetest  flower  on  Sussex  hills 
Was  the  Daisy-flower  that  day  I 

Her  beauty  smoothed  earth*s  farrowed  facet 

She  gave  mo  tokens  three  :  — 
A  loolu  a  word  of  her  wioiome  monihi 

Aim!  a  wUd  raspberry. 


A  berrr  red^  a  guileless  look, 
A  still  worci,  —  striugs  <»f  sand  ! 
^_  Aikd  yet  they  made  my  wild,  wild  heart 
^m    Fly  down  to  her  bttle  hauiL 


For  standing  artless  as  the  air, 

And  candid  as  the  skies, 
She  took  the  berries  with  her  hand, 

And  the  love  with  her  sweet  eyai.,i 

Tlie  fairest  tilings  have  fleetest  end : 
Their  scent  survives  their  close, 

But  the  rose's  scent  is  bitterness 
Tu  him  that  loved  the  rose  1 

She  looked  a  little  wbtfully, 
Then  went  her  sunshine  way  t^ 

The  sea's  eye  had  a  mist  on  it. 
And  the  leaves  fell  from  the  day. 

She  went  her  unremembenng  wayp 

She  went  and  left  iu  me 
The  pang  of  all  the  partings  gone^ 

And  partings  yet  to  be. 

She  left  me  marvelling  why  my  soul 
Was  sad  that  she  was  glad  ; 

At  all  the  sadness  in  the  sweet. 
The  sweetness  in  the  sad. 

Still,  still  I  seemed  to  see  her,  stiU 
Look  up  with  soft  replies, 

And  take  the  berries  with  her  haild^l 
And  the  love  with  her  lovely  eyeSt ' 

Nothing  begins,  and  nothing  ends, 
That  b  not  paid  with  moan  ; 

Fur  we  are  bom  in  others^  paln^ 
And  perish  in  our  own. 


2faiiitiS  Itftiiirtlj  ^tcpfjen 


LAPSUS   CALAMI 


^ 


TO  R.   K. 

Will  there  never  come  a  season 
Which  stmll  rid  us  from  the  curse 
Of  a  prove  which  knowfi  no  reason 
And  ail  unmelodious  verse  : 
When  the  world  shall  cease  to  wonder 
At  the  genius  of  an  aas, 
And  n  lK>r*ft  eoMBtvie  blunder 
Shalt  not  bring  eueoets  to  | 


When  mankind  shall  be  delivered 
From  the  cUsh  of  magasiues, 
And  the  inkitaiid  shall  be  shivered 
Into  countless  smithereens : 


When  there  stands  a  mnixled  itripEogv 
Mutc^  iK's^idc  a  mmxled  bote  : 
Wht*n  the  Rudyards  cease  from  kipliug 
Ajid  the  Haggards  ride  no  more* 

A  THOUGHT 

If  att  tiie  harm  that  wotneo  huve  done 
Wer«»  put  iu  »  litm.n.-  un.l  mlled  into 

Karth  wu. 

The  sky  «  ^*i  it* 

It  eould  not  be  lighted  nor  warmed  bj  tb« 
sun  I 

Such  masses  of  ^vil 

Would  pttsxle  the  devil 
And  keep  him  in  fuel  while  Timers  wheelf 
run. 
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But  if  all  the  lianu  that  *8  been  done  by 

men 
Were  doubled  and  doubled   and  doubted 

again, 
And    melted    and    fused  into   rapof   and 

then 
Were  squared  and  raised  to  the  power  of 

ten, 
There   would  ii*t    be    nearly   enougli^   not 

near. 
To  keep  a  small  girl  fof  the  t&uth  of  a 

year, 

A  SONNET 

Two  TDicee    &re    there:    one    xe    of   the 

deep  ; 
It    learns    the    Btorm-d[oad*B    thonderotis 

melody, 


* 


Now  rtwrs,  now  mumntEs  witfe  the  c1u» 

Jfow  bird-Hke   pipes,  now   closes  soft 

sleep  V 
And  one  b  of  an  old  half-witted  abeep 
Which  bleats  articulate  monutony^ 
And  indicates  that  two  and  one  are  three. 
That  grass  is  green,  lakes  damp,  and  momt 

tains  ateep  : 
And,  Worda  worthy  both  are  tbine  ■  at  oei  1 

tain  times,  f 

f  from    the   heart  of    thy  na^loclioai 

rhymes 
T        onn  and   pre«snre  of  high  thougbti 

will  burst : 
L#r  times  ^ — good  Lord  I  I  'd  rather  tw 

unacquainted  with  the  A.  B.  C. 

write  sueh  hopeless  rubbish  as  tlij 

woi^t. 


("GRAHAM   R.   TOMSON  ") 


LE  MAUVAIS  LARRON 

(SUGGESTED   BY   WILLETTE'S   PICTURE) 

The   moorland  waste   lay  hushed    in    the 

dusk  of  the  second  day, 
Till  a  shuddering  wind  and  shrill  moaned 

up  through  the  twilight  gray  ; 
Like  a  wakening  wraith  it  rose  from  the 

g^ave  of  the  buried  sun, 
And   it  whirled   the   sand  by  the .  tree  — 

(there  was  never  a  tree  but  one  — ) 
But  the  tall  bare  bole  stood  fast,  unswayed 

with  the  mad  wind's  stress. 
And  a  strong  man  hung  thereon  in  bis  paiu 

aud  his  nakedness. 
His  feet  were  nailed  to  the  wood,  and  his 

arm  strained  over  his  head  ; 
'T  was  the  dusk  of  the  secoud  day,  and  yet 

was  the  man  not  dead. 
The  cold  blast  lifted  his  hair,  but  his  limbs 

were  set  and  stark. 
And    under   their  heavy   brows   his    eyes 

stared  into  the  dark  : 
He  looked  out  over  the  waste,  and  his  eyes 

were  as  coals  of  fire, 
Lit  up   with   anguish  and   hate,  and   the 

flame  of  a  strong  desire. 


The  dark  blood  sprang  from  his  wounds, 

the  cold  sweat  stood  on  his  face, 
For  over  the  darkening  plain  came  a  rider 

riding  apace. 
Her  rags  flapped   loose  in  the  wind  ;  the 

last  of  the  sunset  glare 
Flung   dusky  gold   on  her  brow  and  her 

bosom  broad  and  bare. 
She  was  haggard  with  want  and  woe,  on  a 

jaded  steed  astride, 
And  still,  as  it  staggered  and  strove,  slie 

smote  on  its  heaving  side, 
Till  she  came  to  the  limbless  tree  where 

the  tortured  man  hung  high  — 
A   motionless  crooked   mass    on  a  ycUoir 

streak  in  the  sky. 

"  *T  is  I  —  I  am  here,  Antoine  —  I  have 

found  thee  at  last,"  she  said  ; 
"  O  the  hours  have  been  long,  but  long 

and  the  minutes  as  drops  of  lead. 
Have    they    trapped    thee,    the    full-fed 

flock,  thou  wert  wont  to  harry  and 

spoil  ? 
Do  they  laugh  in  their  town   secure  o'er 

their  measures  of  wine  and  oil  ? 
Ah  God  !   that  these   hands   might  reaci 

where  they  loll  in  their  rich  array ; 


ROSAMUND   MARRIOTT  WATSON 


573 


Ah  Gt^tlf  tliAi  th^y  were  but  mine,  all  tuine* 

to  iiiAiigle  and  slay  t 
How  thoy   »hiiddcrcMl    niid    Bbrank,    ere- 

wliile,   At   tbe  sotmd   of    tby  Tery 

Wbeo  we  lived  as  the  jjmy  wolves  live, 
whum  torture  nor  want  may  tame  : 

And  thou  but  a  man  I  nnd  still  a  scourge 
and  a  terror  to  meni 

XH  oaiy  my  fuver  to  me,  my  dearf  in  the 
rare  days  tben. 

0  yeam  of  revel  and  love  t  yc  are  gone  aa 

the  wind  goes  by, 
He  is  snared  and  shorn  of  bis  sir«*Qgtby  and 
Ibe  au^iLsb  of  bell  liavc  1  -* 

1  am  here,  O  love,  at  tby  feet ;  I  have 

ridden  far  and  fajit 

To  gaze  in  tbine  eyes  again,  and  to  kiss 
tby  ltp8  at  tbo  last/' 

She  rose  to  ber  feet  and  stood  upright  on 
the  gjinut  mare*s  back, 

And  she  pressed  her  full  red  lijis  to  his 
that  were  strained  and  black. 

*'  Good- nig  hi,  for  the  last  time  now  —  good- 
night, beloved,  and  good-bye  —  '* 

And  his  »oul  fled  into  the  waste  between  a 
kiss  and  a  sigh. 


DEID  FOLKS*  FERRY 

T  IS  They,  of  a  ventie  — 

They  are  calling  thin  an*  shrill  ; 
We  roauu  rise  an'  put  to  sea. 

We  maun  gi'e  the  deid  their  will, 
We  maun  ferry  them  owre  the  fiiem, 

For  they  draw  us  as  they  lifst ; 
We  maun  bear  the  deid  folk  hauie 

Throuf^h   the    mirk    an*   the   laft    §m 
mist* 

"  B*it  how  can  I  gang  the  nicbt, 

\^lien  I  *m  new  come  hame  frae  sea  ? 
1^'hen  my  heart  is  satr  for  the  siebt 

iV  my  lata  that  langs  for  me  ?  '* 
"'  D  your  lasaie  lies  a^ileep. 

An*  sae  do  your  baimies  twa  ; 
TLi  cliff -path  's  stev  an'  steep, 

An*  tlic  deid  folk  cry  an*  ca*.** 

0  sae  hooly  steppit  we. 
For  the  nicbt  wa«  mirk  an*  Iowa, 


Wi*  never  a  sign  to  see. 

But  the  voices  all  aronn*. 
We  laid  to  the  saut  sea-sbore, 

Au^  the  Ixiat  dipped  low  i*  ih*  tide. 
As  she  mieht  hae  dipped  wi*  a  score. 

An*  our  ain  three  set's  beside. 

O  the  boat  she  settled  low, 

Til!  her  gunwale  kissed  the  faem. 
An*  she  diana  loup  nor  row 

As  she  bare  the  deid  folk  hame  ; 
But  she  aye  gaed  swift  an*  licht. 

An'  we  nae thing  saw  nor  wist 
Wba  sailed  i*  th*  boat  that  nicht 

Through  the  mirk  an'  the  saft  sea-mist. 

There  was  never  a  sign  to  see. 

But  a  mistv  shore  an*  low  ; 
Never  a  wonl  spak*  we, 

But  the  boat  she  licbtened  slow. 
An*  a  can  Id  sigh  stirrtMi  my  hair, 

An*  a  cauld  band  touched  my  wrist* 
An*  my  heart  sank  cauld  and  sair 

r  tlie  mirk  an*  the  saft  ae^miat. 

Then  the  wind  raise  up  wi*  a  maen, 

{*'t  was  a  waefu*  wind,  an'  weet). 
Like  a  deid  laul  wud  wi*  pain, 

Like  a  Imintie  wild  wi*  freit ; 
But  tlie  \mui  rade  swtit  an*  lieht, 

Sae  we  wjin  the  Lmd  f  u*  suue, 
An*  the  shore  showed  wan  an*  white 

By  a  glint  o*  the  waning  mane* 

Wo  steppit  oot  owre  tlie  sand 

Wben.^  an  unco*  tide  had  been. 
An*  Btiu'k  L>onAld  caught  mj  hand 

An'  coverit  up  his  een  : 
For  there,  in  the  wind  an*  weet. 

Or  ever  1  saw  nor  wist. 
My  Jean  an'  her  weans  Uj  eanld  at  mj 
feet. 

In  the  mirk  an*  tho  mdi  m 


An*  it  *s  O  for  my  bonny  Jean  t 

Au*  it  *s  O  for  my  Itairnies  twa, 
It  s  O  an*  O  for  tlio  watchet  eon 

An*  the  step*  that  are  gane  awa'  — 
Awa*  to  tlie  Sikni  Pliee, 

( >r  ever  I  saw  nor  wiat, 
Though  I  wot  we  twa  went  face  to  face 

Throagh  the  mirk  an*  the  aaft  sear-mist 
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HEREAFTER 

Shall  we  not  weary  in  the  wind] ess  days 
Hereafter^  for  the  murmur  of  the  sea* 
The  eool  salt  air  across  some  grassy  lea  ? 
Shall  we  not  go  bewildered  through  a  maze 
Of    stBtely  streets  wkh  glitt^3rmg    gems 

ablaze, 
Forlorn  amid  the  pearl  and  ivory, 
S^rainiug  our  eyes  beyond  the  bon  Msd 

^bajitonis  from  out  Life's  deiuv  Avrzfukeu 

way«  ? 
Give  us  again  the  erazy  clay-built  nest^ 
BummeFf  and  soft  anseasonable  springs 
Our  flowers  to  plack,  our  broken  songs  to 

sing, 
Onr  fairy  gold  of  evening  ill  the  Wett ; 
Still  to  tbe  land   we   love    ouf   longinga 

cling. 
The  sweet,  vain  world  of  turmoil  and  nn- 

resti 

THE  FARM  ON  THE  LINKS 

Gray  o'er  the  pallid  liiJca,  haggard  and 
forsaken, 
Still  the  old  roof-tree  hangs  rotting  over- 
head, 
Stni  the  black  windows  stare  sullenly  to 
seaward, 
Still  the  blank  doorway  gapes,  open  to 
the  detid ; 

What  !5  it   cries  with  the   crying  of  the 
curlews  ? 
What  eome.^    apace   on    those    fearful, 
stealthy  fcet^ 
Back  frtMu  tlie  chill  sea^eeps,  gliding  o'er 
the  sand-dunes, 
Home  to  the   old   home,  once  again  to 
meet  7 

What  is  to  say  as  they  gather  i*oiind  the 
heaith-stonc, 
Flame le»^   and   dull   as    the   feud 9   and 
fears  of  old  ? 
liaughing  Hod  fleering  still,  menaCLug  and 
moeking. 
Sadder  than   death  ttself,  harsher  than 
the  cold. 

Woo  for  the  ruined  hearthi  black  with  dule 
and  evil, 
Woe  for  the  wrong  and  the  hate   too 
deep  to  die  t 


Woe  for  the  deeds  of  the  dreary  days  pi4 
over, 
Woe  for  the  grief  of  the  gloomy  dsfi 
gone  by  I 

Where  do  they  come   from  ?    furtire  toi ' 

despairing, 
Where  are  they  bound  for  ?  those  thai 
gather  there, 
S  with  the  sea- wind  sobbiiig  throBgt 

the  chambers, — 

^  witli  the  salt  mist  stealiug  up  tl» 
stair? 


»  that  are  nameless  noW|  tiam€«  d 

dread  and  loathing, 
ned  and  forbidden  yet,  dark  with 

spot  and  stain  ;  j 

the  old  house  watches  and  i^mem-   I 

bera,  ' 

f  the  old  home  welcomes  tbem  agaiiL 


TO  MY  CAT 

Half  loviug-kindlincss  and  half  disdaiiii 
Thou  com  est  to  my  call  serenely  suave. 
With  hiimniLng'  speech  and  gracious  ges» 

tares  grave. 
In  salutation  courtly  and  urbane  ; 
Yet  must  I  humble  me  thy  grace  to  gain. 
For  wiIl^s   may  win  thee  tbongh  no  arts 

enslave. 
And  nowhere  gladly  thou  abidest  save 
Where  naught  disturbs  the  concord  of  tisj 

reign. 
Sphinx  of  my  quiet  hearth  1  who  deign^it 

to  dwell 
Friend    of    my   toil,   companion    of   mia* 

ease, 
Thine  is  the  lore  of  Ba  and  Rameses  ; 
That    men    forget   dost  thou    remcmbei 

well, 
Beholden  still  in  blinking  reveries 
With  sombre,  seor-green  gaze  in^eratahle. 


AVE  AT  QUE  \' ALE 

Faekwkll,  my  Youth  !  for  now  we  needi 

irtiiKt  part, 
For  hert-  the  paths  divide  j 
Here  hand  from  hand  must  severj  beirt 

from  heart,  — 
Divergence  deep  and  wide. 
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Yon  II  wear  no  withered  roses  for  mj  sake, 
lliough  I  go  mourning  for  you  all  da?  long, 
Fioding  no  magic  more  in  liower  or  brake, 
No  melody  in  soog. 

Gray  Eld  most  travel  in  mj  company 
To  Beai  this  sererance  more  fast  and  sure. 
A  joyless  feUovrship,  i'  faith,  't  will  be, 
Yet  must  we  faro  together,  I  and  he, 
Fill  I  shall  tread  the  footpath  way  do 


^ttt  when   A   blavkhird  pipes  among  the 

boughs, 


On  some  dim,  irides<9«*nt  day  in  springs 
Then  I  may  dream  yon  am  remeiuberiog 
Our  ancient  %'owa» 

Or  when  some  joy  foregone,  some  fale" 

forsworn, 
Looks  throogfa  the  dark  eyes  of  the  viole 
I  mar  re-eross  the  set,  forbidden  boumep 

I  may  forget 
Our  long,  long  parting  for  a  littJc  while. 
Dream   of  the  golden  splendors  of  your 

smile, 
Dream  you  remember  yet. 


flijjtt  ^.  Ittrit 


LIFE 


mystery    that    no 

the  Arab    from   hb 


O    Lite!    that 

knows. 
And  all    men   aak 

sauds, 
The  Cie&ar*8  self,  lifting  imperial  handa^ 
And   the    lone   dweller   where    the    lotus 

blows ; 
OVr  trackless  tronies,  and  o'er  silent  snows, 
She  dumbly  brooas,  that  Sphinjc  of  all  the 

lands  ; 


And  if  she  answere,  no  man  understandly  ' 
And  no  cry  breaks  the  blank  of  her  repoet/ 
But  a  new  form  rose  oooe  upon  my  pain« 
With  grave,  and  lips,  bnt  in  the  eyes  a 

smile 
Of  deepest  meaning  dawning  sweet  and 

slow, 
Lighting  to  lervloet  and  no  more  in  Tain 
I  ask  of  Life,  "  What  art  thou  ?  '^  —  as  e»- 

while  — 
For  since  Love  holda  my  band  I  seem  to 

know  t 


liatl^aritie  Cptian  l^inhjefon 


SHEEP  AND  LAMBS 


All  in  the  April  evening, 

April  airs  were  abroAd, 
Tht  abeep  with  their  little  lambs 

Fused  me  by  on  tbc  road* 

The  sheep  with  their  little  Iambi 
Passed  me  by  on  the  road  ; 

Ail  in  the  April  evening 

I  thoiigbt  OD  the  Lamb  of  God* 

The  lambs  were  weary,  and  crying 
With  a  weak,  human  cry* 

I  Iboaght  on  the  Liimb  of  God 
Gouig  meekly  to  die. 


Jp  in 
Den 


ewy  pastures  are  sweet. 
Best  for  the  little  bodies^ 
Rest  for  the  little  feet, 

But  for  the  l^amb  of  God, 

Up  on  the  bilUtup  greMip 
Oolv  a  Croas  of  shame 

Two  stark  eiotaes  betweea* 

All  in  the  April  evening. 

April  airs  were  abroadt 
I  saw  the  sheep  with  their  latnbii 

And  thought  on  Uie  Lamb  of  God. 
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DE  PROFUNDIS 

Yocr  must  be  troubled,  A^tborey 
Bei'tLtise  lost  night  you  earae 

And  stood  on  the  moonlit  floor, 
And  called  aguin  mj  name. 

In  dreamg  I  felt  yoiu*  tears. 

In  dreams  min©  eyes  were  wet ; 

0,  dead  for  seven  long  years  i 
And  can  yon  not  forget  ? 
Are  you  not  bappy  yet  ? 

The  mass-bell  shuH  be  mng^ 
Th€  msiSM  be  said  and  simg^ 
Ami  Gcd  wiU  surely  hmr  • 
Go  hack  and  sleep,  my  dmr  / 

Ton  went  away  when  jou  heard 
The  red  cock's  clarion  crow. 

You  hsive  given  my  heart  a  a  word, 
You  Jiave  given  my  life  a  woe, 

1,  who  your  burden  bore, 

On  wbom  your  sorrows  fell  ; 
You  had  to  travel,  Aatliore, 

Your  bittor  iitjod  to  tell, 

And  I  —  was  faring  wfll  \ 
The  mms'heAl  shnll  he  runfff 
The  mass  be  said  and  ^ung. 
And  God  wilt  surebf  hear  ; 
Go  back  and  sleepf  my  dear  I 

SINGING   STARS 

**  What  sawcat  thou,  Orion,  tbou  hunter  of 

the  j^tar-lands^ 
On  that  night  star-aown  iiod  azure  when 

tbuu  eatn^&t  in  splendor  sweeping, 
And  amid    thy   starry  brethren   froan    the 

nuar  l^nds  and  the  far  landii 
All  the  night  above  a  stable  on  the  earth 

thy  watch  wert  keeping  ?  " 

•*0h,    I  saw   the    stable    sorely,    and    the 

yonngr  Child  and  the  Mother, 
And   the   placid    beasts   still   gazing  with 

their  mild  eyes  full  of  loving. 
And  I  saw  the  trembling  radiance  of  the 

Star,  my  lordliest  brother , 
Light  the  earth  and  all  the  heavens  as  be 

kept  his  guard  nnmoviug. 

**  There  were  kings  that  came  from  East- 
war<l  with  their  ivory,  spice,  and 
flendal, 

With  gold  fillets  in  their  dark  hair,  and 
gold  hroidered  robes  and  stately, 


And  the  shepherds,  gating  star-wii 
yonder  bill  did  weud  all. 

And  the  silly  sheep  went  meeklj,  a 
wise  dog  marvelled  great  Ij. 

"Oh  we  knew,  we  stars,  the   stj^b! 

our  King,  His  glory  shaded. 
That  His  baby  hands  were  poising  i 

spheres  and  eonstellations ; 
3ereniee  shook  her  hair  do wn,  like  a  i 

of  Stardust  braided, 
bid   Aretni'us,   pale   as    silver,    bei 

brows  in  adorations. 

'The  stars  sang  all  together,  sang 

love-sou gs  with  the  angola, 
With  the  Cherubim  and  Semphim 

shrilly  trumpets  blended. 
rUey  have  never  sung  together  situs 

night  of  great  evangels. 
And  the  yonng  Child  in  the  tnmige 

the  time  of  bondage  ended* 


THE    SAD    MOTHER 

0  WHEN  the  hal flight  weaves 
Wild  shadows  on  the  floor. 

How  ghostly  come  the  withered  lei 
Stealing  about  my  door  1 

1  sit  and  bold  my  hrcath, 
Lone  in  the  loneJy  house  ; 

Naught  breaks  the  silence  still  as  c 
Only  a  creeping  mouse. 

The  patter  of  leaves,  it  may  be, 

Out  liker  patter  of  feet. 
The  j^mall  feet  of  my  own  baby 

That  never  felt  the  heat. 

The  Bmall  feet  of  my  son, 
Cold  as  the  graveyard  aod  * 

My  little,  dumb,  unehristened  one 
That  may  not  win  to  God. 

"  Come  in,  dear  babe,'*  I  cry, 
(>j>oning  the  dc>or  so  wide* 

The  leaves  go  stealing  softly  by  ; 
How  dark  it  is  outside  1 

And  though  T  kneel  and  pray 
LoujT  on  the  threshold>$tone, 

The  little  feet  press  on  their  wayi 
And  I  am  ever  alone. 
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THE  DEAD  COACH 

At  night  wben  sick  folk  wakeful  Ue» 
I  beam  the  dead  ooaoh  iiassing  by. 
And  beard  it  paftaing  wild  and  Heet. 
And  knew  my  time  was  come  not  yet 

Cliok-clack,  eUek-clack,  the  hoofs  went  past. 
Who  takes  the  dead  cuaeh  travels  faatf 
On  and  away  through  the  wild  ni|^ht, 
The  dead  must  rest  ere  morning  light. 

If  one  might  follow  on  ibt  track 
The  coach  and  horses,  midnight  blacky 
Within  should  sit  a  shape  of  doom 
That  beckons  one  and  all  to  oome. 


God  pity  them  to-night  who  wait 
To  hear  the  dead  coach  at  their  gate. 
And   him   who    hears,  though    sense  b^ 

dim. 
The  mournful  dead  coach  stop  for  him. 

He  shall  go  down  with  a  still  face. 
And  mount  the  steps  and  take  his  place. 
The  door  he  shut,  the  order  said  1 
How  fast  the  pace  is  with  the  dead  ! 

Click -clack,  click-clack,  the  hour  is  chill. 
The  dead  coach  climbs  the  distant  hllL 
Now,  God,  the  Father  of  us  all. 
Wipe  Thou  the  widow's  tears  that  fall  I 


jO^ap  StctiDall 


A  PURE  HYPOTHESIS 

(A  Lovff^  in  .Fovr^imentianed  rpactt  deacribeM 

a  DrtamJ 

Ah,  lore,  the  teacher  we  decried, 

That  erudite  professor  grim, 
in  mathematics  drenched  and  dyed, 

Too  hastily  we  scouted  him. 
He  said  :  "  The  bounds  of  Time  and  Space, 

Tlic  categories  we  revere. 
May  be  in  quite  another  case 

In  quite  another  sphere/' 

He  told  us  :  **  Science  can  conceive 

A  race  whose  feeble  comprehension 
CAa*t  be  persuaded  to  believe 

That  tfiere  exists  our  Fourth   Dimen- 
fiiim, 
Whom  Time  and  Space  for  ever  lialk  ; 

But  of  these  beings  incomplete, 
"Whether  upon  their  heads  they  walk 

Or  stand  upon  their  feet  — 

•■  We  cannot  tell,  we  do  not  know, 

Imagination  stops  cunfouudcd  ; 
"We  can  but  say  *  It  may  be  so,* 

To  every  theory  propounded," 
Too  glad  were  we  in  this  our  scheme 

Of  things,  his  notions  to  embrace,— 
Bot  —  I  have  dreamed  an  awful  dream 

Of  Thrte-dimcfuioncd  i»pftoe  I 


I  dreamed  —  the  horror  seemed  to  stan 

]Vfy  logical  perception  strong  — 
That  everything  beneath  the  sun 

Was  $0  unuitemh(y  wrong, 
1    thought  —  what    words    can    I    i 
maud? — 

Thai  nothing  ever  did  amui  riffhL 
No  wonder  yoti  can*t  understand : 

/  could  not,  till  but  night  1 

I  would  not,  if  I  could,  recall 

The  horror  of  those  novel  heavea% 
Where  Present,  Past,  and  Future  all 

Appeared  at  sixes  and  at  sevens. 
Where  Capital  and  Labor  fought. 

And,  in  the  nightmare  of  tlie  mind. 
No  contra<lictories  were  thought 

As  truthfidly  combined  1 


Nay,  in  that  dream^distorted  dime. 

These  fatal  wilds  I  wandered  through. 
The  boundariea  of  Space  and  Time 

Had  got  most  frightfully  askew. 
**  What  ut  •  askew  *  ?  "  my  love,  you  oiy  | 

I  cannot  answer,  can't  portray  s 
The  sense  of  Everything  awry 

No  language  can  convey. 

I  can't  tell  what  my  worda  dtaolfl^ 

I  know  not  what  mj  |^ 
Inexplicable  terrors  float 

Before  this  spirit  once 
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Ah,  wbftt  if  on  #       i  lurid  bIrt 
There  should         t  a  bap  less  moe. 

Who  live  and  lo*t;,  who  thiuk  and  &£«| 
In  Tliree^imeuiioiied  Space  l 

A  BOARD  SCHOOL  PASTORAL 

AtOKE  I  stay  ;  for  I  am  kine, 
I  cannot  join  ttiem  at  the  gi      .| 

The  hida  and  laaaes  ; 
But  many  a  En  miner  holiday 
1  sit  apart  and  wateh  them  plaji 
Ai)d  well  1  know  ;  mj  heart  can  s&j, 

When  Ella  passes^ 

Of  all  the  maidens  in  the  place^ 
rr  b  Ella  ims  the  gumuest  face» 

Her  eyes  are  elearest. 
Of  all  the  girts,  or  here  or  tberei 
*Tia  ElWs  voice  ts  soft  and  rare, 
And  Ella  has  the  darkest  hair. 

And  Ella  's  dearest. 

Oh,  strong  the  lads  for  bat  or  ball, 
But  I  in  wit  am  first  of  all 

The  master  praises. 
The  master*s  mien  is  grave  and  wise  ; 
But,  while  I  look  into  his  eyes. 
My  heart,  that  o*er  the  schoolroom  flies, 

At  Ella  gazes. 

And  Hal 's  below  me  every  day  ; 
For  Hal  is  wild,  and  he  is  gay, 

He  loves  not  learning. 
But  when  the  swiftest  runners  meet, 
Oh,  who  but  Hal  is  proud  and  fleet. 
And  there  *s  a  smile  I  know  will  greet 

His  glad  returning. 

They  call  me  moody,  dull,  and  blind. 
They  say  with  books  I  maze  my  mind. 

The  lads  and  lasses  ; 
But  little  do  the}'  know  —  ah  me  I 
How  with  my  book  upon  my  knee 
I  dream  and  dream,  but  ever  see 

Where  Ella  passes. 


A  LEGEND 

Ay,  an  old  story,  yet  it  might 
Have  truth  in  it  —  who  knows  ? 

Of  the  heroine's  breaking  down  one  night 
Jnat  ere  the  curtain  rose. 


And  suddenly,  when  fe^r  and  doubt 

Had  shaken  every  heart, 
There  tte^pped  an  unknown  tmtress  * 

To  take  the  beroine^s  part. 

But  oh  the  roagic  of  her  faoe. 

And  oh  the  songs  she  sun^. 
And  oh  the  rapture  in  the  place, 

And  oh  the  flowers  they  flung  i 

i  the  never  stooped  :  they  lay  all  mgH 
%M  when  she  turned  away 
d  left  them  — and  the  saddest  light 
^bone  in  her  eyes  ol  gray.  _ 

9  gave  a  smile  In  glnTtemg  ronad, 
ind  sighed r  one  fancied^  then  ^- 
t  never  they  knew  where  she  was  botmf 
>r  saw  her  face  again. 

t  the  old  prompter,  gray  and  frail^ 
Chey  beam  him  murmur  low  ; 
**  It  oiuy  could  be  Meg  Coverdale, 
Died  thirty  years  ago, 

"  In  that  old  part  who  took  the  town  ; 

And  she  was  fair,  as  fair 
As  when  they  shut  the  coffin  down 

On  the  gleam  of  her  golden  hair  ; 

**  And  it  was  n't  hard  to  understand 

How  a  lass  so  fair  as  she 
Could  never  rest  in  the  Promised  Land 

Where  none  but  angels  be." 


THE  PAGE  OF  LANCELOT 

So  I  arm  thee  for  the  final  nigbt, 

And  for  thy  one  defeat ; 
For  God  upon  his  side  shall  fight 

When  thou  and  he  shall  meet. 
I  know,  for  good  or  evil,  thine 

Will  be  a  well-fought  fields 
For  good  or  evil,  master  mine. 

If  I  may  bear  thy  shield  ! 

Now  art  thou  the  unfaithfuUest 

Of  all  that  bore  the  vow  — 
Yet  some  there  are  that  love  tbee  best, 

Most  honor,  even  now. 
I  see  the  face  I  held  divine 

Ah,  yet  divine  revealed  ! 
For  good  or  evil,  master  mine, 

If  I  may  bear  thy  shield  I 
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3£mp  %thp 

A  LONDON  PLANE-TREE  IN  THE  MILE  END  ROAD 


Gksen  ii  the  plane-tree  in  the  sqaAre, 

Tlie  DtheF  trees  are  browm  ; 
They  droop  and  pine  for  country  air ; 

Toe  plane-tree  loves  the  town. 

Here  from  my  garret-pane^  I  mark 
The  plane-tree  bnd  and  blow, 

Shed  her  recoperative  bark* 
And  spread  her  shade  below. 

Among;  bet  branches,  in  and  oat. 

The  city  breexes  play  ; 
The  dun  fog  wraps  her  round  about  j 

Abovtf^  tl^  smoke  curb  gray. 

Others  the  country  take  for  choice, 
And  hold  the  town  in  ftcom  ; 

Bat  she  has  listened  to  the  voioe 
On  oity  breezes  borne. 

BETWEEN  THE  SHOWERS 

HrrwECN  the  showers  I  went  my  way, 
The  glistening  street  was   bright   with 
flowers  ; 
It  seemed  that  March  had  turned  to  May 
Between  the  showers. 

Above  the  Hhining  roofs  and  towers 

The  blue  bi%»ke  forth  athwart  the  g»y  3 
BirdA  carolled  La  their  leafless  bowers. 

Hither  and  thither,  swift  and  gar, 

The  people  chased  the  changeful  hours  ; 
Aad  joiif  yon  paased  and  Kmiled  that  day^ 
Between  the  showers* 


How  like  her  I    But  *t  is  she  herself » 
Comes  up  the  crowded  street. 

How  little  did  I  think»  the  morn^ 
My  only  love  to  meet ! 

Whose  else  that  motion  and  that  mien  9 
Whose  else  that  airy  tread  ? 

For  one  strange  moment  I  forgot 
My  only  love  was  dead. 


TO  VERNON  LEE 

On    Belloegnaido,    when    the    year   wai 

young, 
We  wandered,  seeking  for  the  daffodil 
And  dark  anemone,  whoee  purples  fill 
The  peasant^s  plot,  between  the  corn-shoots 

sprung. 
Over  the  gray,  low  wall  the  olive  fiung 
Her  deeper  grayness ;    far   off,    hiU    on 

hill 
Sloped  to  the  sky,  which,  pearly-pale  and 

still, 
Above  the  large  and  lununona  landseape 

hung. 
A  snowy  blackthom  Bowered  beyond  my 

reach ; 
Ton  broke  a  branch  and  gave  it  to  me 

there  ; 
I  found  for  you  a  scarlet  blossom  rare. 
Thereby    ran    aa  of   Art  and   Life  our 

speech  ; 
And  of  the  gifts  the  gods  had  given  to 

each^ 
Hope  unto  yon,  and  onto  me  Despair. 


4BIi$adrtf)  €raigtn|ile 


SOLWAY  SANDS 

TwA  race  doon  by  the  Gatchope-Slack, 
When  nicht  is  wearin*  near  to  the  noon, 

He  on  the  gray  and  she  on  the  blaek ; 

fier  faitber  and  brithers  are  haid  on  the 
track, 
And  Sol  way  sands  are  white  in  the  moon. 


Strong  is  their  lore,  but  their  loves  may  be 
twined 
Or  ever  the  kdy  grant  love*s  boon  ; 
Elliots  and  Armstrongs  hold  chase  behind, 
Their  shouts  and  cmrses  ring  down  the 
wind. 
And  Solway  sands  streteh  whit#  is  ^ 


jSo 
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Afitian  riiis  fu'  fme  brae  to  bank, 

But    Katbariiie's    lover   ls    hbjb   ooward 
loon  ; 
Into  tbe  good  gKiy'a  foajn-fiacked  flaiak 
In  tbe  rowela  o*  the  graj  steel  Bank, 

And   Solway   e&nm  wait  white    la  the 
mooa. 

The  water 'a  up  to  hii  bandellerp 

It 's  up  to  the  waist  o*  her  satin  ^oon  ; 
*'  We  *U  will  to  the  shotie  jvnd  nerer  fear, 
There  *s  never  a  Elliot  will  follow  here," 
And  Sol  way  saitdfl  glint  white   m  the 
moon. 

The    steeds    ^d    the    riders    are    safely 
o'er, 
Through  the  swirl  o*  waters  that  waste 
and  droon  ; 
« We   try   the    swimming   this   night    no 

more, 
Tlie  boat  is  waiting  on  Sol  way  shore, 
And    SuUvay  sands   shine  white   in  the 
moon." 

Through  the  gray  tide- water  their  horses 

Bplaisb, 
Tliroug^h  the  salt  pools  left  on  the  sea* 

^uid  broon  ; 
Then  on  to  the  waiting  boat  they  dash,  — 


Their  midnight  Hdmg  is  wild  and  r^sht 
And  Sol  way  aands  glenja  whlta  ia  tlii 
tuDom^ 

"  To-night  the  boat's  rongh  deok  I  tioir, 
Next  uight  the  bridal  in  Carlisle  toofl," 
But   nights  fiball   coma   and    nights  iMl 

O'er  their  bride-bed  deep    in   the  qoict 
sand's  How, 
A;  3d  Sol  way  sanda   ^tand   white  in  & 
moon, 

boat  roeke  light  on  the  Sol  way  wite, 
le  turn  of  the  tide  is  couiiug  ^ooti^ 
slowly  they  siJik  ia  their  ghastly  gnn^ 
pped  round  in  the  dark  with  noD«  to 

save, 
id  Solway  sandfl  laugb  white  in  tb 

moon. 

The  clond  wrack   breaks^    and   tJie  sto» 
shine  fair, 
The   sea^a   voice   sounds    like   a  mpcie 
rune. 
The  skipper  looks  out,  but  none  are  there, 
The   glimmering    coast-Une    is    wide  w^ 
bare, 
And    Solway   Sands    are   white  in  tk 
moQti. 


€tm0t  flijp^ 


LONDON  FEAST 


0  WHERE  do  you  go,  and  what  *s  your  wiD, 
My  Hun burnt  herdsmen  of  the  hill, 

That  leave  your  nerds  no  pastoral  priest, 
And  take  the  road  where,  sad  and  duUj 
The  fiuioke-elotid  drapes  the  April  sun  ?  — 

"  We  go  to  taste 

Of  London  JmM.  '* 

0  eountry-lads,  this  April  tidci 
Why  do  ytni  leave  the  t!Ouo try-side  ? 
The   ncw^eome    Spring    stirs   bird   and 
beast  ; 
The  wintL^r  stortn  is  over  now, 
And  melted  the  December  snow  ;  ^— 
'♦  We  go  to  taste 
Of  London  feast  r* 


O  village  maidens,  April  girls. 
With  dancing  eyes  and  country  curls. 
Is  April  naught,  the  maypole  eeaW 
That  you  must  leave  the  daisied  plat^ea 
That  [^tnted  all  your  pretty  faces  ?  — 

"  We'go  to  tmte 

Of  London  feaMJ* 

And  ancient  dalesmen  of  the  north j 
That  leave  your  dales,  and  the  sweet  bro« 
earth, 
Are  country  acres  so  decreased, 
And  Cumbrian  fella  no  longer  riuj»ing 
With  bleating  bunbs,  and  blackbirds  i^ 
ing?  — 

"  We  go  to  tanfe 
OfLtmdon/eaU." 


I^^^Bs 

^9 
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ERNEST   RHYS 

O  tailor  luds,  tlmt  love  the  sea, 

And  still  would  keep,  and  still  would  drt?e          1 

Are  ycni,  too,  of  this  company  ?  — 

away,  —                                                           1 

The  fibiftiiig  wind  *8  no  lon^*r  eaat  ; 

So  day  by  day,                                                  1 

Yet  jou  have  put  the  beliu  aliut, 

To  come  aflhore^  and  join  the  rout  ?  — 

them  too  ;                                               ^^M 

**  l*>  go  to  twite 

Ah^  dear  Diami  I                        ^^| 

0/ London /cast:* 

■ 

T  were  well,  poor  fools,  to  shun  her  orad  ^^H 

Too  late,  my  golden  manners  t 

spear.                                                          ^M 

I  bare  seen  there  tbese  manj  yean, 

More  fatal  far  than  that  which  slew  of 

old  ; 

Uastt; 

Her  spear  is  wit,  thai  she  so  brings  tc 

And  now  jou  go  too  late  ;  the  board 

Cannot  one  crumb  to  you  afford  : 

Then  laughs  to  hear 

You  cannot  tatte 

When  it  has  struck,  and  one  more  heart 

0/ London /easL 

runs  cold  ;                                               ^^^ 

Ak,  dear  Diana  I                        ^^M 

Too  late,  dear  children  of  the  BUti ; 

^^B 

For  Lcitidon  Pea«t  i»  paat  and  gone  f 
I  sat  it  oat,  and  now  released 

Be   wiM,   0  fools,    and    shun    her    cruel          1 

eye&,                                                           1 

Make  westward  from  its  weary  gate. 

Vt  bich,  when  you  see,  you  straight  must          1 

Fools  and  unwise,  you  are  too  late : 

love«  to  dejitb.                                         ^^fl 

You  cannoi  ta$ie 

This  new  Diaiia  has  such  sorcerieSy                 ^^M 

0/ London  fiasL 

Who  loTes  her,  dies  ;                              ^H 

And  dying,  eriee  still,  with  his  ktesi  ^H 
breath,—                                            ^B 

They  did  not  heed,  ther  would  oot  stay  ; 
I  saw  the  dust  on  London  way 

Ah,  dear  Diana  1                       ^H 

By  denser  thousands  still  increased  : 

^^H 

My  ery  was  vain.     As  they  weut  by 

^^1 

Toeir  murmur  ran,  for  all  reply  ;  — 

BRECHVA'S  HARP  SONG            ^M 

"  We  go  to  toAte 

^^H 

0/ London  feast,'* 

LxTTLR  harp,  at  thy  ery,                          ^^M 

i 

He  shall  come  in  good  time  ;                 ^H 

i 

And  thy  sword-song  on  high,                    ^H 

f               AN  AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

Hi^h  g^tftH  ehimew                                 ^^H 

1      Waleb   England    wed ;    so   I   was  bred* 

Little  ban,  m  bis  brain  ^H 
Is  the  fire  £  in  his  hand                        ^H 

T  was    merry    London    gave    me 

breath. 

Are  the  swonl  and  the  rein                      ^^M 

I  dreamt  of  love,   and    fame  :    I   strove. 

Of  command.                                          ^^^| 

But  Ireland  taught    me   love   was 

^^M 

best: 

Little  harp,  like  the  wind                          ^H 

And  Irish    eyesy  and   I.«oiidoii  criea,  and 

Is  bis  strength  ;  like  thy  song              ^^M 

stmnia  of  Walei^    may    tell    the 

Are  bis  words,  to  unbind                            ^^H 

rest. 

Wales  ere  long  !                                     ^^M 

What  more  than  these  I  asked  of  life,  I 

^^M 

am  content  to  have  from  Death. 

Little  harp,  if  Ins  name                             ^H 

L 

Bt*  unknown,  ye  shall  hear                   ^^M 

P 

How  the  stars  tell  his  fame                      ^H 

DIANA 

Far  and  near.                                       ^^M 

Tma   new   Diana  makes   weak    men  her 

Little  harp.  If  unknown                              ^^M 

prey, 

He  come,  ye  shall  sing                           ^^M 

And,  making  captive,    still  would  ^n 

When  Errn  shall  throiM  ^M 
Him  All  King  1                                   ^M 

pursue, 
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WHITE  ROSES 

1^0  aleep  tike  hers,  no  rest, 
Iji  all  tUe  earth  to-night ; 

Upon  her  whiter  breast 
Our  rosea  lie  bo  light. 

She  had  no  iinft  to  losei 
As  some  might  mf  ; 

But  calmtj  keeps  her  |^ 
TiU  God's  g     1  day. 

SONG  OF  '  ^' 


Heart  ot  Earth,  let  tia  hi 
From  tljis  roek  where  we 
While  the  sun  has  risen  anu  i 
Ten  thouaaod  times,  aud  thro 
Always  in  the  self-flame  place. 

Now  the  night  draws  on  apace  : 

The  dny  is  dying  on  the  height, 


The 


eold    sea  -  fntgrano* 


Ihi 


wind   brtnga 
here, 

And  cries,  and  restless  munuuriiigfl, 
Now  night  m  near,  — 
Of  wings  and  feet  that  take  to  3ight| 
Of  furry  feet  and  feathery  wings 
That  take  their  Joyous  liight  at  will 
Away  and  over  the  hiding  hill, 
And  Ulto  the  land  where  the  sun  faai 
fled. 
it  us  go,  aa  they  have  sped,  — 
»    loft    swift   shapes   that    left  qi 

here  J 
t  zentle  things  that  came  and  went 
L  left  ua  in  imprisonment  1 
us  be  gone,  as  they  hare  goa&f 
Fiy,  and  into  the  hidden  lauda  ;  -^■ 
m  rock  and  turf  our  roots  uptear, 
ak  from  the  cUngiDg  keeping  band^ 
:  of  thiji  long  imprisoning  break  | 
£*M  iast,  our  sunwat^  lourney  take» 
And  far^  to-night,  and  farther  on,  — 
Heart  of  Earthi  let  us  be  gone  ! 


^rt{)ur  C^rtjertopI)nr  ^enieron 


KNAPWEED 

By  copse  and  hedgerow,  waste  and  wall, 

He  thrusts  his  cushions  red  ; 
O'er  burdock  rank,  o'er  thistles  tall. 

He  rears  his  hardy  head  : 
Within,  without,  the  strong  leaves  press, 

He  screens  the  mossy  stone. 
Lord  of  a  narrow  wilderness, 

Self-centred  and  alone. 

He  numbers  no  observant  friends, 

He  soothes  no  childish  woes, 
Yet  nature  nurtures  him,  and  tends 

As  duly  as  the  rose  ; 
He  drinks  the  blessed  dew  of  heaven. 

The  wind  is  in  his  ears, 
To  guard  his  growth  the  planets  seven 

Swing  in  their  airy  spheres. 

The  spirits  of  the  fields  and  woods 

Throb  in  his  sturdy  veins  : 
He  drinks  the  secret,  stealing  floods. 

And  swills  the  volleying  rains  : 
And   when   the   birds    note  showers   and 
breaks 

The  wood's  green  heart  within, 


He  stirs  his  plumy  brow  and  wakes 
To  draw  the  sunlight  in. 

Mute  sheep  that  pull  the  grasses  soft 

Crop  close  and  pass  him  by, 
Until  he  stands  alone,  aloft. 

In  surly  majesty. 
No  fly  so  keen,  no  bee  so  bold, 

To  pierce  that  knotted  zone. 
He  frowns  as  though  he  guarded  gold, 

And  yet  he  garners  none. 

And  so  when  autumn  winds  blow  late, 

And  whirl  the  chiUy  wave. 
He  bows  before  the  common  fate. 

And  drops  beside  his  grave. 
None  ever  owed  him  thanks  or  said 

"  A  gift  of  gracious  heaven." 
Down  in  the  mire  he  droops  his  bead  *, 

Forgotten,  not  forgiven. 

Smile  on,  brave  weed  !  let  none  inquire 
What  made  or  bade  thee  rise  : 

Toss  thy  tough  fingers  high  and  higher 
To  flout  the  drenching  skies. 

Let  others  toil  for  others'  good. 
And  miss  or  mar  their  own  ; 


ARTHUR  CHRISTOPHER  BENSON 


SH 


Tboa  ba4i  brave  h^altli.  And  fonititdo 
To  live  Atui  die  jUono  1 

REALISM 

And  tnith,  you  any,  la  all  divine  ; 

*T  U  truth  we  Hvc  bv  ;  let  her  drench 
The  ahuddcnng  heart  like  potent  wine  ; 

Kq  nrntter  how  she  wreck  or  wreoch 

The  gTSciona  instincts  from  their  throne, 
Or  ateep  the  rirgin  soul  in  tears  ;  — 

Ko  matter  ;  let  her  learn  her  own 
EnormitiA^s,  her  vilest  fears, 

And  Bound  the  sicklieat  depths  of  cnme, 
Ami  crvep  through  roaring  drains  of  woe, 

To  soar  at  last,  iinataiiied,  soblime, 

Knowing  the  worst  that  matt  can  know  ; 

And  hating  won  the  (inner  ground. 
When  loathing  quickens  pity's  eyes, 

Still  lean  and  beckon  underground. 
And  tempt  a  struggling  foot  to  riie. 

Well,  well,  it  is  the  stronger  way  J 

Heroic  stuff  is  hardly  made  ; 
Hat  one,  who  dalties  with  dismay. 

Admires  your  boldness,  hall-afraid* 

He  deems  that  knowledge,  bitter-sweet. 
Can  rust  and  rot  the  bars  of  right, 

Tiii  weakness  sets  her  trembling  feet 
Across  the  threshold  of  the  ntght. 

6tie  (leers,  she  ventures ;  growing  bold, 
She  breathes  the  enervating  air, 

.Aod  shuns  the  aspiring  summits,  oold 
Atid  silent,  where  the  dawn  is  fair. 

She  wonders,  aching  to  be  free. 

Too  soft  to  hurst  thts  uncertain  band, 

Till  chains  of  drear  fatality 
Arrest  the  feeble  willing  baiid. 

^«Ti  let  the  stainless  eve  of  youth 
He  blind  to  that  bewildering  light  I 

Wlicn  faith  and  virtue  falter,  truth 
Is  handmaid  to  the  hags  of  night. 

AN  ENGLISH  SHELL 

1  WAB  an  English  shell, 

Cunningly  made  aud  well, 

iPkflth  a  heatt  of  fire  in  au  iron  frame. 


Ready  to  break  in  fury  and  flame, 
Slice  through  the  ranks  my  raging  way. 
Dying  myself,  to  slay« 

Out  from  the  heart  of  the  battle-flhip» 
Yelling  a  song  of  death,  I  rose, 
Brake  from  the  canuon^s  smoky  Up 

Into  a  land  of  foes  :  — 
How  was  I  ImfHed  7    1  soared  and  iank 
Over  the  bastion,  across  the  hill, 
Into  the  lap  of  a  grassy  bank. 
Impotent  there  to  ktlL 
Slowly  the  thunder  died  away  ;  — ■ 
My  merrv  comrades,  how  you  roared. 
Loud  and  jnbilant,  while  I  lay 

Sunk  in  the  slothful  sward  f 
Peace  came  back  with  her  com  and  wine^ 
Smiling  faint  with  a  bleeding  breast, 
While  in  the  offing,  over  the  brine 

My  battle-ship  steered  to  the  West. 

Then  were  the  long  slopes  crowned  ag^in 
With  clustering  vines  and  waving  grain* 
^Milter  by  winter  the  stealing  ram 

Fretted  me  rotting  there. 
Suddenly  once  as  I  sadly  slept. 
Tinkling,  the  slow  team  over  me  stept,  — 
Jarring  the  plonghshare, —  I  was  swept 

Into  the  breezy  air. 
Why  did  he  tempt  nie  ?    I  had  lain 
Year  by  year  in  the  peaceful  rain. 
Till  my  lion  like  heart  had  grown 
Dull  and  motionless,  heavy  as  stone  ;  — 
Mocking,  he  smote  me  ;  '— 

Then  I  leapt 
Out  in  my  anger,  and  screamed  and  swept 
Him  as  he  lau^ied  in  a  storm  of  blood. 
Shattered  siaaw  and  flying  brain. 
Brake  the  cottage  and  scarred  the  wood* 

Roaring  acroet  the  plaiot 
How  should  you  blanie  me?    Ay«  *lwas 

peace  I 
War  was  the  word  I  had  learned  to  know ; — 
Think  you,  I  was  ati  English  shell. 
Trained  one  lesson  al^ne  I o  spell  ^ 
I  had  vowed  as  I  lay  lie  low. 
Vowed  to  perish  and  find  reletM 

Slaying  an  English  foe* 

AFTER  CONSTRUING 

Loiu>  CiCSAR,  when  yoo  sternly  wrola 
The  story  of  your  grim  campaigns. 

And  watched  the  ragged  smoke-wnalli  idii 
Above  the  btitoifig  plaitiSi 


} 


hie  woodf 
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timbUiig  flood 


npeFioTia  head, 

iir  aUktieriug^  Irunipet's 

would  be  read 

ijgUsb  boy  a. 

ates  to-dii  V 

r  deep  designs  ? 
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But  jfin  are  ailent,  seeret,  profiit. 
No  smile  upon  yoiir  haggard  fji^e, 

Ab    wbeii    joQ    ejed     the     tnurden 
crowd 
Beside  Ihe  statue's  base* 

I  inarrel  i  that  Titanic  heart 

Beats  strongly  through  the  arid  p^ 

Ajid  we,  lelf-eoiisetous  j$otia  of  ait^ 
III  thh  bewilderiug  age^ 

Like  dizzy  revellers  stuinbliiig  out 

UpoH  the  pure  and  peaceful  night, 
Are  sobered  iuto  troablf^  doubt. 

As  awims  aeroiss  our  sight 

The  TOjr  of  thut  sequestered  san. 
Far  m  the  iUiniitable  blue,  — 

The  drenm  of  all  you  left  uudouib 
Of  all  jou  darad  to  dcK 
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SONG 

This  peach  is  piiik  with  such  a  pink 

As  suits  the  peach  divinely  ; 
The  cunning  color  rarely  spread 

Fades  to  the  yellow  finely  ; 
But  where  to  spy  the  truest  pink 
Is  in  my  Love's  soft  cheek,  i* think. 

The  snowdrop,  child  of  windy  March, 
Doth  glory  in  her  whiteness  ; 

Her  golden  neighbors,  crocuses, 
Unenvious  praise  her  brightness  f 

But  I  do  know  where,  out  of  sight. 
My  sweetheart  keeps  a  warmer  white. 


SONG 

Wait  but  a  little  while  — 

The  bird  will  bring 
A  heart  in  tune  for  melodies 

Unto  the  spring. 
Till  he  who  's  in  the  cedar  there 
Is  moved  to  trill  a  song  so  rare, 
And  pipe  her  fair. 

Wait  but  a  little  while  — 
The  bud  will  break  ; 


The  inner  rose  will  open  and  glow 

For  summer's  sake  ; 
Fond  bees  will  lodge  within  her  br 
Till  she  herself  is  plucked  and  pre^ 
Where  I  would  rest. 

Wait  but  a  little  while  — 

The  maid  will  grow 
Gracious  with  lips  and  hands  to  th< 

With  breast  of  snow. 
To-dav  Love 's  mute,  but  time  hath 
A  soul  in  her  to  match  thine  own. 
Though  yet  nngrown. 


A  PRIEST 

Naturk  and  he  went  ever  hand  in  ha 
Across  the  hills  and  down  the  lonely  1 
They    captured    starry    shells    upon 

strand 
And  lay  enchanted  by  the  musing  mai 
So  She,  who  loved  him  for  his  love  of 
Made  him  the  heir  to  traceries  and  sij 
On  tiny  children  nigh  too  small  to  stii 
In   great  green   plains   of    hazel   lea 

vines. 
She  taught  the  trouble  of  the  nighting 
Revealed  the  velvet  seoret  of  the  rose 


^^H 

Wt                                             NORMAN   GALE 

S8S        1 

SIm'  bivathi'tl  diiiimty  iuto  bb  heart, 

Trust  in  a  God  still  lives^                           J 

T}kHt  nire  ilivinity  of  watcliiug  thutie 

And  tbe  bell  at  mom                            ^M 

blow  gtt>wUi!i  that  make  a  nettle  leorti  to 

Floats  with  a  thought  of  God                ^| 

diirt 

OVr  tbe  rising  com.                              ^H 

The  putiy  pobon  of  its  little  throeft. 

^H 

God  comes  down  in  tbe  rainy                ^^M 

Jf  er  niimclea  of  motion,  butterflies. 

ArMi  the  crop  gruws  tall  ^                   ^^M 

Rubies  atiil  sapphireii  akiiniiiiiig  lily^creBta, 

Tbi8  is  the  country  faith,                      ^^| 

Curved  ou  n  yt*Uuw  pt-tal  with  their  eyes 

And  tbe  best  uf  all  I                               ^H 

Tnuicetl  by  the  beauty  of  their  powdered 

^H 

breasts, 

^^M 

Seen  in  the  mirror  of  a  drop  of  ckw» 

A  DEAD  FRIEND                   ■ 

He  loved  as  friends  and  as  a  frieud  be  knew* 

^H 

Tbe  duKt  of  gold  and  scarlet  undervdngs 

It  hardly  seems  that  he  is  dead,                      ^H 

More  precious  was  to  biwi  timii  nuggets  torn 

So  strange  it  is  tliat  we  are  here                   ^H 

From  all  invaded  tx^asurc-cryutA  of  time, 
And  every  Hoatiug,  poiutedf  silver  beam 

Beneath  this  grt!at  blue  shell  of  sky                 ^H 

With  apple- bloom  and  pear  :                       ^^M 

Drew   him   to   roftea   where   it    stayed   to 

It  scarce  iieeuts  tme  that  we  otn  nota             ^H 

dream, 

The  bursting  rose  bud  *s  edge  of  Jlame,                1 
Or  watch  the  blackbirtl*s  swelling  tliruat               J 

Or  down  sweet  avenues  of  Bcetiied  lime. 

While  he  is  but  a  name.                                ^H 

And  Nature  trained  him  tenderly  to  know 

^H 

The  rain  of  nieltJilies  in  coverts  heard. 

No  more  the  cbaffinch  at  his  step                    ^H 

Let  him  but  cateh  the  cadences  that  flow 

Pi|>es  suddenly  her  shrill  surprise,               ^^| 

From  holly bujtb  or  iihie,  cini  or  sloe, 

For  m  an  ecstasy  of  sleep                             ^H 

And  he  would  mate  the  music  with  the  bird. 

UnooDSciously  lie  Has,                                   ^H 

The  faiute»t  song  a  redstart  ever  sang 

Not  knowing  that  tbe  sweet  brown  lark         ^^M 
From  off  her  bosom *&  feuthery  hiee               ^H 

Was  redstart*s  piping,  and  the  whitcthroat 

knew 

Shakes  down  the  dewdrop  in  her  tUght           ^H 

No  cunning  trill,  no  mazr  shake  that  rang 
Doubtful  on  ears  unaided  by  the  view. 

To  fall  upon  bis  face.                                   ^H 

^1 

Bat  in  bis  glorj,  as  a  young  pure  priest 
In  that  great  temple,  only  roofer  1  by  stars, 
An  angel  Imstened  from  the  saered  Kast 

CONTENT                          ^1 

^^H 

Tuot^OH  singinijf  but  the  shy  and  sweet         ^^| 

To  reap  the  wisest  and  to  leave  the  least 

UntrtH)  by  multitudes  of  feet,                             ^H 

And  as  he  mc»aned  upon  the  conch  of  death, 
Breatbiug  away  his  little  share  of  breatli. 

£H>ngs  bounded  by  the  brook  and  wheat,         ^H 
I  have  nut  failed  in  this,                                  ^H 

All  suddenly  be  sprang  upright  in  bed  1 

The  only  luiv  my  woodland  note,                     ^H 

Life,  like  a  ray,  poured  fresh  into  his  laee, 
Flooding  tbe  hollow  cheeks  with  piftstng 

To  win  all  England's  whitest  thraat  1              ^M 
0  bards  in  gobl  and  fire  who  wrotet                ^^| 

grace. 

Be  yours  all  other  bliss  I                                ^^M 

lie  listened  long,  then  pointed  up  aliove  ; 

^^1 

Laughed  a  low  laugh  of  boundless  joy  and 

^^1 

love  — 

THE  FIRST  KISS                   ^M 

That  mu  a  plover  called^  he  softly  said, 

^^M 

And  on    liis   wife's    breast   felf,   serenely 

On  TTelen*s  heart  the  day  were  niglii  1           ^H 

■              dead! 

But  I  may  not  adventure  there  :                   ^^M 
Her  brrast  is  guarded  by  a  rights                     ^H 

^M 

^m        THE  COUNTRY  FAITH 

And  she  is  true  its  fair.                                  ^H 

^H         Here  in  the  countr)*8  heart 

And  though  in  hsppy  days  her  ej«s                 ^H 

^^m         Where  the  grass  is  green, 

The  glow  within  mine  own  could  please^      ^^ 

^^B         Life  is  tlie  same  sweet  lif« 

She 's  purer  than  the  babe  who  cries                      J 

^H         As  it  e*er  hath  t^n* 

For  empire  on  her  knees.                            ^H 
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Her  lo?e  is  '^ 
And  unto 

But  notio  i*a^ 
Toimg  kia. 


t  lord  ftnd  child, 

belojigs  her  suow  ; 
me  of  ber  wild 
mg  ago  \ 


TO  MY  BROTHERS 

O  BROTH  EESj  who  muit  Hche  and  stoop 

O'er  wordy  t&j»ks  in  Luui'  _, 

How  scaiitly  I^ui^a  trips  fc 

A  poem  m  a  gown  1 
How  rare  if  Gr^^  ^  ■ 

How  aweet  if 
A  dandelion  foi 

A  cowslip  fot  * 

But  here,  from  Imranterial  lyren, 

Thert!  rings  in  easy  eonfidenc« 
The  hlack bird's  bright  philosophy 

On  apple-spray  or  fence  : 
For  ploughmen  wending  home  from  toil 

Some  ]>jitriot  tlirush  otitpoura  his  lay, 
And  voices,  wildly  eloquent, 

The  diary  of  his  day. 

These  living  lyrics  you  may  hear 

Remembering  the  lane's  romance, 
All  hung  in  wicker  heels  to  chirp 

Thin  ghosts  of  utterance  : 
But  where  the  gusts  of  liberty 

Make  Ragged  Robin  wisely  bend. 
They  quicken  hedgerows  with  their  song. 

Melodiously  unpenned. 

If  souls  of  mighty  singers  leave 

The  vacant  body  to  its  hush. 
Does  Sbelley  linger  in  the  lark, 

Or  Keats  possess  the  thrush  ? 
The  end  is  undecaying  doubt, 

And  in  some  blackbird's  bosom  still 


Great  Tennyson  may  s wet* ten  eve 
And  wUistk  Qii  the  bill> 

Come»  brothers,  to  this  clean  delight, 

And  watch  the  velvet^headed  tit. 
Here  'a  honest  sorrel  iu  the  graas 

And  stturdy  cuekoo-splt ; 
What  shepherds  hear  you  shall  not  misi 

And  at  deliverance  of  dawn 
'^'  all  see  a  miracle  of  bloom 

AcroM  the  sparkling  lawn^ 

le  forest  musically  begs 

To  fan  you  with  its  leafy  love  | 

L,  fall  asleep  upon  thb  moss 

Entreated  by  the  dove  1 

sre  sliall  that  sweet  Conservative, 

Dear  Mother  Nature,  lend  to  yon 

T  lovely  rural  elements 

Beneath  the  primal  blue. 

0  brothers,  who  must  actie  and  stoop 

O'et*  wortly  tasks  iu  London  town, 
How  scantly  Laura  trips  for  you  — 

A  poem  in  a  gown  I 
How  good  if  Fleet-street  grew  a  lawn  ! 

How  sweet  if  garden-plots  could  spart 
A  bed  of  cloves  to  scent  the  Strand, 

A  pausy  for  Mayfair  I 

DAWN  AND   DARK 

God  with  His  million  cares 
Went  to  the  left  or  right. 
Leaving  our  world  ;  and  the  day 
Grew  night. 

Back  from  a  sphere  He  came 

Over  a  starry  lawn. 
Looked  at  our  world  ;  and  the  dark 
Grew  dawn. 


%.  €•  (©utner^Couc!) 


THE  SPLENDID  SPUR 

Not  on  the  neck  of  prince  or  hound 

Nor  on  a  woman's  finger  twin'd, 
Mav  gold  from  the  deriding  ground 
Keep  sacred  that  we  sacred  bind : 
Ouly  the  heel 
Of  splendid  steel 


Shall  stand  secure  on  sliding  fate, 
When  golden  navies  weep  their  freigh 

The  scarlet  hat,  the  laurell'd  stave 
Are    measures,    not    the    springs,  c 
worth  ; 

In  a  wife's  lap,  as  in  a  g^ve, 

Man's  airy  notions  mix  with  earth. 


JANE  BARLOW 
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HTho 

^Alp. 


Seek  oth<>r  spur 
Bmvely  to  stir 
dnjit  in  thift  loud  world,  and  tresd 
Alp-high  among  the  whispering  dead. 


I       I 


TruBt  in  thpMelf,  —  then  spur  ammin  ; 
So  shall  Cliarjbdis  wear  a  grace. 
Grim  ^Etna  laugh,  the  Libran  pUin 
Take  roses  to  her  Bhriv^oU^d  tace. 
Thb  orb  —  this  round 
Of  sight  and  sound  — 
Count  it  the  lisU  thai  God  hath  built 
For  haughtj"  hearts  to  ride  a>tllt* 

THE  WHITE  MOTH 

J/a  imfrmtledt  the  would  tUirt : 

And  fM  ike  died^  a  year  ago, 
Horn  had  $o  frail  a  thing  the  heart 

To  Journey  where  the  trrmbltd  to  f 
A  tui  do  they  turn  and  turn  in  fright, 

Thote  litdefeetf  in  io  much  night  t 

The  tight  above  the  |>oet*8  head 

Streamed  an  the  page  and  on  the  cloth, 


And  twice  and  thrice  there  buffeted 

On  the  blat>k  pane  a  whtte-winged  moth  l 

*T  was  Annie^a  soul  thiit  beat  outside 
And  "  Open,  open,  open  !  "  cried  : 

"  I  conld  not  find  the  way  to  God  ; 

There  were  too  many  naming  suns 
For  signposts,  and  the  fearful  road 

Led  over  wastes  where  millions 
Of  tangled  comets  hissed  and  burned—* 

I  was  bewildered  and  I  turned^ 

*'  O,  it  was  easy  then  (     I  knew 
Your  window  and  no  star  beside. 

Look  up,  and  take  me  back  to  jou  t " 
—  He  rose  and  thnist  the  window  wide* 

T  was  but  because  his  brain  was  hot 
With  rhynung ;  far  he  heard  her  not 

But  poets  polishing  a  phrase 
Show  anger  over  tnviJil  things ; 

And  as  she  blundered  in  the  binxe 
Towards  hini,  on  ecstatic  wings. 

He  ndied  a  band  and  imote  her  detd  ; 
Tbta  wnsUi  •'  Thai  IkoddM  kuiead  / 1 


3Pmie  95£irlatD 


A  CURLEW'S  CALL 

WnrraKK  is  it  yourself,  Mister  Uagaa? 

an*  lookin'  right  hearty  you  are  ; 
rr  is  a  tfarate  to  behold  you  agin.     You  'U 

be  wnitin*  to  take  the  long  ear 
For  Kilmoyna,  the  same  as  iiieteLf»  sir? 

They  *re  late  at  the  cross-roads  to- 
.    ni^bt, 
For  I   mmd   when  the  days  *ud   be  long« 

they  ^d  be  here  ere  the  droop  of  the 

light, 
Yet  out  yonder  far  OTer  the  bog  there  *s 

the  sunset  beginnin^  to  burn 
Like  the  red  of  a  cam[v-fire  raked  tow,  and 

no  sign  of  thim  roundin'  the  turn.  — 

Bo  the  dark  11  git  ahead  of  us  home  on  this 
jaunt ;  we  Ve  good  ten  mile  to  go^ 
_Aiid  thin  afther  the  nun-pours  this  momin*, 
we  *re  apt  to  bo  draggin*  an'  slow  — 
ff  you're  right,  sir:  alongside  the  road 
I  We  been  thniTellin'y 


ootint  that  far ; 


you'd  soarce 


You  11  cross  dark  an*  light  timet  md  igf  s 
between  Creggan  and  Kandahar. 

And  is  Norah  alone  wid  you  ?   Well^  Xorab 

jewel,  how  "b  yonraalf  all  thja  y«ar  f 
Sure  she's  tkin  grown  and  white,  sir,  to 

what  I  remember  her  last  time  we 

were  here. 
Took  could  in  the  spring  ?    Ah,  begomJit 

ttie  March  win 's  as  bad  as  a  Dllghl ; 
But  the  weather  we  git  in  Afghanistan, 

troth,  *t  would  destroy  her  otitsight. 
For  in  summer  Ould  Homy  seems  boukUn^ 

the  earth  ui  the  heat  of  his  hand* 
And  in  winth«r  the  snow  's  the  grsftt  slioat 

of  a  world  settled  down  on  the  land. 
Wid  a  blast  keenin*  over  it  At  to  be  fpeettii 

the  sun  where  he  shone  ; 
If  they  'd  lease  you  tJiat  counthry  rint-frei>t 

you  'd  do  righter  to  let  it  alone. 

Glad  eooogfa  to  be  ought  of  it?  Well,  b 
a  way,  hot  I  're  this  on  me  mind, 

That  t  *m  eotne  like  the  wintherV  woritdAjf 
after  lario*  me  betthen  behind  ; 
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An'  the  neiirer  I  git  to  the  ould  place  at 

bome^  It  *0  tae  strauger  I  seetn, 
MiBBiu*  tliim  I  '11  behold  there  no  more  tiU 

me  furlough  I  take  in  a  dreatn* 
But  the  divil  a.  dxeam  'a  in  it  now,  and  I  'd 

liefer  dream  ngly  than  think 
What  Jack   Connolly's  folk  *ll  remember 

w  hi  never  they  notice  the  blink 
Of  me  eoat  past  their  hedge,  and  I  goin' 

their  road.     Jack^a  poor  mother  be- 
like 
*I11  be  feedin*  her  hins  in  the  door,  or  else 

gath'rin*  her  elothea  at  the  dyke, 
And  it 's  down  to  the  gate  ihe  *11  be  nmnin' 

and  callin',  an'  biddin'  me  step  in  ; 
And  she  '11  »ay  to  me  :  **  Well,  Dan,  yon  're 

home,  and  I  *m  gUd^  aure,  to  see 

you  a^n." 
Qtiare  an'  glad,   I'll  be  bound,  wid  the 

thought  in  her  heart  of  how  long 

she  might  wait, 
Ere  she  'd  see  her  own  stip  of  a  redcoat 

eome  route-inarehiti*  in  at  her  ^te  ; 
He  that  ^a  campio'  apart  from   us,  joioed 

wid  the  tbroop  who  shift  quarters 

no  more  ; 
Crep*  in  under  the  tent  tliiit  *a  wido  worlds 

beyond   eall,  tbo*  't  was  pitched  at 

your  door. 
Ah,  the  crathur:   'tis    poor  bits   of  hope 

folk  take  up  wid  whin  luck's  turnm* 

bnd  I 
She  that  not  so  long  since  *od  be  think  in' 

she  'd  9QOU  git  a  sight  of  the  lad. 
There  she  ^11   stand  wtd  her  aym  on   me 

face,  till  I  aee   all  as  plain  's   if  1 

heard 
How  she  'a  wond'rin*,  an  dhreadiu'  to  ask, 

have  I   brought  her  so  much  as  a 

word. 
That 's  the  notion  's  come  home  wid  me  ; 

faix^    I   get   thin  kin'    it    every   odd 

while, 
Maybe  oft  as  a  lamed  horse  shrinks  his  fut 

in  the  lenHh  of  a  stony  mile. 

You  *11  remember  Jack  Connolly,  sir  ?  Ay, 
for  sure,  't  is  good  neighbors  you  've 
been 

Since  he  was  n't  the  height  of  your  stick, 
and  meaelf  but  a  bit  nf  spalpeen. 

Great  the  pair  of  us  Ixith  were  ;  out  moat 
whiles  off  over  the  bog  &nd  away, 

But  the  end  of  it  happint  us  yonder  at  sun- 
set last  Pathrick's  Day. 


The  way  of  it  ?    Our  picket  was  ridiu'  k 

m  the  wall  of  tiie  little  white  town. 
That 's  stuck  like  a  blaiehed  wa^ps*  nest  ia 

the  gap  where  the  ridge  of  the  hiHa 

bresJca  down. 
And   the   big  flat  plain   spr^eads   oat  ud 

about,  you  might  saj  'twma  a  bog 

gonedhry, 
Lookin'  nathnral   enough  till   jou   no^ec^ 

pricked  up  'gin  the  light  in  the  skji 
Tb€     two  thin  towers,  like  an  ould  snair* 

horns  be  the  shell  of  their  haytMc 

dome, 
P        I*  out  of  a  pnrpase   to  put  tok  in 

mind  where  you  've  tht^velled  from 

home. 
W'      t€Te  Hditt'  too  close  ;  I    remember 

along  on  the  white  of  the  wall 
Tl       'ront  men's   helmets  went  Iwb,  hah, 

bob,    in    blue    fihadow,    atbretcb«d 

wonderful  tall, 
For  the  aunbames  were  rmiehin'  their  far- 
thest aslant    from   the  edge   of  the 

day, 
Where  the   light   ran,  dhraioed    over  the 

earth,  like  a  wave  tumin'  back  to 

the  say, 
All  hot  gold.      Ho  wane 'er,  when  we  past 

where    their  straight- urchin*   doof 

o^K'ned  blnckp 
Wid  the  duat'th racks    they  thramp  Intn 

Toiuls   glamin'  in  at  it,   oS  went  i 

eraek, 
And  ere  ever  an  echo  got  rappin'  the  hilk 

or  the  smoke  riz  to  tloat, 
'T  was  a  plunge,  and  a  thud,  aiid  Jack  C«k 

noUy   down   wid   Mm,    shot   in  tk 

throat. 

So  be  ralson   of   we  two  bein'  neighboi''" 

they  bid  me  mind  Jack  while  ibtt 

went 
To  make  ont  what  the  mischief  at  all  the 

rapscallion  that  potted  him  meant : 
Some  ould  objic'  wisped  up  in  his  i^gs  lw»i 

and  fut,  the  crow's  notice  to  quit 
Wid   a   quare   carabine   ^ud  scarce  friirbt 

e'er  a  bird  who  'd  a  serumptiou  ^^^ 

wit. 
But  it  was  able  enough  for  that  job,  iud 

be  hanged  to  it ;  Jack's  business  *»* 

done. 
As  you  couldn't  misdonbL     All  the  we^ 

Bwam  elear  ftre  poond  the  snKMd^ 

redhot  sun, 


\ 
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duwn  »teadj  as  a  8hell  tliro'  stiU 

wnther  ;  but  *t  would  n't  be  sunk  out 

of  sight 
Ere  the  kd  had  got  fiiiiahed  wid  dyin',  and 

gone  l)cjroud  darkness  and  light 
And  bctirccn  whiles  *twas  divil  as   much 

eonid  I  do  to  be  helpiw*  biiti  ;  jtist 
Keep  beside  him,  and  dhrive  the  black  fly- 

buzz,  and  lift  tip  hia  head  froin  the 

dii^t, 
hear  tell  had  he  aught  in  his  miod. 

But,  och  maii»  if   his  heart  was  to 

break, 
Erery  whisper  of  Toice  be  had  in  him  was 

kilt,  not  a  word  could  be  spake. 
Sure  now  that  was  conihrary.     An  instant 

before  *t  was  no  odds  what  he  satd^ 
And  be  *d  laughed,  and  he  *d  gabbed  on 

galorv,  any  blathers  come  into  his 

bead  ; 
But  wid  on'y  a  minit  to  hold  all  his  speech 

in  for  ever  and  a  day, 
Just  one   breath   of   a  word  like   a  hand 

michin'  worlds*  worlds  an'  years' 

yeari  away, 
T  is  stbntek  dumb  he  was,  same  as  his 

cnithur  of  a  baste  that  stood  watch- 
in'  us  there, 
Wid  Ittff  eves  sbinin'  fright,  and  snuffin* 

the  tbrouble  op  out  of  the  air. 

*T  was  a  th rouble  swep*  nearer,  an'  blacker, 

an*   surer ;  the  whole  world  stood 

still; 
Yen  M  as  assy  tnnt  bock  a  olond^s  shadow, 

that  *B  tuk  to  slide  over  a  hill. 
There  was  Jack  wid   the   life    failin*  out 

of  him  fast  as  the  light  from   the 

sky, 
That  came   fingerin'  the   grass  wid  long 

rays,  blade  be  blade,  an*  thin  twin- 

kliti*  up  hif^h 
On  the  golil  spark  atop  their  green  dome* 

And   I  thought  to  meaelf  how  the 


BUmed  mild  sunset  'nd  thrapeie  away  to 

the  west  till  the  shine  of  it  came, 
Flarin*  red  in  the  bog-bouWs,  an*  bright 

Sast  the  turf-stacks,  and  in  at  the 
o<ir 
Of  the  little  onld  place  down  the  lonin', 
that  Jack  *ud  set  fut  in  no  more, 
'twould  dance  on   their  bits  of  gilt 
jugs,  till  they  glittered  like  stars  in 
•  row, 


And 


the   people    widin  tit    their   suppers 

ne*er  I  bin  kin'  no  g^eat  while  ti^o 
It  was  dazzlin*  Jack's  eyes  as  he  looki^d  for 

me  face  wid  the  Inst  of  his  f-l^Ut 
And  sei  I  to  him»  **  \V  hat  is  it,  LmI  ?  *'  but 

I  knew  1  might  listen  all  night 
no  answer ;    the   sorra   a  chance  to 

be  bringia*  thiin  a  word  we  *d  ha' 

found, 

Jack   had    more  sinse   in    him  yet 

than   mesclf   that  was  hearty   and 

sound  ; 
For  be  luoktHl  towards  the  nrn  of  the  west 

wtd  the  sun  hangin"  ready  to  fittl. 
And  he  whistled  two  notes  quick  and  low  — 

well  I  knew  it :  the  curlew's  call. 


And 


On'y 


I  'd  not  aisy  mittake  it ;  sure  out  on 

bogs  scarce  a  minit  goes  by, 
But  anear  or  afar  on  the  win*  comes  a 

flicker  of  the  cratliur's  cry  — 
Faith  I  heard  wan  just  thin  —  and  on  many 

a  day,  ere  the  stm  *ud  be  up. 
And  around  and  around  stood  the  gmy  of 

the  air  like  a  big  empty  cup 
Fit  to  hold  every  sound  ever  stirred,  and  to 

catch  all  the  light  ever  shone, 
I  'd  be  out  wid  me  on  to  our  bugland,  all 

desolit  lyin*,  and  lone 
As  they  say  whin  3*011  've  watcbed  the  low 

shore  till  it  dips  where  tho  ridg«9 

rowl  green, 
And  I  *d  Bpy  was  there  e*er  a  wan  out,  and 

belike  not  a  sowl  to  be  seen 
Save  Jack  whistlin*  away  to  me  down  bo 

the  lough  ;  you  *d  ha*  sworv  *t  wss 

the  bird, 
Barrin*  just  the  laste  differ  ;  Jack  done  it 

the  liki^^t  that  ever  I  beard. 
And  there  *s  plenty  that  thry  at  it.   Seldom 

a  BuuBtt  throops  out  uf  the  west 
But  some   lail  '11    bii   whistbn*  his  sweet- 
heart, that  *s  sittin*  and  lijiteuin*  her 

best, 
\VluIe  the  comers  grow  dark,  and  she 's 

reckonin*  tbe  shadows  for  'fraid  ho 

might  fail. 
So  his  call  lit  I  Ue  world  like  a  star.     XeVr 

a  swcotlu^ait  had  Jack,  1  *11  go  bail, 
the   truth    is   his    mind  was   tuk   up 

wid  his   own   folk  ;   it  could  n't   be 

tould 
opinion   he   had  and  oonsait  of  tho 

whole    of    thin.  3ro«,  w».    «. 


For 
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And   it  *s  there   where  I  'm  bothered   bo- 

tirelj  lo  think  how  he  got  the  idee 
To  go  sqldieiiD*  off  to  the   euds  of  the 

earth  wid  no  comrade  but  roe. 
Howatiever,  he  went  off  Buddint^  afore  we 

ktiew  right  what  was  on  ; 
And  I  thought  to  meself  the  ould  place 

'ud  be    quare   wid   Jock   ConnoUj^ 

goiw, 
Bo  I  HI*  and  I  down  to  the  barracks  belgw, 

an*  the  ahillin*  I  tuk  — 
That's    the  waj  it  fell    out,  and  belike 

*twae  himself  had  the  best  of  thd 

And  eontinted  and  aisj  he  went,  wanst  he 

saw  he  'd  made  shift  to  oonthrtTe 
That  the  message  he  had  in  bis  mind  *ud 

go  flafe.     Fot  sex  I ;  ^'  Man  alive, 
I  'tl  he  tell  in'  jonr  people  at  home  the  fti^t 

chance  I  can  gitj  good  or  bad, 
How  thimsetveSf  and  the  ould   place  jovl 

cjuit,  was  the  last  thoii§^ht  that  ever 

you  had  ; 
And  I  11    bid    thim    be    thiukin'   of  jou, 

whin  they  hear  the  bird  cry  on  our 

bog. 
Your    poor  ttiotheri   an'  father,    an'   the 

childher,  an'  their  little  ould  rogue 

of  a  dog, 
Ke'er  a  wan  you  *re  forgetttn*/^  sez  I ;  and 

bed  ad  any  fool  might  ha'  known, 
For  the  man  in'  he  meant  wid  bb  call  was 

as  clear  as  a  bngle  blown. 
And  our  rifles  wint  crack  be  the  gateway, 

and  now  and  again  wid  a  plop 
Come  a  bullet  dhruT  deep  in  the  sand  — 

't  was    the    divil    dhrill-sowin'    his 

crop  — 
And  a  priest  legged  it  up  to  the  top  of  the 

tower,  and  stood  risiii'  a  yell 
For  the  re  at  to  be  say  in'  their  prayers,  like 

as  if  't  was  our  angely  belL 
But  it's  little  Jack  heeded  j   for  sure  his 

own  folk,  and  tli'  ould  OQunthry^  and 

all 


Were  eome  nearer  than  near,  and  gone  ftir* 
tber  than  fai-|  along  wid  thai  ear- 
lew's  call. 

Ah,    but     Norah,    you  're     pemhed    to* 

thrimblin'  wid  could  sit  tin'  here  la 

the  win' ; 
Did  you  bring  ne'er  a  wrap  to  powl  roond 

you,  machrecj  now  the  m^ht  *s  closin' 

in? 

ere  *e  mlits  cnrlin'  white  on  the  pool% 

and  the  air  gets  an  edge  whin  they 

Uft 
J  ,e  moon  *b  np,  just  on*y  a  breath  'gk 

the   blue,   where    the    cslaud   comet 

adrift, 
I         iUn'  by  like  a  haystack  on  fire,  wid 

the  flame  bio  win'  off  be  the  way 
In        ght  bundles  and  wisps,  aa  if  some 

wan  'ud  hnrreet  the  light  of  the  day, 
'T  is  t^  t  that  fashion  dark  f alia,  out  thm 

in  the  aist     Wanst  the  sun  goes  on 

lave, 
Ne'er  a  thrace  of  a  glame  bidefl  to  show 

where  he  passed,  like   the  foam  ot 

a  wave  ; 
Ha  11  be  blazin'  wan  minit^  and  tbin  ^t  is  the 

same  as  if  somebody  shut 
A  blaek  door  on  the  bliuk  of  a  hearth,  ut 

kicked  over  a  lamp  wid  bis  fnt. 
So  the  rest  of  us  rode  tliro^  a  night  bliEdin' 

d^Lrkf    till    we  'd    half     the    ^lah 

crossed, 
And  the  moon  Hz   ice-clear,  wid   a  &hm 

lyin'    thick,  on   the   gi^ss   as  hoft^ 

frost 
You  could  gather  up.     And,  troth^  if  ms 

tongues  had  froze  stiff,  't  is  as  niacin 

wc  'd  ha*  Haidp 
Wid  Jack  Connolly's  baste  saddle^mptj, 

and  jerkin'  the  reins  as  I  ted. 
Sure  poor  Jack  had  a  dale  of  good-uatuR; 

he  'd  fooled   the  ould   mare  all  h 

could. 
And  the  crathnr  went  alow-f  ut  and  hesTt ; 

you  might  think  that  she  tmderstoA 


^ritopn  ^fttiagc 


THE  PROTESTATION 

Dear  Eyes,  set  deep  within  the  shade 
Of  Love's  pale  alabaster  brow  ; 


Of  what    strange    substance    are  ye 
made, 
That  such  encbantmenta  on  me  now, 
Resistless,  by  your  grace  are  laid  ? 


I 


^■1 

HERBERT 

R    HORNE 

S9t™ 

Ye  are  the  sUn,  tbat  do  central 

Beneath   them,  than  yon  star  in   night^s          1 

The  fcidea  ai  mj  obedient  mind  : 

pellucid  skies,                                                J 

Ve  are  the  founts  where&t  m^  soul 

^^M 

In  thirst  may  cool  aasuftgement  6nd  : 

Love,  let  my  spirit  bow                               ^^M 

Ttie  s(M>tbitig  balm  to  make  me  whole* 

In  worship  at  thy  shrine  t                         ^^M 

I  '11  swear  thou  shiJt  not  know                    ^H 

'       Ye  are  the  deeps,  b  whose  retreat 
Refuge  I  fiiia  from  bounding  Aitt  : 

One  word  from  lips  of  mine,                    ^^B 

An  instant's  pain  to  send  through  that  sbj         1 

Ye  are  the  paths,  bj  which  my  feet 

soul  of  thine.                                           ^J 

Move  onward  to  God'i  peaee  within  : 

^^M 

The  abode  where  alj  pore  memoriea  meet. 

HER  CONFIRMATION               ^M 

Dear  Eyes,  dear  Eyea,  my  health  ye  briog 

Whfn  my  Clorinda  walks  in  white                 ^H 

Unto  her  Confirmatioa  Rite,                                 1 

In  what  true  numbtni  ihall  I  sing 

What  sinless  dove  can  show  ta  heaven         ^J 

The  glory  and  virtues  of  your  fttate. 

A  purer  sight  ?                                                  ^^| 

Whence  for  my  soul  all  grace  doth  spring  7 

^H 

Beneath  a  lawn^  trantilucent  crown                  ^^M 

A  PRAYER 

Her  lovely  curls  conceal  their  brown  ;             ^^M 

Her  wanton  eye9  are  fastened,  event          ^^M 

Dear,  let  me  dream  of  love. 

Demurely  down.                                                ^^M 

Ah  t  though  a  dream  it  be  f 
I  '11  ask  no  boon,  above 

^^H 

And  that  delicious  mouth  of  rose                     ^^M 

A  word,  a  smile,  from  thee  : 

No  words*  no  smile*  may  discompoee :           ^H 

At   most,  in   some   still  huur,  one   kindly 

All  of  her  feels  the  approeeluD^  awe^         ^^M 

thought  of  me. 

And  silent  grows.                                               ^^ 

Sweet,  let  me  gaie  awhile 

Come,  then.  Thou  noiseless  Spirit,  and  rest,          1 

Into  those  ndiaat  eyes  I 

Here,  where  she  waits  Tbee  for  her  Guest  ^          J 

1 11  scheme  not  to  begntle 

Pass  not,  but  sweetly  onward  draw,            ^J 

The  heart,  that  deeper  lies 

Tin  heaven  's  possessed  t                                ^^M 

^tt%m  \ 

p.  l^ome 

■ 

AMICO  SUO 

FORMOSAE   PUELLAE             ^H 

WiiEK  on  my  country  walks  I  go, 
1  never  am  alone  : 

TlMMigh  whom  *t  were  pleasure  then  to  know 

^H 

Are  gone,  and  yon  are  gone  ; 

Oil  !  had  you  eyes,  but  eyes  that  move          ^H 

FVom  every  side  discourses  flow. 

Within  the  light  and  realm  of  love,                ^^| 

Then  would  you,  on  the  sudden,  meet            ^^| 

There  are  rich  counsels  in  the  trees. 

,  A  Helen  walking  down  the  street.                  ^^| 

And  converse  in  the  air  ; 

^^H 

All  magie  tboughta  in  those  and  these 

Here  in  this  London  *mid  the  stir,                   ^^| 

And  what  is  sweet  and  rare  ; 

The  traffic,  and  the  burdened  air,                      ^H 

And  everything  that  living  is. 

Oh  !  could  your  eyes  divine  their  home,          ^H 

Then  this  were  Greece,  or  that  were  Rome          1 

But  most  I  love  the  meaner  sort. 

J 

For  they  have  voices  too  ; 

The  state  of  Dian  la  not  geoe»                        ^H 

Ttt  speak  with  tongues,  Umt  never  hurt« 

The  dawn  she  fled  is  yet  the  dawn  ;               ^H 

As  oum  are  apt  to  d<»  t 

Her  crystal  flesh  the  years  renew                     ^^| 

Hie  weedtp  the  grass,  the  common  wort 

Despite  her  bodiee,  ^kirt,  and  shoe*                 ^H 
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Nor  18  she  only  to  be  seen 
With  Jiino*s  tieight,  and  Pallas*  sheen  ; 
The  kuit,  aU-wondrouslj  wrought,  form 
Of  Cytherea,  soft  and  warm, 

Yet,  like  her  jewelled  Hespenii, 
Piitfl  forth  itt  light,  and  shines  on  ni ; 
Whene'er  ahe  sees,  and  wcrnld  controlj 
LoTe,  at  the  wiudowa  of  the  soul. 


NANCY  DAWSON 

Nakct  Dawsok,  Njincy  Dawson, 
Not  so  very  long  Ago 

Borne  one  wronged  jon  from  sheer  lo?e, 

dear  ; 
Little  thinking  it  would  crnsh,  d&&^f 
All  I  cherished  ui  yon  so. 
Bnt  now,  wliat  *s  the  odds,  mj  Nancy  ? 
AY  here  's  the  gnineii,  there's  the  fancy. 
Are  you  Naiiey»  tliat  uhl  Niincy  f 
Nancy  Dawsou. 

Nancy  Dawson,  Nancy  Dawaon, 
I  forget  you,  what  you  were  ; 


Tdl  I  feel  the  sad  honre  creep,  d 
O'er   my   heart  ;    as    a*ep    mj   t 
dear. 
Once  of  old,  that  old,  *ild  boij- ; 
And  then,  unawares,  my  Nancj, 
I  remember,  and  I  fancv 
You  are  Nancy,  that  old  Nancj ; 
Nancy  Dawson, 


^IF   SHE   BE    MADE    OF   WH 
AND  RED^ 

Ir  she  be  made  of  whit«  and  red, 
As  all  transcendent  beauty  shows  ; 
If  hea?en  be  t>lue  aboYe  her  head. 
And  earth  be  golden^  as  she  goes  : 
Nay,  then  thy  deftest  wordis  reatrai] 
TeU  not  that  beauty,  it  is  vain. 

If  she  be  filled  with  love  and  scorn, 

A  a  all  divtuest  naturea  are  ; 
If  ^twixt  her  lips  soeli  words  are  boi 
As  can  but  Heaven  or  Hell  confer  i 
Bid  Love  bo  ^till,  nor  eirer  speak, 
Lest  he  his  own  rejection  £cck. 


nr^argam  %.  WcoD^ 


REST 

To  spend  the  long  warm  days 
Silent  beside  the  silent^stealing  streams, 

To  see,  not  gaze,  — 
To  bear,  not  listen,  thoughts  exchanged  for 
dreams  : 

See  clouds  that  slowly  pass 
Trailing  their  shadows  o'er  the  far  faint 
down, 

And  ripening  grass, 
While  yet  the  meadows  wear  their  starry 


To  hear  the  breezes  sigh 
Cool  in  the  silver  leaves  like  falling  rain, 

Pause  and  go  by, 
Tired  wanderers  o  er  the  solitary  plain  : 

See  far  from  all  affright 
Sbjr  river  creatures  play  bour  after  hour, 


And  night  by  night 
Low  in  the  West  the  white  moon's  fo 
flower. 

Tlius  lost  to  human  things. 
To  blend  at  last  with  Nature  and  to  I 

What  songs  she  sings 
Low  to  herself  when  there  is  no  one  n 


TO  THE  FORGOTTEN   DEA 

To  the  forgotten  dead, 
Come,  let  us  drink  in  silence  ere  we  p 
To  every  fervent  yet  resolved  heart 
That  brought  its  tameless  passion  ai 

tears. 
Renunciation  and  laborious  years, 
To  lay  the  deep  foundations  of  our  nu 
To  rear  its  stately  fabric  overhead 
And  ligbt  its  pinnacles  with  golden  gr 

To  the  unhonored  dead. 


^^H 

^*^                             RICHARD  LE 

GALLIENNE 

S9J    ™ 

To  the  forgotten  dead, 

And  free  to  speak  onoe  more  the  word                   1 

Whose  datmtlcsst  handu  were  stretched  to 

Tliat  marshalled  men  obey*                                  J 

ffrasp  the  rein 
Of  Fate  ami  hurl  into  the  void  ngnin 

^H 

But  silent  on  the  silent  band,                             ^H 

71iat  faced  him  stem  as  death,                     ^^| 

Earth irud  along  the  eoariet  of  the  wind. 

He  looked,  and  on  the  summer  land^               ^^M 

Among  the  stars,  along  the  wind  in  vain 

And  on  the  grave  beneath.                             ^^M 

Their  sonls  were  scattered  and  their  blood 

^^H 

was  shedf 

Then  with  a  sudden  smile  and  {iroud               ^^1 

Aud  nothin^t  nothing  of  thetn  doth  remain. 

He  waved  }m  |>Uime»  and  cried,                            1 

**  The  king  I  the  king  !  "  and  laughed  aloud|           1 
"  The  Iting  1  the  king  1 ''  and  died.                     J 

■ 

H          YOUNG  WINDEBANK 

Let  none  afHrm  he  vainly  fell,                          ^^| 

m 

And  paid  the  liarren  cost                                ^^M 

TnitT  shot  joang  AVindcbank  just  here. 
By  Merton,  where  the  stiu 

Of  having  loved  and  served  too  well               ^^M 

A  poor  cause  and  m  lost                               ^H 

Strikes  on  the  wall.     T  was  in  a  year 

^^^ 

Of  hlood  the  deed  was  done. 

He  in  the  soul's  eternal  cause                           ^H 

Went  forth  as  martyrs  must  —                    ^^M 

At  morning  from  the  meadows  dim 
He  watcned  them  dig  his  grave » 

The  kings  who  make  the  spirit  laws                 ^^M 

And  rule  ns  from  the  dust ;                          ^H 

Wan  this  in  truth  the  end  for  hiin, 

^^M 

The  well-Ueloved  and  brave  ? 

Whose  wilU  unthAkeo  by  the  breath             ^H 

Of  adverte  Fate  endure,                               ^H 

He  marehed  with  soldier  scarf  and  sword. 

To  give  ns  honor  strong  m  death                   ^^M 

Set  free  to  die  that  day, 

Aud  loyal  love  as  sure*                                  ^^H 

<llc|]atti  %t  4B«ininiiic                               H 

ORBITS 

la  springtide    Fkaalon  with  hia    fire  and     ^J 

flowery                                                     ^H 

Two  Stan  once  on  their  lonely  waj 

X  know  this  love  of  onrt                                     ^^t 

Met  in  the  heavenly  height, 

Lives  not,  nor  yet  may  live,                              ^^M 

And  they  dreamed  a  dr^un  they   might 

By  the  dei&r  food  that  lips  and  bands  Oilt   ^H 

shine  alwav 
With  nndividefl  light ; 

give.                                                         ^H 

Not,  love,  that  we  in   some    high  dieam    ^^M 

Melt  into  one  with  a  breathleaa  throe, 

despise                                                       ^^M 

And  beam  as  one  iu  the  night 

The  common  loverV  common  Pkimdiae  ;         ^^| 

Ah,  God,  if  Thou  and  1                                      ^H 

.Vnd  each  forgot  in  the  dream  so  strange 

How  desolately  far 

try,                                                          H 
flow  eould  we  |ioor  ones  tea«h                         ^H 

The  orbit  of  a  star  ? 

Those  hanpy  ones  who  half   forget  them    ^^M 
ricn :                                                       ^^| 

T'fm  all  was  a  dream « and  they  still  mast  go 

4a  lonely  as  they  are. 

For  if  we  thus  endure,                                     ^^M 

*T  it  only,  love,  because  we  are  so  poor.         ^H 

LOVE'S  POOR 

^H 

REGRET                            ^H 

^VA,  love,  I  know,  and   I  would  haTO  it 

thus  ; 

Omb  aaked  of  Regret,                       ^H 

I  know  that  not  for  oa 

Attd  I  nuub  wpij  s                      ^H 
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To  hfti^  held  the  bird, 

Aud  let  il  %  ; 
To  baT«  aeeo  the  ttaf 

For  a  uioni.ei]t  uigb, 
And  lo»t  it 

Throufb  a  alothftil  eye  i 
To  bavt  plucked  the  flower 

A  ad  east  it  bj  ; 
To  b&ve  one  only  hop^  — 

To  die. 

THE  WONDER-CHILD 

"OUB  little  babe/'  each  ^id,  ^*fthal]  be 
like  imto  thee  *'  —  "  Like  unto  tim ! " 
'*  Her  mother's  '*  -—  «  Nay,  biA  father's  " 

"  Bear  curia  like  tbiue  "  —  but  each  re- 
plies, 
^'  At  tbiae,  all  tbiiie,  and  naught  of  me**' 

What  Bweet  aolemnity  to  see 

The  Uttl*3  life  upon  tliy  knee, 
Ajut  whijiiJtT  a3  ao  Boft  it  lie*,  ^ 
'*  Our  little  babel" 

For,  whctlicr  it  be  he  or  she, 

A  David  or  a  Dorothy, 

**  As  mother  fair,"  or  **  father  rise/* 
Both   when   it  'b  **  good,"   and   when   it 
cries, 

One  thing  h  certain,  —  it  will  be 
Our  little  babe. 

AN  OLD  MAN'S  SONG 

Ye  are  yonnp,  ye  are  youngf 

I  am  old,  I  am  old  ; 
And  the  aotig  baa  been  sung 

Aud  the  atoTj  been  told. 

Your  locka  are  as  brown 

As  the  maris  iu  May, 
Your  bearta  are  as  warm 

Afl  the  suDsbiae  to-day, 
But  mine  white  and  cola 

As  the  anow  on  the  bmep 

And  LoTe,  like  a  flower. 

Is  growing  for  you. 
Hands  clasping,  lips  meetingf 

Hearts  beating  so  true  ; 
Wbile  Fame  like  a  star 
In  the  midnight  afar 

Is  fUshing  fur  you. 


For  you  the  Ts>-come, 
But  for  me  the  Gon&-bj| 

You  are  panting  to  live, 

I  am  waiting  to  die  ;  i 

The  meadow  b  empty, 
No  flower  groweth  high. 

And  naught  but  a  socket 

The  face  of  the  eky*  i 

Yea,  howHO  we  dream. 
Or  how  bravely  we  do  ; 

The  end  is  the  aame, 
Be  we  traitor  or  true  : 

And  after  the  bloom 
And  the  pasaiou  ia  paat. 
Death  eometb  at  last.  \ 

THE    PASSIONATE    READER 
HIS  POET 

Doth  it  not  thrill  thee.  Poet, 
Dead  and  dust  though  thou  art, 

To  feel  how  1  press  thy  siuging 
Close  to  my  heart  ? 

Take  it  at  night  to  my  pillow. 

Kiss  it  before  I  sleep, 
And  again  when  the  delicate  morning 

Beginneth  to  ptep  ? 

See  bow  I  bathe  tbj  pagea 
Here  in  the  light  of  the  sun. 

Through  thy  leaves,  as  a  wind  among  r 
The  breezes  shall  run. 

Feel  how  I  take  thy  poem 
And  bury  within  it  my  face 

As  I  pressed  it  last  night  in  the  heart 
flower, 
Or  deep  in  a  dearer  plaee« 

Til  ink,  as  I  love  thee.  Poet, 

A  thousand  love  beside. 
Dear  women  love  to  press  thee  too 

Against  a  sweeter  side. 

Art  thou  not  happy,  Poet  ? 

I  aoinetlmes  dream  that  I 
For  sueh  a  fragrant  fame  aa  tbioe 

Would  gladly  sing  and  die. 

Say,  wilt  tbou  change  thy  glory 
For  this  same  youth  of  mine  ? 

Aad  I  will  give  my  days  i^  the  aim 
For  that  great  song  of  thine. 
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i!lu&parD  Sitpiiiig 


DANNY  DEEVER 

•What  are   the   bngl*'«   blowin*  for  ?** 

jmid  Filefr-oii-pHr}4il«. 
**To  turn  you  out,  to  turn  you  out,"  the 

Color-Sergenat  said. 
^What     tnakeji    you   look    to    white,   00 

whit©  ?  "  laid  Fi]e»-on* Parade. 

^l*m  dr«>adin*  what  I*?e  got  to  watchi** 

the  Color-Sergeant  said. 

For  tht'j  *re  liangin'   Datmy  Deerer, 

you  can  hear  the  Dead  March  plaji 

The   regiment's   in    *oUow   ■quare  — 

they  *re  hangin*  him  to-^aj  ; 
Thc«y  've  taken  of  his  buttons  off  an* 

out  hij  stripea  away. 
An*  they  ^re  hongiu*  Danny  Deever  m 
the  momin*. 

•What  makes  the  rear-nrnk  breathe  so 
'ard  ?  "  said  Filefhon-Parade. 

•It's  bitter  coW,  it's  bitter  cold,"  the 
Color^ergeant  said. 

•What  makes  that  front-rank  man  fail 
down  ?*'  says  Files-on- Parade, 

•  A  touch  o*  sun,  a  touch  o*  sun,"  the  Color- 

Sergeant  said. 
They  are  hangin'  Danny  DeeTer,  they 

are  marehiir  of  *im  round, 
They  'ave  ^alted  Danny  DeeTer  by  'is 

eolHn  on  the  ground  ; 
An'  'e'll  swing  in  *arf  a  minute  for 

a  sneakin*  shootin*  hound  — 
O  they  *re  hangin'   Danny  Deerer  in 

the  momin* ! 

"  'Is  oot  wai  rtgbt-^and  cot  to  mine,"  said 

Files-on-Parade. 
•'£*s  itleepin'  out  an'  far  to-night,'*  the 

Color-Sergeant  said* 

•  I  'vc  drunk  'is  beer  a  score  o'  times,"  said 

Files-on- Parade. 

•  '£  'a  dnnkin*  bitter  beer  alone/*  the  Color- 

Sergeant  said, 
Tliey  are  hangin'  Danny  Deeper,  you 

must  mark  im  to  'is  plaee, 
For'e  shot  a  comrade  sleepin' — you 

must  look  *iin  in  the  faoe  ; 
Nine  'undred  of  'is  county  an'  the  reg^ 

imeut's  diagrmoe. 
While  they  're  hangin'  Danny  D«eT«r 

in  the  murnin*^ 


"What's  that  so  black  agin  the  iuo?* 

said  FilesHon-P^rade. 
•It's  Danny   fightiu'  *ard  for  life,"  tha 

Color-Sergeant  said. 
« What's  that  that  whimper*  orer'eaa?** 

said  Files-on-PAiade. 
*'  It 's  Danny's  soul  that  ^  pasaiii'  now,"  the 
Color-Sergeant  aaid* 
For  they  *re  done  with  Danny  DeereFi 

you  can  'ear  the  quickstep  play, 
Tlie  regiment 's  in  column,  an'  tuey  *re 

marcljin'  n»  away  ; 
Ho  f  the  young  reoniits  are  shakin'i 

an*  they  '11  want  their  beer  to-day, 
Alter  hangtn'  Damtv  Deever  in  the 
mornin'. 


•FUZZY-WU22Y" 

(SOUDAN   EXPEDITIONARY    FORCE) 

Wk  *vs  fought  with  many  men  aoroflt  the 


An'  some  of  'em  waa  bniTe  an'  aome  waa 
not, 
The  Paythan  an'  the  Znln  an'  Burmese  ; 
But  the  Fuzsy  was  the  finest  o'  the  lot. 
Wo    never    got  a    ha'porth*8    change    of 
'im  : 
*£  squatted  in  the  scrub  an*  'ocked  our 
orses, 
*£  cnt  our  sentries  up  at  SuaMn, 

An*  'c  played  the  cat  an*  banjo  with  our 
forset. 
So  'ere'i  Co  you,  Fusxy-Wutiy,  at  your 

'ome  in  the  Soudan  ; 
Yott  're  a  iKire  benighted  'eathon  but 

a  ftrst-elats  fightiu^  man  ; 
We  gives  you  your  oertificate,  tm*  if 

vou  want  it  signed 
We  11  come  an'^ave  a  romp  with  fom 
whenever  you  *re  inclined* 

We   took   our  ehanat   among  the  Kyber 
Ills, 
The  Boers  knocked  us  sillv  at  a  mile. 
The  Burman  ^ve  us  Irriwa^dy  ehills, 

Au*  a  Zulu  t]ii|N  dished  us  up  in  style  i 
But  all  we  ever  got  from  such  as  they 
Was  pc^  to  what  the  Fuzsy  made  bs 
mller ; 
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We  'eld    oar    bloomio'    own,  tliie    papers 
But  man  for  man  die  Fuzzy  Icnocked  ds 

Then  'ere  *s  to  you,  Fuzzy- Wuzzy,  aji' 

the  missis  mid  tbe  kid  ; 
Our  ardors  was.  let  break  youi  bh'  of 

eourse  we  went  an'  did. 
We  sloshed  vou  with  Martinis,  au*  it 

WAS  n*t  ^ar*ily  fair  ; 
But  for  all  the  odd^  agin'  you,  Fuz^y- 

Wni,  you  broke  the  square, 

'E  'as  n't  eot  no  papers  of  *is  own, 

'E  'aa  n^  got  no  medals  nor  rewards. 
So  we  must  certify  the  ikill  'e  *s  ahowu 

III  usin"  of  'ia  loug  two-*anded  a  words  ; 
When  'e  *b  'oppiu*  in  an*  out  among  the 
bush 
With  'Is  eo£Bj]<*eaded  shield  an*  shoyel- 
spear, 
An  'appy  day  with  Fuiay  on  the  rush 
Will     last    an    'ealthy    Tommy    for    a 
year. 
So    *ere  's   to    you»    Fiuzy-Wiizzy,  an* 

your  friends  which  are  no  more, 
If  wc  'ad  n't  lost  some  messmates  we 

would  ^elp  you  to  deplore  ; 
But   i^ve   an'   tjike  *s  the   gospel,  ati* 

we  \\  call  the  bargain  fair, 
For  if  you  'ave  lost  more  tlian  us,  you 
crumpled  up  the  square  I 

'£    rushes    at    the    smoke    when    we    let 
drive, 
An*,  before  we  know,  'e  *s  'ackin*  at  our 
'ead; 
'E  's  all  'ot  sand  an^  guigcr  when  alive, 
An'  'e  *s  generally  shajumin*  when  *e  *3 
dead. 
'E  'a  a  daisy,  'e  's  a  docky,  *e  *s  a  lamb  I 
'E  's  a  iojia- rubber  idiot  on  the  spree, 
*E  's   the   on'y  thing  that  does  n't   give    a 
daruu 
For  a  Regiment  o*  British  Infantree  I 
So  'ere  *b  to  you,  Fuzzy-Wuzzy,  at  your 

^umt:  in  the  Soudan  i 
Tou  ^re  a  pore  benighted  'eathen  but  a 

first-class  fight  in!  man  j 
An'  *ere  *s  to  you^  Fuzzy-Wuzzy,  with 

your  *ayrick  'ead  of  'air  — 
Yon  big  black  boundin'  beggar  —  for 
jou  broke  a  British  square  t 


THE  BALLAD  OF    EAST  AND 
WEST 

Om  ^a^t  in  East,  and    Wexi  is  Wesi,  mi 

never  the  tM^m  skaU  m^etf 
Till  Earth  and  Sky  gland  preMenttg  at  G^i 

grml  Judgment  Seat ; 
But  Utere  u  neither  Eajit  nor  Wesif  Scria^, 

nor  Brtedf  nor  Birth t 
Whi  \  two  strong  men  stand  /ace  to  fam^  tkd 

thtff  come  from  the  tnds  of  i£e  isarti/ 

Kai]  d  is  out  with  twenty  men  to  raise  Ik 

Border  side, 
Ae     ae  has  lifted  the  ColoneFs  mare  iM 

is  the  Colonel's  pride  : 
Hf     as  lifted  her  out  of  the  stable^ocr 

between  the  dawn  and  the  day, 
;umed  the  calkius  upon  her  feet,  aid 

ridden  her  far  away* 
Tht>*  up  and  spoke  the  Colonel's  son  thai 

led  a  troop  of  the  Guides  ; 
**  Is  theru  never  a  man  of  all  mv  men  m 

My  where  Kanial  hides  ?  ^' 
Thou  up  and  spoke  Mahommed   Khan,  tk 

sou  of  tbK  ReJisaldar, 
**  If  ye  know  the  track  of  tVie  fuomrn(»'-Tnk, 

ye  know  where  his  pieketai  are. 
At  dusk   he  harries  the  Abazai  —  at  dafJ 

he  h  into  Botinir, 
But  he  must  go  by  Fort  Bukloh  to  his  o« 

plat^e  to  fare, 
So  if  ye  gallop  to  Fort  Bukloh  as  !mi  ^ 

A  binl  cMin  fly, 
By  the  favor  of  God   ye  may  cut  hiuj  ^ 

ere  he  win  to  the  Tougiie  of  Jai^ai. 
But  if  he  be  pasa<?d  the  Tongue  of  J^gs- 

right  swiftly  turn  ye  theti. 
For  the    length  and    the"  bieadth  of  tltf 

grisly  plain  is    sown  with   KaonT^ 

men. 
There  is  rock  to  the  left,  and  rock  to  tfc 

right,  aod  low  Itau  thorn  l>etinem 
And  ye  may  hear  a  breech-l>olt  sniek  wht^ 

never  a  man  is  seen/' 
TlLe  Colonel's  son  has  taken  a  horse^  ^^ 

raw  rough  dun  was  he. 
With  the  month  of  a  l>cll  and  the  hean  d 

Hell,  and  the  head  of  the  gallt'*^ 

tree. 
The  Culouers  son  to  the  Fort  has  woatlfT 

bid  him  stay  to  eat  — 
Who  rides  at  the  tail  of  a  Border  thieft^ 

sits  not  long  at  his  rneat^ 
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He*s  uti  and  aw^y  from   Fort  Buldoh  ms 

fast  afl  he  can  Hy, 
Till  he  was  aware  of  liis  faUi«r*«  mare  iu 

the  gut  of  the  Totigtie  of  Jag^, 
Till  he  was  aware  of  his  father's  mare  with 

Kamal  upon  her  back, 
Atid  when  be  could  spy  the  white  of  her 

eye,  he  made  the  pistol  crack. 
He  has  lircd  once,  he  has  tired  twice,  but 

the  whistling  ball  went  wide. 
**Te  shoot   like   a  soldirr/'   Kamal   aiM. 

**  Show  now  if  ye  can  ride,** 
Xl  ^  up  and  over  the  Tongue  of  Jagat^  as 

hlowft  dit^t^itivilsi  gUt 
The  duu  he  Hed  like  a  atig  of  ten,  but  the 

mare  like  a  barren  doe. 
The   dun   be  leaned   against  the   bit  and 

slugged  his  head  al)ovef 
But  the  red  mare  played  with  the  snaffle- 

liars,  m  a  maiden  plays  with  a  glove. 
There  was  rock  to  the  left  and  rock  to  the 

right,  and  low  lean  thorn  between. 
And  thrice  he  heard  a  breech-bolt  snick 

tho^  nerer  a  man  was  seen. 
Tb«j  have   ridden   the   low  moon   out  of 

the    sky,  their  hoofs   drum  up  the 

dawn^ 
The  dun  he  went  like  n  wounded  bidl,  but 

the  mare  like  a  new-roused  fawn. 
The  dun  he  fell  at  a  watercourse  — ^  in  a 

wofid  heap  ft?  11  he. 
And  Kama!  has  turned  the  red  mare  back, 

and  pulled  the  rider  free. 
He  baa  knocked  the  pistol  out  of  Im  hand 

—  small  n«mr  wswi  thcrt^  to  strive, 
•*  T  wat  only  by  favor  of  mine/*  quoth  he, 

**ye  voie  so  long  alive  : 
TImm  was   not  a    rock    for  twenty  mile, 

ihetv  WIS  not  a  clump  of  tree. 
But  covered  a  man  of  my  own  men  with 

his  riHc  cocked  on  his  knee. 
If  I  had  raised  my  bridle-hajidt  as  I  have 

held  it  low, 
Tbe  little   jackals  that  flee   so   fast,  were 

feasting  all  in  a  row  : 
If  I  had  bowed  my  head  on  my  breast,  as 

I  hiive  held  it  high, 
The  kite  that  whistles  above  us  now  were 

gorged  till  she  could  not  fly.'* 
Lightly  answered  the  Coloneri  son  :  —  *'  Do 

good  to  bird  and  beast, 
Bnt  count  who  come  for  the  broken  meaU 

lK*fi>re  thou  niakest  a  feast. 
If  there  should  follow  a  thousand  aworda 

to  carry  my  bones  away^ 


Belike  the  price  of  a  jackal's  meal  were 

more  than  a  thief  could  pay. 
They  will  feed  their  horsje  on  the  stand* 

ing  crop,  their  men  on  the  garnered 

grain. 
The  thatch  of  the  byres  will  serve  their 

fires  when  all  the  cattle  are  slain. 
But  if  thou  thinkcst  the  price  be  fair, — 

thy  brethren  wait  to  sup, 
The  houud  is  kin  to  the  jackal-spawn,  ^ — 

howl,  dog,  and  call  them  up  t 
And  if  thou  thiukest  the  price  be  high,  in 

steer  and  gear  and  stack. 
Give  me  my  father*s  mare  again,  and  1 11 

fight  my  own  way  back  I  ** 
Ramal  1^  gnpped  him  by  the  hand  and 

set  him  upon  his  feet, 
'*  No  talk  shall  be  of  does/*  said  he,  "  when 

wolf  and  gray  w^f  meet. 
May  I  eat  dirt  if  thon  hast  hurt  of  me  in 

deed  or  breath  ; 
What  dam  of  lances  brought  thee  fortb  to 

jest  at  the  dawn  with  Death  ?  ** 
Lightly  answered   the   C«luners  son :   *♦  I 

hold  by  tlie  blooil  of  my  clan  : 
Take  up  the  mare  for  my  father's  gift  — 

by  God,  she  has  carried  a  man  I " 
The  red  mare  ran  to  the  Coloncru  sou,  and 

uuxzled  against  bis  breast, 
**  We    be   two  strong   men,**    said    Katnal 

then,  **but  she  loveth  the  younger 

best. 
So  she  shall  go  with  a  lifter's  dower,  my 

turtjooise^tudded  rein, 
My  broidered  saddle  and  saddle-clotli,  and 

silver  stirrupa  twain*" 
The  Coloners  son  a  pistol  drew  and  held  it 

muzde-end* 
"  Ye  have  taken  the  one  from  a  foe»**  tnld 

he  ;  *'  will  ye  take  the  mate  f roiu  % 

friend?" 
**  A  gift  for  a  gift,**  said  Kamal  straight ; 

**  a  limb  for  the  risk  of  a  limb. 
Thy  fatlier  baa  tent   hts  son  to  me.  111 

•end  my  too  to  him  t  '* 
With  that  he  whistled  his  only  son*  Uial 

dropped  from  a  niountain-erost  — 
He  trod  the  ling  like  a  buck  in  ffprijig,  and 

he  looked  like  a  Innee  in  rest 
"Now  hero  ts  thy  master,**  Kamal  said, 

**  who  lea4ls  a  tnn^p  of  tlie  tiuidea. 
And  thou    must   ride   at  his  left  side  aa 

shield  on  shoulder  ridet. 
Till  Death  or  I  cut  loose  the  tie,  at  onnq^ 

and  boaid  and  bed^ 
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Thy  Ufe  la  his  —  tliy  fute  it  b  t«  gaard  him* 

with  thy  head. 
So  tbou  must  eat  the  White  Queen's  meat, 

aiid  all  her  foes  are  thine, 
And  thou  must  harry  thy  fi^ther^e  hold  for 

the  peaee  of  the  border-line. 
And  thou  must  make  a  trooper  tough  and 

back  thy  way  to  power  — 
Beliko  tbey  will  raise  thee   to   Ressaldar 

when  I  ain  hanged  m  Fe 

They  have  locked  each  other  bi        er 

eyes,  and  there  they  four^         fau 
They  have  taken  the  Oath  of  (  pr^^ 

in-BLood  on  leavened  bre  ,  i 

They  have  takuti  the  Oath  of  tw  r- 

in-Bloo<l  on  fire  and  J       *- 
On  the  hilt  and  the  haft  of  tb 

and  tlie  Wondrous  Na.*xj< 
The  ColoneFs  son  be  rides  the  uih^n?  iuid 

Kaniars  boy  the  dun, 
And  two  have  eome  back  to  Fort  Bukloh 

where  there  went  forth  but  one. 
And  when  thoydrew  to  the  Quarter-Guard, 

full  twenty  swords  flew  clear  — 
There  was  not  a  man  but  carried  bia  feud 

with  the  blood  of  the  tnountaiueer. 
"  Ha*  done  !  ha'  done  1 "  said  the  CuLouel^s 

Bon.      '*  Put   up  the   steel  at  your 

aides  I 
Laat  uigbt   ye   had   struck   at    a   Border 

thief —^to*night  'tis  a  man  of  the 

Guides  I " 

Ohf  East  u  Eck^tj  and  West  is   WtBt^  and 

never  the  tttm  shall  meet^ 
Till  Earth  and  Sh/  stand  prcsmibj  at  God's 

great  Jwigtnent  Seat ; 
But  there  is  neither  East  nor  Westf  Border^ 

nor  Breed f  nor  Birth, 
When  two  strong  men  stand  face  to  facet  thd* 

the^  come  from  the  ends  of  the  earth. 


THE    CONUNDRUM    OF    THE 
WORKSHOPS 

When  the  flush  of  a  new-born  sun  fell  first 

on  Fklen*B  green  and  gold. 
Our  father  Adam  sat  under  the  Tree  and 

seratcbed  with  a  stick  in  the  mould  ; 
And  the  Urat  rude  sketch  that  the  world 

had  seen  was  joy  to  his  mighty  heart, 
Till  the  Devil  whispered  behind  the  leayes, 

*'  It  'a  pretty,  but  is  it  Art  7  " 


Wherefore  he  called  to  hl«  wife,  and  M 

to  fashion  bis  work  anjew  — 
The  first  of  bis  race  who  cared  a  fig  for  Ihf 

first,  moat  dread  review*  ; 
And  be  left  bis  lore  to  the  nse  of  hk  sooi 

— ^and  that  was  a  ^lo^^^us  ga.in 
Wlien  the  Devil  chuckled  "  Is  it  Art  ?  ^^  in 

the  ear  of  the  brajided  Cfdu* 

"^       bu tided  a  tower  to  shiver  the  ekj  slid 

wreneh  the  stars  apart, 
le  Devil  grunted  behiod  the  bnda: 

**It  'a  strUdngt  hut  is  it  Art  ?*' 
itone  was  dropped  at  the  qoarry-fi^ 

and  the  idle  derrick  swnn^, 
I  each  man  talked  of  the  aims  of  Ait, 

and  each  in  an  alien  tQiigne. 

fought  and  they  talked  in  the  North 

ana  the  South,  they  talked  and  Unl 

fought  iu  the  West, 
1        le  waters  rose  on  the  pitiful  landttfi 

the  poor  Red  Clay  had  rest  — 
Had  rest  till  the  dank,  blank-can  va.«;  diira 

when  the  dove  was  preened  to  start, 
And  the   Devil   bubbled   below   the   keel: 

"  It 's  human,  but  ia  it  Alt  ?  " 

The  tale  is  as  old  as  the  Eden  Tree^^ind 

new  as  the  new-cut  tooth  — 
For  each  man   knows    ere    his    Lip-tb^ttii 

grows  he  is  master  of  A  rt  and  Trutli  i 
And  each  man  hears  aa  the  twilight  ne*K. 

to  the  beat  of  bis  dying  hearty 
The   Devil  drum   on  the  darkened  pane: 

"  You  did  it,  but  was  it  Art  ?  *' 

We  have  learned  to  whittle  the  Eden  Tm 

to  the  shape  of  a  surplice-peg, 
We   have   learned    to   bottle    our   pamiti 

twain  in  the  yelk  of  Rn  addled  egg^ 
We  know  that  the  tail  must  wag-  the  3^ 

for  the  horse  is  drawn  by  the  cart : 
But  the  Devil  whoopn,  as  be  'whoopefi  ^ 

old  I  *'  It  'a  elever,  but  is  it  Art  ? '' 

When  the  flicker  of  London  aan  falls  fiii* 

on  the  Club-room's  green  and  gi>ld. 
The  flons  of  Adam  sit  them  down  and  scrawl 

with  their  pens  in  the  mouhi  ^ 
They  scratch  with  their  pens  in  the  roooU 

of  their  graves,  and  the  ink  and  i^ 

anzuiab  a  tart, 
For  the  Devil  mutters  behind  the  lea^i 

•'  It 's  pretty,  but  is  it  Art  ?  " 
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Now,  if  we  cofild  win  to  the  Edea  Tree 

where  the  Four  Great  Rivers  How, 
Atid  the  Wreath  of  Eye  U  red  od  the  turf 

as  the  left  it  long  ago, 
And  U  we  could  come  when  the  Beotry 

slept  and  lof tlj  scarrj  through. 
By  the   faror   of  God    wo    might    know 

as    much  —  aa    oar    fatto   Adam 

knew. 


THE  LAW  OF  THE  JUNGLE 

Now  this  If  the  Law  of  the  JungJk^as  old 

and  as  true  om  Ae  iky  ; 
And  (he  Wolf  thai  $kalt  keep  it  may  pn^per^ 

fruT  the  Wdf  that  shall  break  it  mmi 

die, 
Ai  the  erteper  that  girdles  the  trH^runk  the 

Law  runneth  Tontard  and  back  — 
>V  the  strength  of  the  Pack  it  the  Wolf, 

and  the  strength  of  the  Wolf  i$  the 

Pack. 

Wash  daily  from  nose-tip  to  taO-Up  ;  drink 
deeply,  Uut  never  too  deep  ; 

And  remember  the  niffbt  is  for  hunting,  and 
forget  not  the  day  is  for  sleep. 

The  Jackal  may  follow  the  Tiger,  Iml,  Cab, 
when  thy  whiskers  are  grown. 

Remember  the  Wolf  is  a  hunter  —  go  forth 
and  get  food  of  thine  own. 

Keep  p»UM  with  the  Lords  of  the  Jtm* 
rle  —  the  Tiger,  the  Pknther,  and 


Bear! 


And  trouble  not  Hathi  the  Silent,  and  mock 
not  the  Boar  in  his  kir. 

When  Fhek  meets  Pack  in  the  Jungle,  and 
neither  will  go  from  the  trail. 

Lie  down  till  the  leaders  have  spoken  —  it 
may  be  fair  words  shall  prevaiL 

When  ye  dght  with  a  Wolf  of  the  Pack,  ye 
must  flffht  him  alone  and  afar, 

Lot  oUien  take  part  in  the  quarrel,  and  the 
^sck  be  diminished  by  war. 

Tbe  Lair  of  the  Wolf  is  his  refuge,  and 
where  he  has  made  him  his  home, 

Kot  even  the  Head  Wolf  may  enter,  not 
even  tbe  Council  may  oome. 


The  Lair  of  the  Wolf  is  his  refuge,  but 
where  he  has  digged  it  too  plain, 

The  Council  shall  send  mm  a  message,  and 
so  he  shall  change  it  again. 

If  ye  kill  before  midnight,  be  silent,  and 
wake  not  the  woc>ds  with  your  bay, 

Lest  ye  frighten  the  deer  from  the  orop% 
and  thy  brothers  go  empty  away* 

Ye  may  kill  for  yourselves,  and  your  matoi^ 
and  your  cubs  as  they  need,  and  ye 
can  ; 

But  kill  not  for  pleasure  of  killing,  and 
ieven  times  never  kiU  Jfon, 

If  ye  plunder  his  Kill  from  a  weaker,  do* 

vour  not  all  in  thy  pride  ; 
Paek'Hight  is  the  right  of  the  meanest;  so 

leave  him  the  head  and  the  hide. 

The  Kill  of  the  Pack  is  the  meat  of  the 
Pack.     Te  must  eat  where  it  lies  ; 

And  no  one  may  carry  away  of  that  meat 
to  his  lair,  or  he  dies. 

The  Kill  of  the  Wolf  is  the  meat  of  the 
Wolf.     He  may  do  what  he  will, 

But,  till  he  has  given  permission,  the  FWk 
may  not  eat  of  that  KilL 

Cab-Right  is  the  right  of  the  Yearling. 

From  all  of  his  Pack  he  may  claim 
Full-gorge  when  the  killer  has  eaten  ;  and 

none  may  refose  him  the  same. 

Laii^Etght  is  the   right  of    the  Mother. 

From  all  of  her  year  she  mny  claim 
One  haunch  of  each  kill  for  her  titter,  and 

none  may  deny  her  the  i 


Cave-Right  ts  the  right  of  the  Father  —  to 
hunt  by  himself  for  his  own  ; 

He  is  freed  of  aU  calk  to  the  Vnck  ;  ha  ia 
judged  by  the  Ce«iioU  alooe. 

Because  of  his  age  and  his  cunning,  b^ 
cause  of  his  gripe  and  hb  paw. 

In  all  that  the  Law  leaveth  open,  the  wofd 
of  the  Head  Wolf  Is  Law. 

Note  these  are  the  Laws  tf  the  JungtSf  §mi 
manjf  and  mightf  are  theff^ 

Bui  the  head  and  de  h^  ^  tk$  Lam  mi 
theiasmckandlkekmi^k^Obejff 
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THE   LAST   CHANTEY 

"  And  there  wu  no  more  ha.'^ 

Thus  said  tlie  Lord  in  the  Vault  above  the 
Cherubiiii, 
CaJUog  to  the  Angela  ^d  tbe  Soub  in 
their  degree  :  — 
**  Lo  1    Earth  lias  paBsed  away 
On  the  smoke  of  Judgment  Day, 
That  Our  Word  may  be  establiaked  shall 
we  gathejf  up  the  Sea  ?  '* 

Loud  sang  tha  souk  of  the  joll  j,  jolly  Mari- 
nes :  — 
**  riagtie  upon  the  hurricanes  that  made 
us  furl  and  flee  I 
But  the  war  b  done  between  ua, 
In  the  deep  the  Lord  hath  seen  us  — 
Our  bones  we  '11  leave  the  barracout'  ; 
and  God  may  sink  the  Sea  I  ** 

Then  said  the  soni  of  Judas  that  betrayed 
Him-^ 
**  Lord,  hnjt  Thou  forgotten  Thy  covenant 
with  mo  ? 
How  once  a  year  I  go 
To  cool  uie  on  the  tloej 
Aud  Ye  take  my  Day  of  Mercy  if  T© 
take  away  the  Sea  1  ** 

Then  said  the  Soul  of  the  Angel  of  the  Off- 
Shore  Wind  ;-^ 
(He  that  hits  the  Thunder  when  the  bull- 
mouthed  breakers  flee) 
**  I  have  watch  and  ward  to  keep 
0*er  thy  wonders  on  the  deep, 
And  Ye  take  mine  Honor  from  me  if  Ye 
take  away  the  Sea  1 " 

Loud  sang  the  souls  of  the  jolly,  jolly  Mari- 
ners :  — 
"Nay,  but  we  were  angry  and  a  hasty 
"folk  are  we  I 
If  we  worked  the  ship  together 
TiU  she  foundered  in  foul  wenther, 
Are  we  babes  that  we  should  clamor  for 
a  vengeance  on  the  Sea  ?  " 

Then  said  the  souls  of  the  slaves  that  men 
threw  overboard  t  — 
*^  Kennelled  in  the  picaroon  a  weary  band 
were  we  ; 
But  Thy  arm  was  strong  to  saye. 
And  it  touehed  us  on  the  wave. 


And  we  drowsed  the  long  tidas  idle  tSI 
Thy  trumpeta  tore  the  Seft," 

Then  cried  the  soul  of  the  atoot  Apcftk 
Paul  to  God  I 
"  Once  we  f  rapped  a  ship,  and  she  labors 
woundiiy. 
There  were  fourteen  score  of  thesei 
And  they  blessed  Tliee  on  their  knee* 
When  they  learned  Thy  Grace  and  Glon 
under  Malta  by  the  sea/' 

he      sang  the  souls  of  the  jolly,  jolly  Mut^ 

ners, 
cklng  at  their  harps,  and  they  plucM 

unhandily  — 

Our  thumbs  are  rourfa  and  tarred 
Lnd  the  tune  is  sometlung  hard  — 
f  we  lift  the  Dipsea  Chantey  sncJi » 

seamen  use  at  sea  7  " 

Then   said   the  souls   of    the   GentlesieiK 

Adventurers  — 
Fettered  wriat-to-bar  all  for  red  iniquitj; 
**  Ho,  we  revel  in  otjr  chains 
O^er  the  sorrow  that  was^ Spain's  ; 
Heave  or  sink  it,  leave  or  drink  It,  wf 
were  Masters  of  the  Sea  I  " 

Up    spake   the    soul    of    a    grey    GothsTE 
'ipeckshioner  i- — 
(He  thiit  led  the  flinching  in  the  fleets  of 
fair  Dundee) 
**  Ho,  the  Hnger  and  right  whale. 
And  the  fish  we  struck  for  &n^e^ 
Will  ye  whelm  them  ^l  for  wantoan^ 
that  wallow  in  the  aea  ?  " 

Loud  sang  the  souls  of  the  jolly,  jolly  Mari- 
ners, 
Crying :  —  **  LTnder  Heaven  here  is  ne- 
ther lead  nor  lee  I 
Must  we  smg  for  evermor© 
On  the  windless  gflaasy  floor? 
Take  back  your  golden  Addles,  and  we " 
beat  for  open  sea  I " 

Then  stooped  the  Lord,  and  He  called  t^ 
good  Sea  up  to  Himj 
And  stablished  his  borders  unto  all  £t^^ 
nity. 
That  such  as  have  no  pleasure 
For  to  praise  the  Lord  by  measnre 
They  may  enter  into  galleons  and  ser^i 
Him  on  the  Sea, 
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rdoud  shall  fail  not  from  the 
faeeofit, 
SHnging^  ringing  gpimlnft  nor  the  JiUmar 


A  nd  the  thips  shali  go  abroad 
To  the  glory  of  the  Lorti 
Who  heard  the  ttiUy  naOor^men  and  gave 
them  back  their  Sea  I 


I 


SCrrflur  ^{rtnotijer 


AT  FONTAINEBLEAU 

WM  »  daj  of  9Utt  and  rain, 
Uncertaiu  as  a  child^s  swift  moods  ; 
nd  I  shall  never  Bpead  aeain 
So  blithe  a  day  among  Uie  woods. 


Was  it  because  the  Gods  were  pleated 
That  they  were  awful  in  our  ejesy 

Whom  we  in  very  deed  appealed 
With  barley-cakes  of  sacrifice  ? 

Tlie  forent  knew  her  and  was  glad, 
And  hiiighed  for  very  joy  to  know 

Her    I'InId    was    with    her  ;    then,   grown 
sjid» 
She  wept,  because  her  child  must  go. 

And  Alice,  like  a  little  Faun, 

Went  leaping  over  rocks  and  ferns, 

Coursing  the  shadow-race  from  dawn 
Until  the  twilight-flock  returns* 

And   slie  would   spy  and   she  would   oftfH 
til  re 

Tlie  shvest  flower  that  lit  the  grass  ; 
The  joy  f  had  to  watch  her  rapture 

Was  keen  as  even  her  rapture  wai. 

The  forest  knew  her  and  waa  f Iftd, 

And    langhed    and   wept    tor    joy  and 

woe. 
iiA  was  the  weleotne  that  she  had 
Among  the  woods  of  Fontaiuebleau. 


JAVANESE  DANCERS 

fiKD   Strings,   the   clang   of    metal, 
h(*aten  druni^, 
Dull,  shrilly  vor*  ■•-■■,  rlisfjuieting ; 
And  now  the  st»  f»r  cunies 

Undtdantly  wiU  v,4^».o  (»te|)a  that  cling  ; 

piling  between  tier  paints  lids  a  smile 
Motionless,  nuintelligihle,  she  twines 


Her  fingers  into  mftij  lines^ 
Twining  her  scarves  across  them  all  the 

while. 

One,  two,  three,  four  step  forth,  and,  to 
and  fro^ 
Delicately  and  imperceptibly, 
Kow  swaying  gently  in  a  row, 

Kow  interthreadmg  slow  and   rhythmi- 
cally. 

Still  with  fixed  eyes,  monotonously  still, 
MYsterioualy,  with  smiles  inanimate, 
\V  ith  lingering  feet  that  undulrtte. 

With  sintious  fingers,  spectral  hands  that 

thriU, 

The  little  amber-colored  dancers  move, 
Like  little  paiuted  figures  on  a  screen, 
Or  phantom^danoers  haply  seen 

Among  the  shadows  of  a  magic  grove, 

DURING   MUSIC 

Thb  music  had  the  heat  of  blood, 
A  passion  that  no  words  can  resell  | 

We  sat  together,  and  understood 
Our  own  hearths  speech. 

We  had  no  need  of  word  or  sign* 
The  music  spoke  for  us,  and  said 

All  that  her  eyes  could  read  in  mine 
Or  mine  in  hers  had  read. 

TO  A  PORTRAIT 

A  PF^stvK  pbotogtaph 
Watelies  me  from  the  shelf— 

Ghoiit  of  old  love,  and  half 
Ghost  of  myself  1 

How  the  dear  waiting  eyes 
Watoh  me  and  love  me  yet^ 

Sad  iMime  of  memories. 
Her  waiting  eyes  I 
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Qliost  of  old  love,  wronged  ghoet, 
Return  i  though  all  the  pain 

Of  all  onc«  loved«  long  lo&tt 
Came  back  again* 


Forget  not,  btit  forgive  I 
Ak»,  too  Iftte  f  <5ry* 
We  &fe  two  ghmts  ilmi  had  their  ehi 
live. 
And  lo«t  it|  she  and  L 


T^%ftlH0  ^^tlfidlft 


IF  ALL  THE  M 

If  all  the  world  were  rig^ 

How  fair  oui*  love  woul^  s.K«nr» 

At  what  a  golden  height 

Its  spotless  flower  could  Mow. 

Through  what  untroubled  air 

Its  fragrant  houghs  would  spread, 

On  fruit  how  sweet  and  rare 
Should  we  be  freely  fed» 

But  ah(  what  could  we  tend, 
With  sorrow  and  delight, 

Our  hearts  liow  should  we  ftpend, 
If  all  the  world  were  right  ? 


AH,  BRING  IT  NOT 

Ah^  bring  it  not  so  grudginglj, 

The  ^ift  thou  bringest  mc, 
Th?  kind  hands  shining  frora  afar 

Let  ine  in  welcome  see. 
And  know  the  treasure  that  they  hold, 
For  purest  gold. 

And  with  glad  feet  thnt  Ungcr  not, 
Come  through  the  suminer  land. 

Through    the    sweet    fragrance  of    the 
flowers, 
Swiftlj  to  where  I  stand, 

And  in  the  Hunshine  let  me  wear 

Thy  tokeu  rare. 

Fairer  for  me  will  he  the  daj, 

Fair  all  the  days  will  he, 
And  t)ry  rich  gift  upon  my  breast 

Will  make  me  fair  to  see  ; 
And  beautiful,  through  all  the  years, 
In  joys  and  tears. 

Ah  come,  and  coming  do  not  ask 
The  answering  gift  of  mine ; 


Thou  hast  the  pride  of  ofTering*, 

Taste  now  the  joy  divine. 
And  come,  content  to  paia  tcMiaj 
Empty  away. 


MY  LITTLE  DEAR 

My  little  dear,  so  fast  a^eep» 
Whose  arms  about  me  cliiig. 

What  kissM  shall  ihe  have  to  hee^ 
While  she  is  slumbering"  ? 

Upon  her  golden  baby-hair^ 
The  p^oldeo  dreams  I  *ll  kiss 

Which  Life  spread  through  my  inoi 
ing  fair, 
And  I  have  saved,  for  this. 

Upon  her  baby  eyes  I  *ll  press 
The  kias  Love  gave  to  me, 

When  his  ^reat  joy  and  loveliness 
Made  all  things  fair  to  see. 

And  on  her  lips,  with  smiles  astir. 

Ah  me,  what  prayer  of  old 
May  now  bo  kissed  to  comfort  her, 

Should  Love  or  Life  grow  cold. 


A  MODEL 

Year  after  year  I  sit  for  them, 

The  Ifoys  and  girls  who  come  and  gi 

Although  my  beauty's  diadem 
Has  lam  for  many  seasons  low. 

When  first  I  came  my  hair  was  bright 
How  hard*  they  said,  to  paint  its  go 

How  diffieiilt  to  catch  the  light 

Which  fcU  upon  it,  fold  on  fold,  — 

How  hard  to  give  my  happy  youth 
In  all  its  pride  of  white  and  red ; 
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None  would  believe,  to  very  truths 
A  miideu  waa  so  fair,  ibejr  sftid. 

How  could  they  know  tbey  gave  to  me 
The  daily  hope  which  mftde  tae  faiff 

8iP0et  t>romiM\<(  of  things  to  be. 
The  hitppy  thiugs  1  was  to  share* 

The  flowers  painted  round  my  face, 
The  magic  seas  and  skies  above, 

And  many  a  fair  enchanted  phice 
Full  uf  the  summer  time  and  love. 

They  set  me  in  a  fairy >land, 

So  muich  more  real  than  they  knew, 

And  I  WHS  slow  to  understand 

The  pictures  could  not  all  come  true* 

But  one  by  one,  they  died  somehow, 
The    waking    dreams    which    kept    i 
glad, 

And  as  I  sat,  they  told  me  now. 
None  would  believe  a  maid  lo  sad« 

They  paint  me  still,  but  now  I  sit 
Just  for  my  neck  and  shoulder  lines, 

And  for  the  little  Uugering  bit 
Of  color  in  my  hair  that  shines* 

And  as  a  figure  worn  and  strange 
Into  their  groups  I  sometimes  stray, 

To  break  the  light«  to  mark  their  rauge 
Of  sun  and  ^ade,  of  grave  and  gay. 


And  eventiare  they  come  and  go, 

With  life  and  hope  so  sweet  and  high,-^ 

In  all  the  world  how  should  they  know 
There  is  no  one  so  tired  as  I. 

OCTOBER 

From  falling  leaf  to  falling  leaf, 

How  strange  it  was,  tlirough  all  the  year« 
In  all  its  joy  and  all  its  grie^ 

You  did  not  know  I  loved  you  dear ; 
Through  all  the  wmter4tme  and  spring, 

You  smiied  and  watched  me  come  and  go^ 
Through  all  the  summer  blofisomittg. 

How  strange  it  was  you  did  not  know* 

Your  face  shone  from  my  earth  and  sky, 

Your  voice  was  in  ray  heart  always, 
DavB  were  as  dreams  when  yo«  were  by. 

And  nights  of  dreaming  linked  the  days  ; 
In  my  great  joy  I  craved  so  much, 

My  life  lay  trembling  at  your  hand, 
I  prayed  you  for  one  magic  touch. 

How  strange  you  did  not  tmderatand  I 

From  leaf  to  leaf,  the  trees  are  bare, 

The  autumn  wind  is  cold  and  stem. 
And  outlined  in  the  clear  sharp  air 

Lies  a  new  world  for  me  to  learn  ; 
Stranger  than  all,  dear  friend,  to-day, 

Yon  take  my  band  and  do  not  know 
A  thousand  years  have  passed  away, 

Sinoe  last  year  —  when  I  loved  yon  wa. 


b 
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AN  INDIAN  SONG 


O  WAJmERftR  in  the  southern  weather, 
Oar  isle  awaita  tti ;  on  each  lea 

Tbe  pea-hens  dance  ;  in  crimson  feather 
A  {NUTot  swaying  on  a  tree 
Ri^em  at  bis  own  image  in  the  enamelled 


Tliere  dreamy  Hme  lets  fall  his  sickle 
And  Life  the  sandals  of  her  Heetness, 

And  sleek  young  Joy  is  no  morv  fiekle. 
And  Love  is  kindly  and  deceit! ess. 
And  all  ii  over  save  the  nmrmur  and  the 


There  we  will  moor  our  lonely  ship 
And  wander  ever  with  woven  hands, 


Mummring  softly,  lin  to  lip, 
Along  the  grass,  along  the  i 
Murmuring  how  far  away  are  all  eartii% 
feverish  lands  : 

How  we  alone  of  mortals  are 

Hid  in  the  earth's  moet  hidden  part. 

While  grows  our  love  an  Indian  star, 
A  meteor  of  the  burning  heart. 
One  with  the  waves  that  softly  roond  ni 
laugh  and  dart ; 

One  with  the  leaves  ;  one  with  the  dove 
That  moans  and  sighs  a  hundred  day«  ; 

How  when  we  die  our  shade*  will  rove. 
Dropping  at  eve  in  eoral  bays 
A  vaiMry  foollaU  on  th*  Qomm*^  tlttpf 
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AN  OLD  SONG  RESUNG 


Down  hy  the  salley  gardens  my  love  wad  I 

did  meet ; 
She  passed  the  salley  gardens  with  little 

SDO^^wkite  feeL 
She  bid  me  take  love  easy  &a  the  leaves 

grow  on  the  tree  ; 
But  I,  bein?  young  and  foolifih^  with  her 

would  not  &g?ee. 

In  a  field  by  the  river  mj  love  and  I  did 

stand, 
And  on  my  loaning  shoulder  she  laid  her 

snow-white  hand. 
She   bid   ine   take  life  easy  aa   the  ^rasa 

grows  on  the  weirs  ; 
But  I  was  young  and  foolish^  and  now  am 

full  of  tears. 


THE  ROSE  OF  THE  WORLD 

Who  dreamed  that  beauty  passes  like  a 
dream  ? 
For  these  red  lips  with  all  their  mourn- 
ful pride  I 
Mournful  that  no  new  wonder  may  bettdfi, 
Troy   passed    away   in   one    high   funeral 
gleam  f 
And  Usna's  children  died. 

We   and   the   laboring  world  are  passing 
by:- 
Amid  meu'S  souls  that  day  by  day  gives 

plaeCf 
More  ticketing  than  the  sea^s  foam-fickle 
face, 
Under  the  passing  starSf  foam  of  the  fiky, 
Lives  on  this  lonely  faee. 

Bow  down,  archangt^lsj  in  your  dim  abode  : 
Before  ye  were  or  any  hearts  to  beat. 
Weary  and  kiud  one  stood  beside   His 
seat ; 

lie  made  the  world,  to  be  a  grassy  road 
Before  her  wandering  feet. 


THE  WHITE  BIRDS 

I  WOULD  that  we  were,  my  beloved,  white 
birds  on  the  foam  of  the  sea : 

We  tire  of  the  Hnme  of  the  meteor,  before 
it  can  pass  by  Bjxd  Eee  ; 


And  the  flame  of  the  blue  star  of  twihgli;^ 
hung  low  on  the  rim  of  the  sky^ 

Has  awuki-^d  in  our  hearts,  my  belovedftt 
saduesa  that  never  may  die.  I 

A  weartnc^  oomea  from  those  dreamen, 
dew-dabbledf  the  lily  and  rose, 

Ah,  dream  not  of  them,  my  beloved,  lltt 
ihime  of  the  meteor  that  goes, 

0  e  flame  of  the  blue  star  that  liners 

hung  low  in  the  fall  of  the  dew  i 
For  I  would  we  were  changied  to  white  bi«U 
on  the  wandering  foam — I  and  you. 

1  am  haunted  by  numberless  inlands,  ts^ 

many  a  Danaan  shore. 
Where  Time  would  surely  forget  ns,  aad 

Sorrow  eome  near  us  no  more  : 
B         far  from  the  rose  and  the   lily,  tk 

fret  of  the  flames,  would  we  be, 
"Vtere  we   only  white    birds,   my    belofd,    ^ 

buoyed  out  on  the  foam  of  the  sea      | 


THE  FOLK  OF  THE  AIR 

O'DrisCOll  drove  with  a  song 
The  wild  duck  and  the  drake 

From  the  tall  and  the  tufted  weeds 
Of  the  drear  Heart  Lake. 

Aud  he  saw  how  the  weeds  grew  dsrk 
At  the  coming  of  night  tide. 

And  he  dri^ianied  uf  the  long  dim  hftif 
Of  Bridget  hia  bride. 

Ho  hcanl  while  he  sang  and  dreamed 

A  piper  piping  away, 
And  imver  wait  piping  so  sad, 

And  never  was  pipmg  so  gay. 

And  he  saw  young  men  aiid  young  girit 
Who  danced  on  a  level  place, 

And  Bridgi^t  his  bride  among  them, 
With  a  sad  and  a  gay  face* 

The  dancers  crowded  about  himt 
And  many  a  sweet  thing  said, 

And  a  young  man  brought  him  red  Wi4 
And  a  young  girl  white  bread. 

But  Bridget  drew  him  by  the  sletve, 
Away  from  the  merry  bands, 

To  old  men  playing  at  cards 

With  a  twinkling  of  ancient  hazid& 
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Tbc  brend  nntl  the  wine  hAcI  11  doom, 
For  l\w*e  were  tlii*  folk  of  tlie  air  ; 

He  Mit  and  plaved  in  a  drtfom 
Of  her  long  dim  hair, 

►   He  plnrcd  with  the  me  fry  old  men, 
And  thought  not  of  evil  chance. 
Until  one  bore  Bridget  hts  bride 
AwA^  from  the  merry  dance. 

He  bofre  her  away  in  his  arms, 

The  handsomest  young  man  there, 
And   his   neck   and   his  breast   and   hm 
L  arms 

I       Were  drowned  in  her  long  dim  hair. 

O'DriseoU  got  up  from  the  gnus 
And  scattered  the  cards  with  a  cry  * 

But  the  old  men  and  dancers  were  gone 
As  a  cloud  faded  into  the  sky. 

He  knew  now  the  folk  of  the  air. 

And  hb  heart  was  blackened  by  dread^ 
And  he  ran  to  the  door  of  liis  houie  ; 

__ 

W    ' 

Whck  the  soul  sought  refuge  in  the  place 
of  rest* 

Orerbome  by  strife  and  pain  beyond  000- 
trol, 

From   some   secret   hollow,   whisper  soft- 
confessed. 
Came  the  legend  of  the  tool* 

Some  bright  one  of  old  time  laid  his  scep- 
tre down, 

80  his  heart  might  learn  of  sweet  and  bit- 
ter truth  ; 

Going  foHh  bereft  of  beauty,  throne,  and 
crown, 
And  the  sweeineta  of  his  yciutk. 

60  lli«  old  appeal  and  ieree  reTolt  we 


But  he  heard  high  up  iu  the  air 
A  piper  piping  away  ; 

And  never  wo^  piping  so  sod 
And  never  was  piping  so  gay. 


THE 


SONG   OF   THE  OLD 
MOTHER 


I  RISE  in  the  dawn,  and  I  kneel  and  blow 
Till  the  seed  of  the  fire  flicker  and  glow. 
And  then   I   must  somb,  and  bake,  and 


riU 


sweep, 

stars    are 

peep; 


beginning    to   blink    and 


But  the  young  lie  long  and  dream  in  their 

bed 
Of  the  matching  of  ribbons,  the  blue  and 

the  red, 
And  tlieir  day  goes  over  in  idlenesa. 
And  they  sigh  if  the  wind  but  lift  np  a 

tress  ; 
While  I  must  work,  because  I  am  old 
And  the  seed  of  the  fire  getA  feeble  and 

fXlld. 
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SELF-DISCIPLINE 


Through  the  world's  hour  dloi  within  onr 
primal  will ; 


And  we  justify  the  pain  and  heartt  that 
break, 
And  our  lofty  doom  fulfilled. 


KRISHNA 

"ttm  BtAMf  iticlf  Among  beainifiil  thtngs.**-* 

BltA<MVA.D-GlT^ 

Tttc    Eaat   was  crowned   with  snow»eold 

blm^in 
And  hung  with  veils  of  pearly  fl»eoe  : 
They  died  away  into  the  gloiinn, 
Vistas  of  peace  — and  deeper  jieaoe. 

And  earth  and  air  and  wave  and  life 
In  awe  and  breallilefs  silence  stood  ; 
For  Ono  who  paMod  into  their  ehoar 
Linked  them  tn  mystic  brotherhood. 

Twilight  of  amethyst,  amid 

Thy  ^w  strange  ttan  that  IM IW  Ittlgllllb 
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Where  wm  the  secret  tpirit  hid  f 

Where  waa  Thy  pkce,  U  Light  of  Lighta  ? 

The  flame  of  Beautj  far  in  space  — 
Where  rose  the  fire  :  in  Thee  ?  m  Me  f 
Which  lK»wed  the  elemental  race 
To  adoration  siientlj  ? 


THE  GREAT  BREATH 

Its  edges  foamed  with  amethyst  and  f<n 

Withers  once  more  the  old  blue  flo 

There  where  the  ether  like  a  diamc  i 

Its  petak  fade  away. 

A  shadowy  tiunxtlt  stira  the  duilEy  air ; 
Sparkle    the    deHcate   dews,  the    diitant 

fluows  ; 
The  great  deep  thrills,  forthrongh  it  every- 
where 
The  breath  of  Beauty  blows, 

I  saw  how  all  the  tremhling  ages  paat^ 
Moulded  to  her  by  deep  and  deeper  breath, 
Neared  to  the  hour  when  Beauty  breathes 
her  last 
And  knows  her&elf  in  death. 


THE  MAN  TO  THE  ANGEL 

I  HAVi:  wept  a  million  tears. 
Pure  and  proud  one,  where  are  thine  ? 
What  the  gain,  though  all  thy  years 
In  unbroken  beauty  ehine  ? 

All  your  beauty  cannot  win 
Truth  we  learn  in  paiu  and  sighs  : 
You  can  never  enter  in 
To  the  Circle  of  the  Wise. 

They  are  but  the  slaTos  of  light 
Wbo  have  never  known  the  gloom, 
.      And  betweijn  the  dark  and  bright 
Willed  in  freedom  their  own  doom. 

Think  not  In  your  pnroness  there 
That  our  paiu  but  follows  sin  i 
There  are  Urea  for  those  who  dare 
Seek  the  throne  of  might  to  win. 

Pure  one,  from  your  pride  refrain  t 
Park  and  lost  amid  the  strife, 


I  am  myriad  years  of  paiti 
Nearer  to  the  fount  of  life. 

When  defianee  fleroe  is  thrown 
At  the  god  to  whom  you  bow, 
Rest  the  lips  of  the  Unknown 
Tenderest  upon  my  brow. 


OM 

A   MHMOaV 

'  grew  the  yellow  bnda  of  light 
ckering  beyond  the  suows, 
jiing  o^r  the  shadowy  white 
glimmered  like  a  pale  primroia. 

ti  an  Indian  vale  below 
d  said  "  OM  "  with  tender  heart, 
ling  with  loving  eyes  the  glow 
'shme  fade  and  night  depart. 

The  word  which  Brahma  at  his  dawn 
Ontbroathcs  and  endeth  at  his  night. 
Whose  tide  of  sound  so  rolling  on 
Givei  birth  to  orbs  of  pearly  light ; 

And  beauty,  wisdom p  love,  and  youthf 
By  its  enchantment  gathered  grow 
In  agelong  wandering  to  the  Truibj 
Through  many  a  cycle's  ebb  and  flow. 

And  here  the  voice  of  earth  was  stilled, 
The  child  was  lifted  to  the  Wise  i 
A  strange  delight  his  spirit  filled. 
And  Brabm  looked  from  his  ehining  eyes^ 

IMMORTALITY 

We  must  pass  like  smoke  or  live  witluiL 

the  spirit's  fire, 
For  we  can  no  more  than  smoke  onto  tli 

flame  return, 
If  our  thought  has  changed   to  dream  ^ 

will  unto  desire. 
As  smoke  we  vanish  though  the  fire  msj 

burn. 

Lights  of  infinite  pity  star  the  gray  dssi 

of  our  days  ; 
Surely  here  is  soul  ;  with  it  we  have  ^^ 

nal  breath  : 
In  the  fire  of  lave  we  live  or  pass  by  isxsij 

ways, 
By  unnumbered  ways  of  dream  to  deatk 
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THE   MUSIC-HALL 

The  eurtain  on  the  gronping  dancers  falla, 
Tlie  btAYon  of  color  has  vaniahetl  from  our 

ejei; 
Stirred  in  ottr  teats  W6  wail  with  vague 

lonniAe 
A'^bat  haply  oomea  that  pleases  or  that 

palls. 
Touched   on    the  stand    the  thrioe-stniok 

baton  calls, 
Onoe  more  I  watch  the  unfolding  curtain 

I  hear  the  exultant  riolins  premise 

The  welKknowQ  tune  that  thrills  me  and 

enthrnlb. 
Then  trembling  in  vaj  joj  I  see  Ton  flash 
Before  the  fooSights  to  the  ejmmUs'  ehish. 
With  laughing  lips,  swift  feet,  and  hnlliant 

glance, 
You,  lair  as    heaven   and    as  a   miubow 

bright. 
You,  queen  of  song  and  empress  of  the 

dance, 
Flower  of  mine  eyes,  my  love,  my  hearts 

delight  t 


|0Dlfl 
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EXPECTATION 

while  the  afternoon  of  May 
•weet  with  many  a  lilac-epray, 


Come  while  the  sparrows  chirping  fare 
From  branch  to  branch  across  the  nqaare. 

Come  like  the  dawn  and  bring  to  me 
The  fresh  winds  of  an  open  scfti 
Come  like  the  stars  of  night  and  bear 
All  consolation  in  thine  hair. 

Bring  me  releaae  from  ancient  pain. 
Bring  m©  the  hopes  of  joy  found  vain. 
Bring  me  thy  sweetness  of  the  dove, 
Come,  sweet,  and  bring  thyself  and  love  I 


A  VAIN  DESIRE 

DxAS,  did  you  know  how  sweet  to  me 
Was  every  glance  of  yours,  how  sweet 

The  laugh  that  lights  your  face  with  glee^ 
The  passing  murmur  of  your  feet, 

And   seeing    perchance    with    gnef   how 
vain 

The  love  that  makes  yon  sadly  dear 
Did  grant  for  my  unuttered  pain 

A  whispered  word,  a  smile,  a  tear 

Dropped  like  a  star  from  Fiumdise, 
Then  might  I  bless  my  weary  statei 

Though  you  behold  me  from  the  skiet 
And  I  on  earth  am  desolate. 


(IC.  C  CILLINGTON) 


THE  TRYST  OF  THE  NIGHT 

Out   of   the   nttennost    ridge    of    dusk, 

»         where  the  dark  and   the  day  are 
mingled. 
The  voice  of  the  Night  rone  oold  and 
calm — it  called  tftmyu^  the  shadow^ 
swent  air ; 
Through  all  the  valleys  and  lone  hillsides, 
it  pierced,  it  thnllcd*  it  tingled  ^ 
It  summoned  me  forth  to  the  wild  sea* 
shore,  to    meet   with   its    mystecy 
tbare< 


Out  of  the  deen  ineffable  blue,  with  palpi- 
tant swi/t  repeating 
Of  gleam  and  ^fitter  and  opaline  glow, 
that  broke  m  ripples  of  light  — 
In  burning  glory  it  eame  and  went,  —  I 
heard,  I  saw  tt  beatingi 
Pulse  by  pube,  from  star  to  star,  —  tb« 
'     ate  heart  of  the  Night  f 


Out  of  the  thud  of  the  msUior  sea —  the 
panting,  yearning,  throbbing 
Waves  that  stole  on  the  startled  shoM^ 
with  coo  and  mutter  of  spray  — • 
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The  wail  of  the  Kight  came  fitfitMiuiit,  — 

I  heard  her  atifled  sobbuig  : 
The  cuhi  salt  drops  ft^U  elowly,  slowly i 
gray  into  guifa  of  gray. 

There    through    the   darkness    the    great 

world   reeltjd^   and   the   great  tides 

roared,  assembliiig  — 
Murmuring  hiddeti  thitigs  that  are  past, 

and  Beeret  things  that  shal'  ' 
There  at  the  limits  of  life  we  fues, 

tonched    with    a    rapturous    ti 

bling  — 
One  with  each  other,  I  and  th 

and  the   skieB^  and   the  stn  -e 


THE  FAIRY  THRALL 

On  gossamer  nights  when  the  moon  is  low. 

And  stars  io  the  mist  are  hidmg. 
Over  the  hill  where  the  fox^lores  grow 

You  may  see  the  fairies  nding. 
Kliiig  I  Kljiiig  J  Kliiig  I 
Their  stirriLps  and  their  bridles  ring, 


And   their    homt    are    loud    and  ^idx 

bugles  blow, 
Wheu  tbe  inoon  is  low- 

They  sweep  through  the  night  like  a  wldi- 
tling  wind, 
They  pass  and  hare  left  no  trac^ ; 
But  one  of  them  Unffers  far  behind 
The  flight  of  the  laii^'  faces. 
5he  makes  no  moan, 
^be  sorrows  in  the  dark  alon«, 
fl  wails  fur  the  love  of  hiuxiau  kind, 
ce  a  wlmtUng  wind. 

[  why  did  I  fmjh  where   the  elfin 

ride, 
eir  glimmering  steps  to  follow  ? 
bore  me  far  from    my  lortd  ew'i 
side, 

wander  o*er  hill  and  hollow. 
fCling  !  Klang  !  Kling  ! 
Their  stimips  and  their  bridlee  rioft 
But  my  heart  is  eold  in  the  cold  m|h*- 

tidL% 
Where  the  elfins  ride," 


SCIicc  C<  iSilliiifftou 


THE  SEVEN  WHISTLERS 

Whist  UNO     strangely,    whistling     sadly, 

whi.«itliug  sweet  and  clear, 
The    Seven    \\  histlers    have    passed    thy 

bouite,  Pentruau  of  Forth itit^or  \ 
It  was  not  in  the  morniug,  nor  the  noou^ 

day's  goldun  grace, 
It  was  in  the  dead  wRste  midnight,  when 

the  tide  yel[>ed  loud  in  the  Race  ; 
The  tide  swings  round   in  the  Race,  and 

they  're  plaining  whisht  and  low. 
And  thuy  come  from  the  gray  aea-marsbesj 

where  the  gray  sea-lavenders  grow  ; 
And  the  cotton  grass  sways  to  and  fto  ; 
And  the  gore*sprent  sundews  thrive 
With  ooi^y  hands  alive. 
Canst   hear  the   curlews'  whistle   through 

tliy  dream  in gfl  dark  and  drear, 
How  they  're  crying,  crying,  crying,  Pen- 

truBu  of  Forth ineor  ? 

Shall  tby  hatchment,  mouldering  gritnlj  in 
yon  church  amid  the  sands. 


Stay  trouble  from  thy  household  7     Or  lb 

can'en  chenib-haDds 
Wliicb  hold  thy  shield  to  the   font?    0; 

the  gauntlets  on  the  w-all 
Keep  evil  from  its  onward  course,  $a  ti» 

great  tides  rise  and  fall  ? 
The  gruat  tides  rise  and  fall,  and  the  ax^ 

sucks  in  the  breath 
Of  the  wave  when  it  mna  with  tossing  sptir. 

and  the  ground-sea  rattles  of  [kttfi; 
"  I  rise  in  the  shallows,"  'a  saith, 
**  Where  the  mermaid's  kettle  sings. 
And  the  blaek  shag  flaps  bis  wing^t  I  "^ 
Ay  J  the  gteea  sea-mountabi  leaping  i^} 

lead  horror  in  its  rear. 
When  thy  drenched  sail  leans  to  its  jn^^ 

ing  trough  Feutruan  of  Porthmcc? ' 

Yet  the  stoup  waits  at  thy  doorway  tot  ^ 

loiid  of  glittering  ore. 
And  thy  ships  he  in  the  tide  war,  and  t^; 

flocks  along  the  moor  ; 
And  thine  arishes  gleam  aoftly  when  tk 

Oetobei-  moonbeams  wane, 
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When  in  the  baj  all  shining  the  fishers  set 

the  seine  ; 
The  ftshers  cJiat  the  8eme,  and  *t  is  *'  Hova  1 " 

iu  the  town, 
And  from  the  watcb-rock  on  the  hill  the 

biit!rfl  are  shouting  down  ; 
And  ye  hoist  the  mainsail  brown, 
As  over  the  deep-sea  roll 
The  lurker  foUoWii  ttie  sboal  ; 
To  follow  and  to  follow,  in  the  moonshine 

sil?er-cleAr, 
When  the  halyartls  creak  to  thy  dipping 

sail,  iVnlruan  of  Porthineor  t 

And  waitings  and  complaining,  and  whis* 

tling  whisht  mid  clear. 
The  Seven  Whistlers  have  passed  thjr  housci 

Pentnian  of  Portbnieor  1 
It  was  not  in  the  moniiug,  nor  the  noon- 

dn y's  golden  grace,  — 
II  was  in  the  fearsome  midnight,  when  the 

tide-<log8  yelped  in  the  Race  : 
^The  tide  swings  muud  in  the  Race,  and 

tltey  *ro  whistling  whisht  and  low, 
And  they  come  from  the  lonely  henther, 

where  the  fiir-edgod  foxglovea  blow  ; 
And  the  moor-grass  sways  to  aud  fro  i 
Where  the  yellow  moor-birds  sigh. 
And  the  sea-cooled  wind  sweeps  hy. 
Canst  hear  the  cnrlews'  whistle   tbroiigh 

the  darkness  wild  and  tln^ar,  — 
How  they  *re  calling,  calling,  calling,  Pen- 

triian  of  Porthineor  ? 


THE  ROSY  MUSK-MALLOW 

(ROMANY   LOVE-SONG) 

The  roay  mosk^mallow  blootna  where  the 
south  wind  blowt^ 
O  my  gypsy  rose  ! 
In  the  deep  dark  hmea  where  thou  and  I 
must  meet  ; 
So  sweet  I 
Before  the  harvest  moon^s  gold  glinta  oTer 

the  down. 
Or  the  brown-sailed  trawler  returns  to  the 

gray  sea-town, 
Tlie  rosy  muak-mallow  sways,  and  the  south 
wind's  laughter 
Follows  our  footstepe  aftier  I 

^    The    roey  mnsk-mallow    bloonu    by    the 
moor>brook*i  flow, 
80  daintily  O  I 


Where  thou  and  I  b  the  silence  of  niglit 

must  pasa, 
My  luss ) 
Over  the  stream  with  its  rtpple  of  song, 

to-night. 
We  will   fly,   we   will   run  together,   roy 

heart's  delight  I 
The  rosy  musk-mallow  sways,  and  the  moor^ 

brook's  laughter 
Follows  our  footsteps  after  I 

The  roey  musk-mallow  blooms  within  aotilMl 
of  the  sea ; 
It  curtseys  to  thee, 
O  my  gypsy'^ueen,  it  oortseyi  adown  to 
thy  feet ; 
So  eweetl 
When  dead  leaves  drift  through  the  dusk 

of  the  autumn  day, 
And  the  red  el  f-1  an  thorns  hatig  from  the 

spuidte-spray, 
The    roey    muiik-mallow  sways,  and    the 
sea  ^s  wild  laughter 
Follows  our  footsteps  after  ! 

The  rosy  miiak- mallow  blooma  where  the 
dim  wood  sleeps, 
And  the  bind- weed  creepe  ; 
Through  tangled  wood-paths  unknown  we 
mn&t  take  our  night. 
To-night ! 
As  the  pale  hedge-lilies  aronnd  the  dark 

elder  wind, 
Clasp  thy  white  nnns  about  me,  nor  look 

behind. 
The  rosy  munk-mallow  is  closed,  and  the 
soft  leaves*  laughter 
Follows  our  footsteps  after  f 


THE  DOOM-BAR 

0  D*  Y0I7  hear  the  leiiB  oomplainin*«  am) 

eomplainin',  whilst  it 's  rainin*  ? 
Did  you   hear  it   mourn  in  the  dimorta,^ 
when  the  surf  woke  up  and  sighed  7 
The  cbonghs  screamed  on  the  iand« 
And  the  UMun  flew  aver  land, 
And  the  seaa  rolled  dark  on   Uie  Doom- 
Bar  at  rising  of  tlie  tide* 

1  gave  my  lad  a  token,  when  hm  left  me 

nigh  heart'broken. 
To  mind  him  of  old  l^idatow  town,  where 
loTing  sotds  alnde ; 
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'Twas  a  ring  mth.  the  words  aet 
All  round,  '*  Can  l/ove  Fopg^?t  ?  " 
And  I  watoht^d  hia  vessel  loss  on  the  Bai- 
with  the  Dutward-lutnitig  tide. 

D'  you  hear  the  seas  comptainm^  and  oom- 

plainm",  while  it 's  nuiiin'  7 
And  hi8  vcflsel  hn»  never  crossed  the  Bar 
from  the  purple  seas  outside  ; 
And  down  the  alien -pink  SAud 
Where  we  oug^  went^  holding  unuK 
Alone  I  watch  the  Doom-Bar  and  the 
iug  of  the  tide. 

One  day  —  'twas  foiir  rears  after  —  the 

harhor-^rK  with  Laughter 
So  soft  and  wild  as  sea-pilb  when  the j  're 
playing  seek*aud4iide, 
Coaxed  me  out  —  for  the  tides  were 

lower 
Than  had  erer  been  known  before  ; 
And  we    ran  across    the    Doom-Bar,  all 
white  and  shining  wide. 

I  saw  a  sometliing'  shinin\  where  the  long, 
wet  weeds  were  twiniii' 


Around  a  rosy  n^aJtop  ;  aaid  gold  a  ring  kj 
inside  ; 
And  around  its  rim  were  set 
The  words  «  Can  I-*o^e  Forgtt  ?"  — 
And  there  upon  the  Boom-Bar  I  knelt  lod 
sobbed  tksxd  cried. 

I  took  my  ring  and  smoothed  it  wher*  til 

saud  and  a  hells  had  grooved  it ; 
^       >  1  ISt.  Petrock  belia  will  never  ia| 
mo  home  a  bride  I  — 
•"or  the  night  my  lad  was  leaTin' 
le,  all  tearful-eyed  and  grievinV 
ad  tossed   my  keepsake    out  on  Hie 
Bar   to   the    fim    and    fall  of  tbi 
tide  I 

lu  hear  the  seas  eot»plainin%  und  oon^ 

plaining  while  it 's  rainin^  ? 
fon   hear  them    call   in    the  dimnstf^ 
when  the  surf  woke  up  and  sighed  T 
laybe  it  is  a  token 
J.  shall  go  no  more  heart-broken  — 
And  I  shall   cross  the    Doam-Bar  at  tk 
turning  of  the  tlde« 


SDora  J^tgtr^on 


ALL   SOULS*   NIGHT 

0  MOTHER,  mother,  I  swept  the  hearth,  I 

set  hia  chair  and   t!ie  white   board 
spread, 

1  prayea  for  his  eoming  to  our  kind  Lady 

when   Death's  sad  doors  would   let 

out  the  dead  ; 
A  strange  wind  rattled  the  window-pane, 

and  dowji  the  lane  a  dog  howled  on. 
I  called   his  niirne   and   the   candle   Hame 

burnt  ditUf  prt^ssed  a  hand  the  door- 
latch  npon, 
Deelish !    Deelish  I    my    woe    forever   that 

I  could  not  sever  coward  flesh  from 

fear. 
I  called  his  nnme  and  the  pale  Ghost  came  ; 

but  I  was  afraid  to  meet  my  dear. 
0  mother,  mother,  in  tears  I  checked  the 

sad  hours  past  of  the  jear  that 's 

o'er, 


Till  by  God's  grace  I  might  see  his  fi« 

and  hear  the  sound  of  bis  voice  cort 

mort!  ; 
The  chair  I  set  from  the  cold  and  wet»  t* 

took  when  he  came  frcjm  unknt>»t 

skiefi 
Of  the  land  of  the  dead ;  on  ray  Itent  hrp« 

head  I  felt  the  reproat^i  of  hi*  »t 

den^ul  eyes  ; 
I  closed    my    lids    on    my    heart's   desii*, 

crouched  by  the  ftre,  my  Toice  «* 

dumb  I 
At   mj   clean-swept    hearth    he    had  P 

mirth,  and  at  iny  table  he  broke  ir 

cnimb* 
Deelish  1  Deelish  l  ray  woe   forever  thit  ^ 

eonld  not  tever  coward  flesh  fn'a 

fear  t 
His  chair  put  aside  when  the  young  eoek 

cried,  and  I  was  afraid  to  meet  Bsj 

dear. 
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C'PERCr  HEMINGWAY") 


THE  HAPPY  WANDERER 

Hk  18  the  happj  wanderer,  who  goes 
Singing  upon  nis  way,  with  eyes  awake 
To  everj  soenef  with  eam  alert  to  take 
The  Bwe«tness  of  all  Aoutidii  ;  who  lovei  and 

knuwA 
Tlu>  secrets  of  the  hi^hwAy,  and  the  rose 

]  ^  fairer  for  the  woiiud^  the  briars  make; 
A  M  >  welcomes  raiUf  that  he  hia  thirst  may 

■Lnke»  — 
The   flun,    because   it   dxiea    his   drtpping 

clothes  ; 
Treasures  experience  beyond  all  store, 
Careless  if  pain  or  pleasiire  be  shall  win, 
80  that  bis  knowledge  widens  more  and 

more 
Heady  each  hour  to  worship  or  to  sin  ; 
Until  tired,  wise,  content,  he  hslts  before 
^lie  sign  o  *  the  Grave,  a  cool  and  (^uiei  ino. 

TRAVELLERS 

Wc  shall  lodge  at  the  sign  of  the  GraTe, 

you  say  ; 
Well,  the  road  is  a  long  one  we  trudge,  my 

friendi 


So  why  should  we  grieTe  at  the  break  of 

the  day  ? 
Let  OS  singp  let  ns  drinki  let  as  love,  let  ns 

play,— 
We  can  keep  oar  sighs  for  the  journey's 

end* 

We  shall  lodge  at  the  sign  o'  the  Grave, 

joQsay; 
Wen,  since  we  are  nearing  our  journey's 

end, 
Our  hearts  should  be  happy  while  yet  thej 

may : 
Let  us  sing,  let  as  drink»  let  ns  lovoi  lei 

us  pUy, 
For   perhaps  it's  a  comfortless  inn^  my 

friend* 

IT   MAY  BE 

It  maj  be  we  shall  know  in  the  here* 

after 
Why  we,   begetting  hopes»  give  birth  to 

fears. 
And  why   the   world's  too  beautiful   for 

laughter. 
Too  gross  for  tears. 


€)Iite  Cuiltaiite 


THE  WAKING  OF  SPRING 

Spirit  of  Spring,  thy  coverlet  of  snow 

fallen  from  thee,  with  its  fringe  of 
frost, 
'  And  where  the  river  late  did  overflow 

I^Bway  fragile  white  anemones,  wind-tost, 
knd  iu  the  vroods  stand   snowdrops,  half 

asleep, 

With  drooping  heads  —  sweei  dfeamexs  so 
long  lost 

8pirit,  arise  I  for  crimson  flushes  creep 
Into  the  cold  gray  east,  where  clouds  as- 

Bemble 
To  meet  the  iita  :  and  aarth  hath  oensed  to 


Her  team  tip  erery  blade  of  grass,  and 
tremble. 

Caught  in  the  cap  of  every  flower.  O 
Spring! 

I  see  th«e  spretd  thy  pinions, —  they  re- 
semble 

Large    delicate   leaves^  all  silver^veined, 

that  fling 
Frail  floating  shadows  on  the  forest  sward  : 
And  all  the  birds  about  thee    build  and 

sing  I 

Blithe  stranger  from  the  gardens  of  onr 

God, 
We  welcome  thee,  for  one  11  at  tlnr  side 
Whose  ^viHoe  is  thrilling  music.  Love,  thy 
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Whose  tender  gkiicea  atir  thj  soul,  whoae 

wide 
Wbgs   wave  above  thee^,  thou  awakened 

biide  1 


TWILIGHT 

Spirit  of  Twilight,  through  your  folded 
wingB 
I  catch  a  glimpse  of  your  averted  face, 
And    Faptiiroui    on    a    vaddeOf   mj-    soul 
sings 
"Ib    not    this    oommon    aarth    a    holy 
place?" 


Spirit  of  Twilight,  jou  are  like  a  flon^ 

its  a  singer,  — like  i 
hymn 


That  al^epa,  and  waits  a  singer 


Hiat  God  finda  lovely  and  keeps  Dea:r  Him 
long, 
Till  it  is  choired  by  aureoled  cherubim. 

Spirit  of  Twilight,  in  the  golden  gloom 
Of  dreamland  dim  I  sought  you,  and  I 
found 
A  woman  fitting  in  a  silent  room 

Full  of  white  flowers  tbat  uio?ed  and 
made  no  sound. 

These  white  flowers  were  the  thoughts  you 
bring  to  allf 
And  the  room's  name  h  Mystery  where 
you  sitj 
Woman    whom    we   call   Twilight,    when 
night's  pall 
You  lift  across  our  Earth  to  coTer  it. 


THE   PARTING    HOUR 

Not  yet,  dearlevfef  not  yet :  the  sun  is 

You  said  last  night  ''At  aunset  I  wi. 

Come  to  the  garden,  where  when  bic 

die 

No  word  ia  spoken  ;  it  ia  better  so 

Ah!  hitter  word  "Far^weU." 

Hark  1  bow  the  birds  sing^  ^tiimy  soi 
spring ! 
Soon  they  will  build,  and  work  i 
leuee  tbem  ; 
So  we  grow  less  light-hearted   aa 
bring 
Lifers  gttive  reaponsibilities  —  and 
The  bitter  word  "  Far^weU." 

The  Volets  fret  to  fragrance  'nestl 
feet, 
HeaTen*s  gold   sunlight   dreaiits 
your  hair  : 
No  flower  for  me  !  your  mouth  is  fai 
sweet. 
O,  let    my  lips    forgot,   while    Hnj 
there, 
Love's  bitter  word  **  Farewell." 


Sunset  already  I  have  we  sat  so  long 
The  parting  hour,  and  so  much  k 
said  I 
The   garden   has  grown    silent  —  tc 
song, 
Our   sorrow   shakes    us    with   a   s 
dread  \ 
Ah  I  hitter  word  "  Farewell." 


IV 
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ENGLAND  .  COLONIES 

fiSB  ■  *^o  Liit«i«d  tree, 

By  learled; 

Her  li.»«  .  kth  the  sea, 

Her  bimn«2«Qft  i  world ; 

Her  seeds,  bj  o  ida  DOQTejed, 

Clothe  the  rei^*.,^.,^  ,»JU)d 
Witli  foFefltg.  from  her  scmtteHngfl  made} 
New  iKitioiiiJ  foHtered  in  her  ghade. 

And  linkiDg  land  with  land. 

O  ye  hy  wandering  tempest  sown 

*Neath  every  alien  star, 
Forget  not  whence  the  breath  was  blown 

Tliat  wafted  you  afar ! 
For  ye  are  still  her  ancient  seed 

On  younger  soil  let  fall  — 
Children  of  Britain's  island-breed, 
To  whom  the  Mother  in  her  need 

Perchance  may  one  day  calL 


Poems:  1803. 
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INDIA 

See  ToRU  Dutt,  Rudyaro  Kipling,  in  ike  preceding  division  of  this  Anthology, 
See  also,  in  the  second  division^  Sir  Edwin  Arnold,  Sir  Alfred  Lyall^  poets 
of  English  births  and  sometime  resident  in  India 


AUSTRALASIA 
(See  also:  A.  Domett,  R.  H.  Horne,  W.  Sharp,  D.  B.  W.  Sladen) 


ftoxp  UttjEt^dl 


THE  BIRTH  OF  AUSTRALIA 

Not  *xmd  the  thnnder  of  the  battle  guns, 
Not    on    the    red    field    of   an  Empire's 

wrath. 
Rose  to  a  nation  Anstralasia's  sons, 
Who  tread  to  greatness  Industry's  pure 

path. 
Behold   a  people,  through  whose  annals 

runs 
No  damnine  stain  of  falsehood*  force,  or 

fraud : 


Whose  soeptre  is  the  ploughshare  —  not 

the  sword  — 
Whose  fflory  lives  in  hanresi-ripening  suns  I 
Where   mid  the  records  of  old  Rome  or 

Greece 
Glows  such  a  tale?    Thou  eanst  not  an- 
swer, Time. 
With  shield  nnsulUed  bj  a  single  crime, 
With  wealth  of  gold,  and  still  more  golden 


Forth  stands  Australia,  in  her  birth  sublime, 
The  only  nation  from  the  womb  of  Peace  1 


€^adtfi  i^arptir 


A  MIDSUMMER'S   NOON  IN  THE 
AUSTRALIAN   FOREST 

Not  a  sound  disturbs  the  air. 
There  is  quiet  everywhere  ; 
Over  plains  and  over  woods 
What  a  mighty  stillness  broods  I. 


All  the  birds  and  insects  keep 
Where  the  coolest  shadows  sleep ; 
Even  the  busy  ants  are  found 
Resting  in  their  pebbled  mound ; 
Even  &e  locust  clingeth  now 
Silent  to  the  baricy  bou^h  : 
Over  hills  and  over  plams 
Quiet,  vast  and  slumbrous,  rngas. 
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Only  there  *s  a  drowaj  buinmmg 
From  yoti  wiiriu  bg^ion  slow-eomiug  : 
'Tts  tiiB  dragoii'homet —  s^ce  I 
All  bedaubed  respkiidentlj 
Yellow  oti  a  tawny  ground  — ► 
Each  rich  spot  not  square  nor  round, 
Kiidely  heart-shaped,  tis  it  were 
llie  blurred  and  hastj  impress  there 
Of  a  venneil-erusted  seal 
Busted  o'er  with  goldeu  uieaL 
Otily  there  'b  a  droniug  where 
Yon  bright  beetle  *luues  in  air. 
Tracks  tt  in  ita  gleam  itig  flight 
With  a  fllanting  beam  of  light 
Kbing  in  tbe  sunshine  higher, 
Till  ita  gbards  flame  out  Uke  fira, 

Every  other  thing  is  stilly 
Sa?e  the  ever- wakeful  rill, 
Whose  cool  murniiuf  only  throws 
Cooler  comfort  round  repose  ; 
Or  some  ripple  in  the  sea^ 
Of  leafy  boughs,  where,  lazily^ 
Tired  auTiimpr,  in  bur  bower 
Turning  with  the  noontide  bonr, 
Heaves  a  slumbrous  brt^atb  ere  she 
Once  more  *5lumbcrs  peaeef  ally. 

Oh,  't  is  easeful  here  to  lie 
Hidden  from  noon*s  scorching  eye. 
In  thi^  grassy  eool  receiss 
Musing  tbus  of  quietness. 


AN    ABORIGINAL    MOTHER'S 
LAMENT 

Srna.  farther  won  Id  I  fly,  my  childj 

To  make  thee  s;ifer  yet 
From  tbe  unsparing  white  man, 

With  his  dread  hand  murder-wet  I 


I  *]1  bear  thee  on  as  I  have  bcime 
With  stealthy  steps  wind-t!eet. 

But  tbe  dark  nigbt  shrouds  the  forest. 
And  thorns  are  in  my  feet. 

O  moan  not !   I  would  gi  ve  this  biaii-* 
Thy  f*ther'a  gift  to  me  — 

But  for  a  single  paloLfal 
Of  water  now  for  thee. 

iring  not  to  his  tuuno  —  no  xaom 
|;lad  us  may  he  eome  — 
h         smouldering  into  ashes 
eath  the  blasted  gum  ; 
arred  aud  hlaHted  by  tlie  fire 
white  raaij  kindled  there, 
^d  with  our  slaughtered  kindred 
heaven-higb  went  its  glare  1 

ut  for  thee,  I  would  their  fire 

L  eaten  me  as  fa^t  I 
I-_   .  I    liark  1     I  hear  his  deaih-«ry 

Yet  lengthening  up  the  bla^t  I 
Bnt  no  —  wbt-'O  bis  bound  hamU  badsigued 

Tbe  way  that  we  sbouid  fly, 
(Jn  the  roaring  pyre  flung  bleeding  — 

I  saw  thy  fntber  die  1 

No  more  Rhall  bis  loud  tomahawk 

Bt?  pliud  to  win  our  cheer, 
Or  tbt^  shining  ^sb  pools  darken 

Beneath  Ids  shadowing  spear  ; 
The  fading  tracks  of  bis  fleet  foot 

SI  jail  guide  tiot  as  before. 
And  tbe  mountain-spirits  mimic 

His  bunting  call  uo  more  f 

O  moan  not  1   I  would  give  this  hrtid— 
Tliy  father's  gift  to  me  — 

For  but  a  single  polmf  ul 
Uf  water  now  for  thee> 


^0bm  %tiW,  iligtwnt  ^t)cr6roofte 


SONG  OF  THE  SQUATTER 

The  commissioner  bet  me  a  pony- —  I  won, 
Ko  he  cut  off  exactly  two-tbjrda  of  my  run  ; 
For  be   said  1  was  making  a  fortune  too 

fast. 
And  profit  gained  slower  the  longer  would 

la^t. 


He  re  marked  J  as  devouring  my  mutton  b 

sat. 
That  1   suffered  my  aheep   to  grow  s»^." 

too  fat  ; 
Tbat  t!icy  wasted  waste  land,  did  prcmg*^ 

tive  brown, 
And  rebellioualy  nibbled  the  droits  of  ^ 

Crown  ; 
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That  the  creek  thai  divided  my  station  in  ,  For  I  knew  it  was  gone  if  the  Govemmenl 

Iwa  I  beard. 

Showed  that   Nature   designed    that  two  1 

feea  should  be  due.  The  eomtniamooer'a  boaom  with  anger  waa 
Mr.  Riddle  assured  me  *t  waa  paid  but  for  tillt«d 

ftbuWi  AgaiMttt  me  because  my  poor  shephertl  was 
But  he  kept  it  and  spent  it,  that  '&  all  that  |  kilkMl  ; 

I  know.  ,  So  he  straight  took  awa^  the  last  third  of 

my  run, 

The  commissioner  fined  me  because  I  for-  I  And  gut  it  tranaf erred  to  tlie  n&me  of  bis 


got 
To  return  an  old  ewe  that  was  iU  of  the 

rot, 
And  a  poor  wr^r-necked  lamb  that  we  kept 

for  a  pet  ; 
And  he  said  it  was  treason  such  things  to 

forget* 

The  commtsaioner  pounded  my  cattle  b^ 

cause 
Thej  had  mumbled  the  scrub  with  their 

fambhing  jaws 
On  the  part  of  the  run  be  hail  taken  awaj. 
And  be  Bold  them  by  auction  the  costs  to 

defray* 

The  border  police  they  were  out  all  the 
day 

To  look  for  some  thieves  who  had  ran- 
sacked my  dray  ; 

But  the  thieves  they  continued  in  quiet 
and  |>eace, 

For  they  *d  robbed  it  themselves,  had  the 
border  poUc'e  1 

When  the  white  thieves  had  left  me  the 

black  thieves  appeared, 
BIy  shepherds    they  waddied,   mj  cattle 

they  speared  ; 
But  from  fear  of  my  license  I  said  not  m 

word, 


The  son  luid  from  Cambridge  been  lately 

e3n>ellc<l. 
And  his  licence  for  preaching  most  justly 

withheld  ! 
But  this  is  no  cause,  the  commissioner  says, 
Why  he  should  not  be  fit  for  my  license  to 

graze. 

The  cattle,  that  had  not  been  sold  at  the 
pound, 

He  tooV  with  the  run  at  five  shillingft  all 
round, 

And  the  nhefp  the  blacks  left  me  at  six- 
pence a  head,  — 

A  very  good  price,  the  commissioner  said. 

The  Governor  told  me  I  justly  was  served. 
That  commii»»ii>nifrs  never  from  duty  had 

swerved  ; 
But  that  if  I  *d  a  fancy  for  any  more  land 
For  one  ponod  an  acre  he  *d  plenty  on  hand. 

I  *m  not  very  proud  f     X  can  dig  in  a  l*og» 
Feed  pigs«  or  for  firewood  can  split  up  a 

log. 
Clean  shoes,  riddle  cinders,  or  help  to  boll 

down  — 
Aoythiiii^  that  jou  please,  but  graze  lauds 

of  the  Crown  ! 


3Ctiani  t(inb^ii{i  (0ordott 


HOW  WE  BEAT  THE   FAVORITE 

A   LAV  or  THR  LOAMSHtRS   HUltT  CUr 

**  Atk,  s(|nire,**  said  Stevens,  **  they  back 
him  at  evens  ; 
The  race  is  all  over,  bar  shouting,  they 


The  Clown  onght  to  beat  hrr  ;  Dick  Xeville 
is  sweeter 
Than  evex  — h«  Bw«ar«  he  am  win  all 
the  way. 

"A  gentleman  rider  —  well,  I 'ro  an  ouU 
aider, 
Bui  If  bell  a  gent  who  the  nuachicf  I1  n 
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Yoa  swells  inostlj  blunder,  Diok  ridos  for 
the  plunder, 
He  rides,  iiKip  like  thunder  —  he  aiiA  like 
a  rock. 

'*  He  calls  '  bunted  fairly  *  a  hone  that  has 
barely 
Been  itripped  for  a  trot  witbm  sight  of 
the  hoimds^ 
A  horse   that  at  Warwick  beat  Birdlime 
and  Yonckp 
And  gave  Abdelkader  at  Aintrec    uine 
pounds. 

"They  say  we  liare  no  test  to  warrant  a 

protest  ; 
Diek  rides  for  a  lord  and  standi  in  with 

a  iteiriird  ; 
The  light  of  their  faces  they  show  him  — 

his  case  is 
Prejudged  and  bia   verdict  already  se- 

cnred, 

"  But  none  can  outlast  her,  and  few  travel 
faster, 
She  stridea  in  her  work  clean  away  from 
The  Drag ; 
You  hold  ber  nnd  mi  her,  she  could  n't  be 
fitter, 
Whenever  you  hit  her  she  11  spring  like 
a  ^tag. 

"And   p'raps    the   green   jacket,   at   odds 
though  they  back  it, 
May  fall,  or  thi're  *&   no  knowing  what 
may  turn  up. 
The  mare  is  quite  ready,  sit  still  and  ride 
steady, 
Keep  coul ;  and  I   tblnk  you  may  just 
win  the  Cup." 

Dark-browti  with  tan  muzzle,  just  stripped 

for  the  tussle, 

Stood  Iseult,  arching  her  neck  to  the  cnrh, 

A  lean  head  and  fiery,  strong  quarters  and 

wiry, 

A  loin  rather  light,  but  a  shoulder  superb. 

Some    parting    in  ju  net  ion,    bestowed    with 
great  unction, 
I  tried  to  recall,  but  forgot  like  a  dunce, 
When  Reginald  Murray,  full  tilt  on  White 
Surrey, 
Came  down  in  a   hurry  to  start  us  at 
once. 


**  Keep  baek  in  the  yellow  t     Come  ap  oi 
OUiello  I 
Hold    hard    on    the    chesttiut  1      Tnin 
round  on  The  Drag  I 
Keep  back  there  on  Spartan  t     Back  yon, 
sir,  iu  tartau  I 
So,  sternly  there,  eaejp"  aod  down  vmi 
the  flag. 

"^-  -*arted,  and  Kerr  made  stirang  rooiuDi 

on  Mermaid, 
"ougb  furrows  that   led  to  the  iiss 

stake^nd-boun  d  ^ 
rack,  half  extended,  looked  bloodlikf 

aud  splendid, 
d  wide  on  the  right  where  the  b«id- 

land  was  sound. 

ed  hard  to  baffle  her  ruAb  witib  tk 
suaMe, 

or©  her  two-tbirda  of  the   field  got 
away. 
All  tL rough  the  wet  pa&tiire  where  floods 
of  tht:  last  year 
Still  loitered,  they   clotted    Hiy   cnnaci 
with  elay* 

The  fourth  fenee^  a  wattle,  floored  Mo&i 
nucl  Blue-boltle  ; 
The   Drag  came  to  grief   at  the  Mid- 
thorn  and  ditch, 
The  rniU  toppled  over  R<?doabt  and  R^ 
Rover, 
The  lane  stopped  Lyciirgua  and  Lei«^ 
tershire  Witch. 

She  passed  like  an  arrow  Kildar^  and  Cpc^ 
Sparrow, 
And  Mantrap  and  Mermaid  refused  i^ 
stone  wall  ; 
And  Giles  on  Tlie  Greyling  e^me  downii 
the  paling, 
And  I  was  left  sailing  in  frctut  of  ihtm  ^ 

I  took  them  a  burster,  nor  eased  her  iwr 
nursed  her 
Until  the   Black  Bullfinch   led  into  ^ 
plough, 
And  through  the  strong  bramble  wc  h«^ 
with  a  scramble  — 
Jily  cap  was   knocked  off  by  the  lii^^ 
tree  bough. 


Where  furrows  looked  lighter 
rein  tighter  * 
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Her  dark  chest  all  dappled  with  flakes 
of  white  foatnt 
Her  flanks   mud-bespattered,  a  weak  raiJ 
she  shattered  : 
We  landed  on  turf  with  our  heads  turned 
for  home. 

Then  cnu»hed  a  low  hinder,  and  then  olose 
betiind  her 
The  tward  to  the  strokes  of  the  faTonte 
shook  ; 
His  rush  rou»c*d  her  mettle,  yet  ere?  to  little 
She  shortened  her  stride  as  we  raced  at 
the  brook. 


She  rose  when  I  hit  her.     I  saw  the  stream 
flitter, 
A  wide  scarlet  nostril  flashed  eloae  to 
my  knee, 
Between  skjr  and  wat«r  The  Clown  came 
and  caught  her^  — 
The  ipaee  that  he  cleared  was  a  caution 
to  see. 


And  forcing  the  running,  discarding  all 
cunning, 
A  length  to  the  front  went  the  rider  in 
green; 
A  long  strip  of  stubble,  and  then  the  big 
double. 
Two  stiff  flights  of  rails  with  a  quickset 
between. 

She  raced  at  the  rasper,  I  felt  my  knees 
grasp  her, 
I  found  my  hands  give  to  her  strain  on 
the  bit, 
She  rose  when  The  Clown  did  — our  silks 
as  we  bounded 
Brushed  lightly,  uurstirrupe  clashed  loud 
a«  we  lit. 

A  rise  steeply  slopingp  a  fence  with  stone 
coping  — 
The  last  —  we  diverged  round  the  baee 
of  the  hill  ; 
His  path  was  the  nearer,  his  leap  wi«  the 
clearer, 
I  flc^gged  up  the  straight,  and  he  led  sit* 
ting  still* 

came  to  his  quarter,  and  on  still  I 
brought  her, 
And  up  to  his  girth,  to  bis  breast-plate 
she  drew; 


A  short  prayer  from  Neville  just  reached 
tne.  — ♦^The  Devil/* 
Be  muttered,  —  locked  level  the  hurdles 
we  flew. 

A  hum  of  hoarse  cheering,  a  dense  crowd 
careering, 
AH  sights    seen    obscurely,  sll    shouts 
vaguely  heard ; 
"The    green    winsl"    "The    crimson  I* 
The  multitude  swims  on^ 
And  figures  are  blended  and  features  are 
blurred. 

'*  The  horse  is  her  master  1 "    "  The  green 
forges  past  her  I  ** 
"The  Clown  will  outlast  her  I "    "Tlie 
Clown  wins  1 "     "  The  Clowu  1  *' 
The  white  railing  races  with  all  the  white 
faces, 
The  chestnut  outpaces,  outstretches  the 
brown. 

On  still  past  the  gateway  she  strains  in  the 
straightway. 
Still  struggles,  "  The  Clown  by  a  short 
neck  at  most,*' 
He  swerves,  the  green  scoorgM,  the  stand 
rocks  and  surges, 
And  flashes,  and  verges,  and  flits  the 
white  posti 

Ay  I  so  ends  the  tussle,  —  I  knew  the  Ian 
muule 
Was   first,  though  the    ring^men  were 
yelling  "  Dead  heat ! " 
A  nose  1  could  swear  by,  but  Clarke  said 
"  The  mare  by 
A  short  head."    And    that's   how   the 
lavofite  wi 


THE   SICK  STOCK-RIDER 

Hou>  hard,  Ned  I  Lilt  me  down  onoe  moriii 
and  lay  me  in  the  shade. 
Old  man,  you  've  hod  your  work  cut  out 
to  guide 
Both  hordes,  and  to  hold  me  in  the  saddle 
when  I  swayed* 
All  through  the  hot,  slow,  sleepy,  silent 
ride. 
The  dawn  at  "Moorabinda'*  was  a  mist 
rack  dull  and  densi^ 
The  sun>rise  was  SioUiiip  ilnggisli  hunp  | 
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I  W9M  dozing  in  tbe  gateway  at  Arbutbnol^s 
boimdVj  fettce, 
I  W4I8  dreaming  on  the  LimestotiG  cattle 
camp* 
We  ei-oiiscd  the  c?reek  at  Carricksfordi  and 
sliarply  through  the  haze. 
And  suddenly  the  aiin  abot  flaming  forth  ; 
To  aouthwaj^d  lay  '^  Katawa,^  with  the  saud 
peaks  all  abla^e^ 
And  the  flushed  fielda  of  Glen  Lomond 
lay  to  north, 
Kow  westward  winda  the  bridle-path  that 
leads  to  Landisf  arm. 
And    yonder  looms  the    doable-headed 
Bluff; 
From  the  far  side  of  the  first  hill  when  the 
akies  are  clear  and  calm* 
You  can   see   Sylfetter'a  wool  shed  fair 
enough. 

Five  miles  we  uaed   to  eall  it  from  our 
homestead  to  the  place 
Where  the  big  tree  spans  the  roadway 
like  an  arcb  ; 
'T  was  bcrc  we  ran  the  dingo  down  that 
gave  u»  such  a  cba^'se 
Eight   years   ago  —  or   was   It  nine  ?  — 
last  March. 
'T  was  merry  iu  the  glowing  raorti  among 
the  gleaming  grass, 
To  wander  as  we  ve  wandered  many  a 
mile. 
And  blow  the  eool  toba^ieo  cloud ,  and  watch 
the  white  wreaths  pass^ 
Sittiiig  laosaly  in  the  saddle  kll  the  while. 
'T  was  merry  'mid  the  black  woods,  when 
we  spied  tbe  statiou  roofs, 
To  wheel  tbe  wild  scrub  cattle  at  tbe  yard, 
With  a  ruuning  tire  of  fitock  whips  aud  a 
flery  ruu  of  hoofs  ; 
Oh  !  the  hardest  day  was  neTer  then  too 
hordl 

Aye  1  we  liad  a  glorious  gallop  after  "  Star- 
light"  aud  bis  gang, 
When  they  boHed  from  Sylvester's  on 
the  flat ; 
How  the  fiim-dricd  reed-beds  craekled,  how 
the  flint-strewn  ranges  rang^ 
To  the  strokes  of   *■  Moantaincer "and 
**  Acrobat,"  — 
Hard  behind   them  in  the  timber,  harder 
still  across  the  heath, 
Close  beside  them  through  the  tea^tree 
scrub  we  dashed  ; 


And  the    golden  tinted    fern     leases,  hem 

they  rustled  underneath  : 
And   the   honeysuckle    osiersi  how  they 

crashed ! 
We  led  the  hunt  tbroughotit,  Ned,  on  tlie 

chestnut  and  the  gray. 
And  the  troopers   were'thx««  huiidf«d 

yards  behind. 
While  we  emptied  our  six-shooters  cm  the 

bush-raugerB  at  bay, 

le  creek  with  stunted  box-trees  fot 

El  blind  I  , 

Th        you  grappled  with  the  leader^  man 

to  tnan,  and  bor^e  to  horse^ 

you  rolled  together  when  the  chesl- 

aut  reared. 
]  txed   away  and   miased  you  in  ihMi, 

ihallow  water-course  — 

irrow  share  —  his    powder    singed 

pur  beard  I 

In  these  hotint  when  life  is  ebbingi  heir 
those  days  when  life  was  young- 
Come  back  to  us  ;  how  clearly^  I  recall 
Even  tbe  yarns   Jack  Hall   inTeuted,  aiid 
the  songs  Jem  Roper  sung  ; 
And   where   are    now   Jem    Hoper  and 
Jack  llaU  ? 

Aye  I  nearly  all  our  comrades  of  the  old 
colonial  school. 
Our  aneieot  boon  companions,   Ned,  arft 

Hard  livers  for  the  moat  part,  somewlisf 
reckless  as  a  rule, 
It  seems  that  you  aud  I  are  left  alone. 

There   was    Hughes,    who    got    in    troablf 
through  that  business  with  the  cafiiii 
It  matte rii  little  what  lieeame  of  him ; 
But  a  steer  ripped  up  Maephei^an  in  ti^    I 
Coominenta  yards,  i 

And  Sullivan  was  drowned  at   Stnk-o> 


And  Mostyn  —  poor  Fraisk  Moatya  —  dird 
at  last,  a  fearful  wrieek, 
In  the  "horrors  "  at  the  Upper  Wand itiimf. 
And  Carisbrooke,  the  rider,  at  the  [Iofh'- 
fall  broke  bis  neek  — 
Faith  1   tbe    wonder   was    he   saved  liis 
nock  so  long  1 
Ah  I  those  days  and  nights  we  squander?'^ 
at  the  Logans*  in  tbe  gleu  — 
The   Logans,  man  and  wife,  hatie  loof 
been  dead. 
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^vKbie's  tallest  gitX  teems  Uiller  tliftn  your 

Where  the  wild  flowers  woo  the  sun^ 

B             little  Ekie  then  ; 

Where  the  bahnv  breezes  blow, 

^H    And  Etbcl  ia  &  wottuui  grown  and  wed* 

Where  the  butterHy  takes  wing,                 ^J 

■ 

Where  the  aspens,  drooping,  grow,        ^B 

^■l  Ve  bxd  mj  share  of  paatiaie»  and  I  Ve 

Where   the   young    birds    chirp   and     ^H 

dime  my  slmre  of  toil, 

sing^                                               ^H 

And   life   b  short  —  the   longest  life  a 

I  am  weary,  let  me  go*                      ^^^H 

span; 

^^^^H 

I  care  not  now  to  tarry  for  the  com  or  for 

I  have  striven  hard  and  long              ^^^H 

the  oil. 

In  the  world's  uuvquiil  fight,          ^^^^H 

Or  for  wine  that  maketh  gkd  the  heart 

Always  to  resist  the  wrong,                ^^^^H 

of  man. 

Always  to  maintain  the  right*          ^^^^| 

For  good  undone,  and  gifts  miatpent,  and 

Always  with  a  stubborn  heart,            ^^^^| 

^^           feeolotioits  vain. 

Taking,  giving  blow  for  blow  ;        ^^^^| 
Brother,  I  have  played  my  part,         ^^^H 

■    Tb  aomewhat  Ute  to  trouble.    This  I 

^*             know  — 

And  am  weary,  let  me  go,              ^^^^H 

I  should  live  the  same  life  OTer,  if  I  had  to 

^^^^H 

live  again  ; 

Stem  the  world  and  bitter  cold,         ^^^^| 

And  the  chances  ara  I  go  where  most 

Irksome,  painful  to  endure  ;            ^^^^| 

men  go. 

Everywhere  a  love  of  gold,                 ^^^^B 

Xuwbure  pity  for  the  poor.             ^^^^H 

■      The  deep  bine  skies  wax  dusky,  and  the 

Everywhere  mistrust,  disguise,          ^^^^H 
Pride,  hypocrisy,  and  show  ;           ^^^H 

^m            tAlt  green  trees  grow  dim, 

^r     The  swa^  beneath  me  seems  to  heave 

Draw  the  curtain,  close  mine  eyeSy     ^^^^| 

~              and  fall  ; 

i  am  weary,  let  me  go.                     ^^^H 

And  sickly^  smoky  shadows  throngh  the 

^^^^H 

sleepy  smdight  swim, 

Other  ehanee  when  I  am  gone           ^^^^H 

And  on  the  very  sun^s  face  weave  their 

May  restore  the  battle-call,            ^^^^| 

palL 

Bravely  lead  the  guoil  cause  on          ^^^^H 

Let  me  al umber  in  the  hollow  where  the 

Fighting  in  tlie  \vhieh  I  falL            ^^^^H 

^m            wattle  blossoms  wave. 

God  may  quicken  some  true  soul         ^^^H 

^H    With  never  stone  or  rail  to  fenee  my 

Here  to  take  my  place  below                ^^H 

^V            bed  ; 

In  the  heroes'  niujiter  roll  —              ^^^^H 

^Bphould  the  sturdy  station  children  pull  the 

I  am  weary,  iet  me  ga                   ^^^^H 

^m             bush-tlowers  on  my  grave, 

^^^^^1 

^B     I  may  cbanee  to  hear   them   romping 

Shield  and  bnckler,  hang  them  un,    ^^^^| 
Drape  the  standards  on  the  wall,  ^^^^B 

^m            overhead. 

i^H 

I  have  drained  the  mortal  oup           ^^^^H 
To  the  finish,  dregs  and  all ;           ^^^H 

^m 

■                  VALEDICTORY 

When  our  work  is  done,  *t  is  beet,             ^^M 

^H 

Brother,  best  that  we  iluNiki  go^  ^^^| 

^K        Lat  me  loW|  my  work  is  done» 

I  am  weary,  let  me  rest^                      4I^^^| 

^K            I  am  weafj.    Lay  me  low, 

1  am  weary»  lay  me  low.                ^^^^H 

^                        %amtst  S^run 

tan  M>ttp^tn0                    ^^H 

UTHE   DOMINION  OF  AUSTRALIA 

Where  footfalls  of  appointed  things    ^^^H 

^m 

Reverberant  of  days  to  be,                 ^^^^H 

^^                    (a  forecast) 

Are  heard  in  forecast  eehninga,             ^^^^H 

^^m 

Like  wave-beats  from  a  viewlesa  •eH'— 

^H       8U  is  not  vet,  but  he  whose  ear 
^m        Thrills  to  that  finer  atmosphere 

Hears  in  the  vdceful  tremort  ol  the  akr 
Auroral  henddi  whispering ''  She  is  nig  f 
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She  is  nol  yet ;  but  he  who&e  sight 
Forokuowa  tbe  advent  of  the  light, 
Whcjae  sold  to  inornbg  mdiiuict?  turns 

Ere  uight  ber  curtain  tmth  witbdmwn^ 
And  iu  iti  quivenog  folds  discerns 

The  luute  monitions  of  the  dawn, 
With  urgent  eeme  straitied  onward  to  de- 
scry 
Her  distant  tokecSp  itiuts  to  find  her  tugh* 

Kot  yet  her  day.     How  long  "  not  yifi,  i 
There  cornea  the  flush  of  violet  t 
And  heaven  ward  faces,  nil  afbLino 

With  sanguine  tmtninenco  of  luom, 
Wait  but  the  sun* kiss  to  proclaim 

The  Day  of  the  Domini  on  born* 
Prelusive  baptism  I  —  ere  the  natal  hour 
Named  witli   the   natue  aud  prophecy  of 
power. 

Already  here  to  hearts  intense 

A  spirit  force,  transcending  ieuse, 

In  heights  unsealed ,  in  deeps  unstirred, 

Beut^atb  the  cahn,  aliove  the  sturm, 
She  waibi  the  iucorporatiug  word 

To  bid  her  tretiible  into  form  ; 
Already,  like  divining-rods,  men*s  souls 
Bend  down  to  where  the  unseen  river  rolls  ; 


For  even  as,  from  sight  oonoealed, 

By  never  a  nab  of  dawn  revealed, 

(or  e'er  illumed  by  golden  noon, 

Nor  BunBet-streaki^d  with  criixfson  bM, 
Nor  silver-spamied  by  wake  of  moon. 

Nor  visited  of  any  star. 
Beneath  these  lands  a  river  waits  to  ideti 
(So  men  divine)  our  utmost  wilderness^  -^ 

^  "    lark,  but  yet  shall  know  ou^  skies, 
s  the  wisdoiu  of  the  wise 
res  with  natnre  to  disclose 
blessing  prisoned  and  nnaeefij 
und  our  kaseniiig  wastes  there  glows 
srfeet  zone  of  broadening  ^reea,  — 
\  onr  land  Australia  Felix  called^ 
e  one  Continent- Isle  of  Ktncrald  ;'— 

m  beucLith  our  good  and  ill 
rless  stream  of  eommon  will, 

J  lering  ft>rce,  a  present  might, 

m  ii»l  from  its  silent  deptlis  of  ^loom 

At  Wisdom's  voiee  shall  leap  to  li^bt, 
Aud  bide  our  barren  fields  in  bkKjm, 

Till,  all  our  sui»dering  lines  with  love  over- 
grown, 

Our    bounds    shall    he    the    girdling   seu 
alone. 
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FORBY   SUTHERLAND 

A  STORY  OF  BOTANY  BAY 
A.D.  1770 

A  LANE  of  elms  in  June  ;  —  the  air 
Of  eve  is  cool  aud  calm  and  sweet. 

See  !  straying  here  a  youthful  pair, 
With  sad  and  slowly  moving  feet, 

On  hand  in  hand  to  yon  gray  gate, 
0*er  which  the  rosy  apples  swing  ; 

And  there  they  vow  a  mingled  fate, 
One    day   when   George    the   Third 
king. 

The  ring  scarce  clasped  her  finger  fair, 
When,  tossing  in  their  ivied  tower, 

The  distant  bells  made  all  the  air 
Melodious  with  that  golden  hour. 


Then  sank  the  sun  out  o*er  the  sea. 

Sweet   day  of  courtship   fond,  ...  the 
last ! 

The  holy  hours  of  twilight  flee 

And  speed  to  join  the  sacred  Past. 

The  house-dove  on  the  moss-grown  thatch 
Is  murmuring  love-songs  to  his  mate, 

As  lovely  Nell  now  lifts  the  latch 
Beneath  the  apples  at  the  gate. 

A  plighted  maid  she  nears  her  home, 
Those  gentle  eyes  with  weeping  re<l ; 

Too  soon  her  swain  must  breast  the  foam, 
Alas  I  with  that  last  hour  he  fled. 

And,  ah  I  that  dust-cloud  on  the  road. 
Yon    heartless    coach  -  guard's    blaring 
horn  ; 

But  naught  beside,  that  spoke  or  showed 
Her  sailor  to  poor  Nell  forlorn. 
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8Lie  <lt¥Httt)4  ;  auci  In  J  a  sliip  that  p1ougli9 
A  fuamy  furrow  thruug^b  the  »eas. 

As  jiluitging  gnily,  from  her  lw>w» 
hlw  sen  Iters  diautonils  ou  the  breeze. 

Swift,  homeward  bound ,  with  flags  dt^lajed 
III  iH^iinoned  |>ompf  with  druio  aoci  me. 

And  all  the  proud  tdd-worhl  parade 
That  marks  tb©  mati-o -war  man*g  life. 

Sbf!  dreams  and  dreams ;  ber  heart  *»  at  «ea ; 

Dreama  while  ahe  wears  the  golden  ring ; 
Her  spirit  follows  loviugly 

Que  humble  servant  of  the  king. 

And  thus  for  year*,  since  Hope  sunrives 
To  cheer  the  maid  and  nerve  the  youth* 

**  Forget-me-not  I "  —  how  fair  it  thrives 
Where  planted  in  the  soil  of  Truth  ! 

The  skie,^  are  changed  ;  and  o*er  the  seat 
Within  a  calm,  secpiestered  nook, 

Rc^ta  at  her  anchor  tlhink fully 

The  tail-sterued  sliip  uf  gallant  Couk. 

The  emerald  shores  ablaze  with  tlowers, 
Tlie  i^a  reHci'ts  the  ^lulling  sky. 

Soft  breathes  tlie  air  of  perfumed  Itowers  — 
How  sad  to  leave  it  all,  and  die  ! 

To  die,  when  all  around  is  fair 

And  step{)cd  in  beauty  ;  —  ah  !  *t  is  hard 
When  ease  and  joy  succeed  to  care, 

And   rest,  to  "  watch  "   and    "  mounted 

gllATd/* 

But  harder  still,  when  one  dear  plan. 
The  «.'nd  of  all  his  life  and  cares, 

Hangs  by  a  thread  ;  the  dying  man 
Moat  needs  our  sympathy  and  prayers  ! 

*T  wTis  thus  with  Forby  as  he  lay 
VVan  in  his  narro%v  canvas  cot  ; 

Sole  tenant  of  the  lone  **  sick  bay,'* 

Though  **  mates  "  came  round,  he  heard 
them  not. 

For  days  his  spirit  strove  and  fought, 
tint,  ah  t  the  frame  was  all  too  weak. 

Bonie  phantom  strange  it  seemed  ho  sought, 
Ajid  vainly  tried  to  rise  and  speak. 


At  last  he  smiled  and  brightened  up, 
The  noonday  bugle  went  ;  and  hu 

Drained  (*t  was  his  last)  the  cooling  cup 
A  roesBinate  offend  helpfully. 

Hi?*  tonjjue  was  loosed  —  **  I  hear  the  horn  I 

Ah,  ^ellt  m^  ntMmber*$Jlpng.     Seel  — 

The    horses     too  j  —  they  *ve    had    their 


corn. 
A1a8»  dear  love  I 


I  part  from  thee  1  *' 


He  waved  his  wasted  hand,  and  cried, 
**  Sweet  Nell  1      Dear  maid  f     My  own 
true  Nell  f 
The  eoaoh  won*t  wait  for  me  I "  .  *  .  and 
died  — 
And  this  was  Forby 'a  strange  farewell. 

Next  mom  the  barge,  with  muffled  oars, 
Fulls  slowly  forthf  and  leaves  the  slip 

With  flags  half*mast,  and  gains  the  shores^ 
While  silence  seals  each  comrade's  lip^ 

They  bury  him  benefit li  a  tree» 

His  treasure  in  his  bosom  hid. 
What  was  that  treasure  ?     Go  and  see  ! 

Long  iinoe  it  bofst  hia  eoifin-lid  I 

Nell  gave  to  Forby,  once  in  phLf» 
Some  hips  of  roses,  with  the  se 

Of  hed^row  plants,  and  Howerets  g^f 
(In  England  duch  might  count  for  we«da}* 

"Take    ihcse,"   cries    smUing    Nell,   "to 
sow 

In  foreign  lands  ;  and  when  folk  aee 
The  English  rosea  bloom  and  grow. 

Some  one  may  bleaa  mo  oiilj^own  me/' 

The  turf  lies  men  on  Forby *s  bed, 

A    bnodred    yean    hare    passed,   and 
more. 

But  twining  over  Forby *s  head 
Are  NelTs  sweet  roaes  on  that  shore* 

The  violet  and  the  effUmline, 
With  sweet-breathed  eowalipi,  deok  tbe 
spot. 
And  nestling  *mid  them  !n  the  shine, 
The     meek,     blne-eycd     **  Forget  •  me* 
not  I '' 
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TO   A   MOUNTAIN 

To  thee,  O  father  of  the  atatelj  peakt^ 
Above  me  iu  the  loftier  light  —  to  thee, 
Jinperinl  brother  of  th»ae  awful  hills, 
Whose  feet  arc  aet  in  spleudid  split! ree  of 

ttamef 
Whose  headi  ure  where  the  gods  are,  and 

whose  sides 
Of  strength  are  belted  round  with  all  tbe 

zones 
Of  all  the  world,  I  dedicate  these  songs. 
And  if,  within  the  eonipass  of  this  book. 
There  Uvea  and  glows  one  verae  in  which 

there  beats 
The  pulse  of  wind  and   torrent -» if  one 

line 
Is  here  that  tike  a  running  water  sounda^ 
And  seems  an  eeho  from  the  laiids  of  leaf. 
Be  &ure  that  line  m  thine.     Here,  in  thia 

home, 
Away  from    men   aod  hooka   and   all    the 

Schiwiliii 
I  take  thee  for  my  Teacher.     In  thy  voice 
Of  deathleidii  majesty^  I,  kneeling-,  hear 
God's  grand   autheotie   gospel  I     Year  hy 

year, 
The  great  sublime  cantata  of  thy  storm 
Strikes  through  tay  spirit  —  filla  it  with   a 

life 
Of  startling  beauty  I     Thou  my  Bible  art 
Witii  holy  leaves  of  rock,  aud  dower,  and 

tree, 
And  moss,  and  shining  ruuneL     From  each 

page 
That  helps  to  njake  thy  aw^al  vol  time,  I 
Have  learned  a  noble  lesion.     In  the  psalm 
Of  thy  g'rave  winds,  and  in  the  liturgy 
Of  £tin|^iiit^  waters,  lo  I  loy  son  I  has  heard 
The   higher  worship  ;  aiid    from    thee,  in- 
deed, 
The  broad  fonnrlations  of  a  finer  hope 
Were  gathered  in  ;   and  thou  hast  lifted 

up 
Tlic  bliiid  horizon  for  a  larger  faith. 
Moreover,  walking  in  exalted  w<M>ds 
i)f  naked  glory,  in  the  green  and  gold 
Of  forest  «^un^hine,  I  hnve  fiaiised  like  one 
With  all  the  life  transfigured  i  and  a  dood 
Of  life  ineffable  has  made  me  feel 
As    felt   the   grand   old   prophets   caught 

away 


By  flames  of  inapinition  ;  but  the  words 
Snftkient  for  the  story  of  my  drifajn 
Are  far  too  sjdendid  for  poop  btuuan  lipil 
But  thoa,  to  whom  I  turn  with   reireMi 
eyeis  — 

0  stately  Father,  whose  majestic  face 

far  above  the   zone    of   wind  tad 

eload, 

?  high  doiniiuoit  of  the  mortiiitg  if— 

tiB«t  the  Songs  complete  of  whidb  my 

songs 

iliid  adiimbrations  I      Certjiin  soafld* 
oug  authentic  aorrow  in  tliL^  boc4 
lave  the   sob    of  U|^ilaiid   torrenU  — 

theae, 
A         jalj    these,    may    toticb    tbe    griit 

World's  heart  ; 

1  i  they  are  the  issue  a  of  tbat  ^ef 
makes  a  man  more  hu]3iAti«  and  Itt 
life 

More  like  tliat  frank  exalted  life  of  thiiit\ 
But  in  these  piiges  there  are  other  tone* 
In    whieh    thy    large,    superior     voice   h 

not  ^ 
Ttirough  which  no  beauty  that   resensbie^ 

thine 
11  aa    ever  E*hown,     The-se  are   the  hrokeo 

words 
Of  hlind  occasions,  when  the   World  b* 

come 
Between  me  and  my  dj^eam.      Ko  sonf  ^ 

here 
Of  mighty  compass  ;  for  mj  singing  robf^ 
I  *Te   worn   in   stolen   niomeots.      All  bit 

days 
Have  been  the  days  of  a  laborious  life, 
And  ever  on  my  struggling  sool  ha.s  hutfid 
The    fierce    heat   of   thia    hurried   sphrie- 

Hut  thou, 
To  who  Be  fjur  inaj'eaty  I  dedicate 
My  botjk  of  rhymes  --*  thou  hast  the  f*> 

feet  rest 
Wliich  makes  the  heaven   of  the  higlje?t 

gods  1 
To  thee  the  noise;*  of  this  violent  time 
Are  far,  faint  whispers,  and,  from  jige  w 

age, 
Within  the  world  and  yet  apart  from  it. 
Thou  standest  I  Hound  thy  lordly  c^pe^  ^ 

sea 
I  Rolls  on  with  a  superb  indifference 
Forever  ;  in  thy  deep,  green,  gracious  g^'^ 
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The  ftilver  foutitJUti«  sing  forever.     Fw 
Above  dim  ghoetA  of  waters  m  tbe  cavea, 
Tbe  rojal  robe  of  mormng  on  thy  heiul 
Abidee  forever  I     Evermore  the  wind 
Jm  thj  ftogiiftt  compuiioit ;  and  thy  peers 
Are  daiu<C<uid  Umnder,  aiid  the  face  tubltizie 
Of  blue  mid-beaven  1     On  thy  awhil  brow 
Is  Deitj  ;  and  in  that  voice  of  thine 
There  is  the  great  imperial  utterance 
(If  God  forever  ;  and  thy  feet  are  set 
Where  evermore,  through  all  the  days  and 

years, 
There  rolls  the  grand  hymn  of  tbe  deathless 


COOGEE 

StKG  the  song  of  wav^wom  Coogoe,  Coo- 
gee  in  tbe  distance  white, 
With   its  jags  and  point**  disrupted,  gaps 

and  fracturcH  fringed  with  light  ; 
Haunt  of  ^ledes,  and  restlesji  plovers  of  the 

meiancboly  wail, 
Ever  tending  deeper  pathos  to  tbe  xiiel« 

anchoTy  gale* 
There,   my   brothers,   down    the    fissures, 

cba»ms  deep  and  wan  an<l  wild, 
Grows  the  sea^bloom,  one  thai  blushes  Uke 

a  shrinking,  fair,  blind  child  ; 
And  amongst  the  oozing  foro lauds  miuiy  a 

glad  green  rock- vine  runs, 
Getting  eaae  on  earthy  ledges,  sheltered 

from  December  suns. 

Often^  when  a  gnsty  morning,  rising  cold 

and  gray  and  strange, 
Lifts  its  face  from  watery  spaces,  vistas 

fidl  with  cloudy  change, 
Bearing  np  a  gloomy  burden  which  anon 

negius  to  wane, 
Fadiog  in  the  sudden  shadow  of  a  dark  de* 

termined  nun, 
Do  I  seek  an  eastern  window,  so  to  watch 

the  breakers  beat 
Roimd  the  steadfast  crags  of  Coogee,  dim 

with  drifts  of  driving  sleet : 
Hearing  hollow  monmful  noises  sweeping 

down  a  solemii  shore, 
While  the  grim  sMFemves  are  tidelesB,  and 

the  storm  strives  at  their  core. 

Often  when  the  floatiug  vapors  ftU  tbe  silent 

autumn  leas, 
I>reaming    memories   fall   like   moonlight 

over  silent  sleeping 


Youth  and  I   and   Love   together  I  other 

times  and  other  themes 
Come  to  me  unsung,  unwept  for,  through 

the  faded  evening  gleams. 
Come  to  me  and  touch  uie  mutely  —  I  that 

looked  and  longed  su  well, 
Sliall  I  look  and  yet  forget  them?  —  who 

may  know  or  who  foretell  ? 
Though  the  southern  wind  roams,  shadowed 

with  its  immemorial  griof, 
Where  the  frosty  wings  of  Winter  leave 

their  whiteness  on  the  leaf. 

Friend  of  mine  beyond  the  waters,  here 

and  there  these  perished  days 
Haunt  nie  with  tlieir  sweet  dead  faces  and 

their  old  divided  ways. 
Yon  tlmt  helped  and  you  that  loved  me, 

take  this  song,  and  when  you  read 
I<et  tbe  lost  things  come  about  you,  set 

your  thoughts,  and  hear  ana  heed. 
Time  has  laid  hi^  burden  on  us  —  we  wba 

wear  our  manhood  now. 
We  would  be  the  trays  we  have  been,  freo 

of  heart  and  bright  of  brow. 
Be  the  boys  for  just  an  hour,   with  the 

splendor  and  the  speech 
Of  thy  lights  and  thunders,  Coogee,  flying 

up  thy  gleaming  beach. 

Hearths  destre  and  heart's  diviiiioii)  who 

would  eome  and  say  to  me. 
With  the  eyes  of  far^ff  friendship,  **  Yon 

are  as  you  used  to  be  ?  ^' 
Something  glad  and  good  has  left  me  here 

with  liekening  discontent. 
Tired  of  looking,  neither  knowing  what  it 

was  or  where  it  went. 
So  it  is  this  sight  of  Coogee,  shining  in  the 

morning  dew, 
Sets  me  stumnling  through  dim  BUfnmers 

onoe  00  Hre  with  youth  and  you — 
Summers  piJe  as  southern  evenings  when 

the  year  has  lost  its  power 
And  the  wasted  face  of  April  weeps  above 

the  withered  flower. 

Not  that  seasons  bring  no  solace,  not  that 

time  lacks  lighl  and  rest. 
But  the  old  things  were  tbe  dearest,  mod 

the  old  loves  seetn  the  beil. 
We  that  start  al  soc^  familiaf ,  we  thai 

tremble  at  a  tone 
Flouting  down  the  wmjs  of  nmsi/^,  like  a 

sigh  of  sweetness  flown. 


We  can  never  feel  tbe  fpeslmess,   never 

find  tigain  the  d^chmI 
Left   amatig   falr-^feat  ired  plsLcea^   bright" 

ened  of  our  brtj  Jierhood, 
Tliia  and  thin  we  hftve  to  think  of  when  the 

night  ia  over  aU, 
When  the  wooda  begin  to  perish,  and  the 

raina  begin  to  fall. 

SEPTEMBER   IN   AUSTRALIA 

GaAT  Winter  bath  gone,  like  ft  wearisome 

gnest, 
Andf  behdid,  for  repayment, 
September  cornea  in  with  the  wind  of  the 
West 
And  the  Spring  in  her  raiment  1 
The  wfijs  of  the  froat  have  been  filled  of 
the  flowers. 
While  the  forest  diseoveis 
Wild  wings,  with  the  bale  of  hyaline  honrs, 
An  J  a  muaie  of  lovera. 

September,  the  maid  with  the  swift  silver 
feet  I 
She  glides^  and  she  graces 
The  Tallcys  of  coolncHa,  the  iJopes  of  the 
heat, 
With  her  blossomy  traces  ; 
Sweet  morith,  with  a  month  that  Lb  mode 
of  a  rose, 
She  lightena  and  lingers 
In  spots   where  the  harp  of  the  evening 
glows, 
Attuned  by  her  fingers. 

The  atream  from  ita  home  in  the  hollow 
hill  Hlipa 
In  a  darling  old  fashion  ; 
And  the  day  goeth  down  with  a  etong  on  its 
lips 
Whose  kej-note  is  passion  ; 
Far  ont  in  the  fierce,  hitter  front  of  the  sea 

I  stand,  and  remember 
Bead  things  that  were  brothers  and  sbtera 
of  thee, 
Resplendent  September. 

The  West,  when  tt  blows  at  the  fall  of  the 
noon 

And  beats  on  the  beaches, 
So  filled  with  a  tender  and  tremuloQS  tune 

That  touches  and  teaches  ; 


The  stories   of  Youth,  of    the    burden  «f 
Time, 
And  the  death  of  DoTotion, 
Come  bai!k  with  the  wind,  and  are  Ibetna 
of  the  rhyme 
In  the  waves  of  the  ocean. 


We,  having  a  secret  to  others  unknown, 
In  the  cool  mountiun-mo^^ses, 

hisper  together^  September,  alone 

ur  loves  and  our  losses. 

[»rd  for  hex*  beauty^  and   oiue  for  the 

plaee 

gave  to  the  hours  ; 

hen  we  may  km  her,  and  euifer  her 

face 

leep  with  the  iovrers. 

daces  that  knew  of  the  gold  and  tk 
white 

he  forehead  of  Mofnin^ 
h>j\.   ^arken  and  qnake,  and  the* steps  «f 

the  Night 
Are  heavy  with  warning  I 
Her  voice  in  the  distance  is  lofty  and  lood 

Through  its  echoiug  gorges  ; 
She  bath  hidden  her  eyes  iu  a  mantle  c»f 
cloudy 
And  her  feet  in  the  surges  ! 

On  the  tops  of  the  hills,  on  the  tnrrel^ 
cones  — 
Chief  temples  of  thunder^ 
The  gale,  like  a  ghost,  in  the  middle  wnM 
moanSf 
Gliding  over  and  under. 
The  sea,  flying  white  through  the  raek  snd 
the  rain, 
Leapeth  wild  at  the  forelands  ; 
And  the  plover,  whose  cry  Is  like  pai&ios 
with  pain, 
Complains  in  the  moorlands. 

Oh,  season  of  changes — ^of  shadow  nsi 
shine  — 
September  the  splendid  I 
My  song   liath  no  music  to  mingle  wiit 
tlune, 
And  its  burden  is  ended  ; 
But  thon,  being  bom  of  the  winds  and  t^ 
sun, 
By  mountain,  by  river, 
Mav  lighten  and  listen,  and  loiter  and  ro^ 
With  thy  voices  forever. 
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THE   LAST  OF  HIS  TRIBE 

Hk  croucbes,  and  bunes  his  face  on   his 
knees, 
And  birien  in  the  dtirk  of  his  hair  ; 
For  he  cannot  look  up  to  tlie  storm-smiiUiD 
trees. 
Or  think  of  the  lonelhiess  there  — 
Of  the  loss  anil  the  loneliness  there. 

rh«  irallaroos  grope  through  the  tnfta  of 
the  grass, 
Attd  turn  to  their  covers  for  fear  ; 
Bat  he  aita  in  the  ashes  and  leta  them 


Where  the  boomerangs  sleep  with   the 

spear  — 
With    the    nullah,    the    sling,  and    the 

spear. 

Uloota,  behold   him  I    The   thunder   that 
breaks 
On  the  top  of  the  rocks  with  the  mini 
And  the  ¥riml  which  drives  up  with  the  salt 
of  the  lakes. 
Have  Diade  him,  a  hunter  agun  — 
A  hunter  and  lisher  agniti. 

For  his  eyes  have  been  full  with  a  amoul* 
dering  thought ; 
But  he  dreams  of  the  hunts  of  yore. 
And  of  foes  that  he  sought,  and  of  tights 
that  he  fought 
With  those  who  will  battle  no  more  — 
Who  will  go  to  the  battle  no  more. 

It  is  well  that  the  water  which  tumbles  and 
ftUs. 
Goes  moaning  and  moaning  along  ; 
For  an  echo  rails  out  from  the  sides  of  the 
hills, 
And  he  starts  at  a  wonderful  song  — 
At  the  sounds  of  a  wonderful  song. 


And  he  sees  through  the  rents  of  the  scat* 
tering  fogs. 
The  corroboree  warlike  and  grim, 
And  the  lubra  who  sat  by  the  Are  on  the 
logs, 
To  watch,  like  a  mourner,  for  liim  — 
Like  a  mother  and  mourner  for  him. 

Will  he  go  in  hia  sleep  from  theae  deaolate 
laoda, 
Like  a  chief,  to  the  rest  of  his  race, 


With  the  honej-voiced  woman  who  beck* 
ous  and  staiids. 
And  gleams  like  a  dream  in  his  face  — 
Like  a  marveUoua  dream  in  his  face  ? 


THE  VOICE   IN  THE  WILD   OAK 

Twelve  years  ago,  when  I  could  face 

High  heaven's  dome  with  different  cyes^ 
In  days  full-flowered  with  hours  of  grace. 

And  nights  not  sad  with  sighs, 
I  wrote  a  song  in  which  I  strtive 

To  shadow  forth  thy  strain  of  woe. 
Dark  widowed  bister  of  the  grove  — 

Twelve  wasted  years  ago. 

But  youth  was  then  too  young  to  find 

Those  high  authentic  syllables 
^liosc  voice  is  like  the  wintering  wind 

By  sunless  mountain  fells  ; 
Nor  had  I  sinned  and  suifered  then 

To  that  superlative  degree 
Tliat  I  would  rather  seek,  than  meOt 

Wild  fellowship  with  thee. 

But  he  who  heart  this  autumn  day 

Thy  more  than  deep  autumnal  rhyneiy 
Is  one  whose  hair  waa  shot  with  gray 

By  grief  instead  of  time. 
Ue  has  no  need,  like  nuuiy  a  bard« 

To  sing  imaginary  tiain« 
Because  he  bears,  and  finds  it  hard, 

The  punishment  of  Cain. 

No  more  be  sees  the  affluence 

AVhich  makes  the  heart  of  Katnre  glad ; 
For  he  has  lost  the  fine  first  sense 

Of  beauty  that  he  had. 
The  old  delight  God^a  happy  breete 

Waa  wont  to  give,  to  gnef  has  grown  ; 
Ami  the  re  fare,  Niobc  of  treeSi 

His  song  is  like  thine  own* 

But  L  who  am  that  perished  soul. 

Have  wasted  bo  these  powers  of  niiQ% 
That  I  ean  never  write  that  wholoi 

Pure,  perfect  ipeech  of  thin«. 
Some  lord  of  wow  MftMl,  tupvatlM* 

The  grave,  grand  melody  demanda  ; 
The  dark  trmiislation  of  thy  theme 

1  leave  to  other  hands. 

Yet  here,  where  nloreis  nightly  eaU 
Acroea  dim  ineiajiehoty  leaa  — 
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Wliera  eoni^a  bj  wHstling  tea  fttid  hJl 

Tiie  moa.n  of  fai^iflf  &eaa  — 
A  gray  old  Fancy  oficn  sita 

Beneath  thy  afiade  with  tired  wings, 
And  ftlla  thy  strong,  strange  rhyme  by  fits 

With  awfid  uttaiings. 

Then  times  there  are  when  aU  the  words 

Are  like  the  senienoaa  of  one 
Shut  in  by  fate  from  wind  and  hirdd 

And  light  of  star^  and  sun  t 
Ko  dazzling  drynd,  but  a  dark 

Dreani^haiLuted  spirit,  doomed  to  be 
Imprisoned^  cramped  in  bands  of  batk. 

For  all  eternity, 

Yea^  like  the  speech  of  one  aghast 

At  Immortality  in  chains, 
WhRt  time  the  lordly  itorm  rides  past 

With  flnmea  and  arrowy  rains  ; 
Some  wan  Tithonus  of  the  wood, 

Whitp  with  imjtic*fl**tiralile  years  — 
An  awful  ghost,  in  solitude 

With  moaning  moors  and  meres  ! 

And  when  high  thunder  smites  the  hill 
And  hunts  the  wild  dog  to  his  den, 

Thy  cries,  like  maledictions,  shrill 
And  shriek  from  glen  to  glen, 

As  if  a  frightful  memory  whipped 


Thy  soul  for  some  infernal  crime 
That  left  it  bhisted,  blind,  and  stripped -< 
A  dread  to  Death  and  Time  I 

But  when  the  fair-haired  Aaguat  dies, 

And  flowers  wnx  strong  and  beautifal, 
Thy  songs  are  stately  harmonies 
By  wood- lights  green  and  cool. 
Most  like  the  voiee  of  one  who  shows 
"Tirough  sufferings  fierce^  in  Ene  relift 
able  patience  and  repose  — 
,  dignity  in  grief, 

,  ah  1  eonceptions  fade  awny, 

nd  still  the  life  that  lives  in  thee^ 
soul  of  thy  majestic  lay,  ^m 

emains  a  mystery  I  ^H 

,  be  must  speak  the  speech  divine^^^ 
be  language  of  the  high-throned  lor^ 
a  *d  give  that  grand  old  theme  of  tliise 
s  sense  in  faultless  words. 

By  hollow  lands  and  sea-tracts  harsh, 

With  ruin  of  the  fourfold  gale. 
Where  sighs  the  sedge  and  sobs  the  marsl^ 

Still  wail  thy  lonely  wail  ; 
And,  year  by  year,  one  step  will  break 

The  sleep  of  far  hill-folded  streams, 
And  seek,  if  only  for  thy  sake. 

Thy  home  of  many  dreams. 


^crcp  f*  ^innett 


THE    SONG    OF   THE    WILD 
STORM-WAVES 

(AFTER   THE  LOSS   OF  THE    "TARARUA") 

Oh,  ye  wild  waves,  shoreward  dashing. 

What  is  your  tale  to-day  ? 
O'er  the  rocks  your  white  foam  splashing, 

While  the  moaning  wind  your  spray 

Whirls  heavenwards  away 
In  the  mist  ? 
Have  ye  heard  the  timbers  crashing 

Of  the  good  ship  out  at  sea  ? 
Seen  the  masts  the  dank  ropes  lashing. 

While  the  sailors  bend  the  knee, 

And  vainly  call  on  Heaven 
To  assist  ? 

Oh,  ay  I  we  Ve  seen  and  heard  — 
Ob|  ay  !  we  've  heard  and  seen 


More  than  ever  you  could  gather 

More  than  ever  you  could  glean 
From  our  tale. 
We  have  seen,  and  heard,  and  laughed, 
As  we  tossed  the  shattered  craft. 
While  those  on  board,  aghast. 
Every  moment  thought  their  last, 
In  the  gale. 

We  tossed  them  like  a  plaything. 

And  rent  their  riven  sail  ; 
And  we  laughed  our  loud  Ha  !  ha ! 

With  the  demons  of  the  gale 
In  their  ears. 
We  have  laughed,  and  heard,  and  seen, 
In  the  lightnmg*s  lurid  sheen. 

And  the  growling  thunder's  blast  ; 

And  we  drowned  them  all  at  last 
For  their  fears. 


^^^■^^^H 

^^3 
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"ere  mot  hew  there  on  board 

This,  this,  now  is  the  tale                                  _^J 

their  littk-  ones  in  anna  ; 

We  haYe  to  tell  t^nday,                                 ^M 

•ere  maideos  there  on  board 

And  now  to  you  we  've  sung  it                  ^^^^H 

lovely  in  their  charms 

lu'our  merr}%  mocking  waj.                   ^^^^| 

Thftii  the  day  ; 

Do  you  hear  7                            ^^^^M 

un  we  beard,  and  laughed 

Haw  our  havoc  we  have  wrought,              ^^^^^| 

aahed  across  the  craft  ; 

And  to  defitruction  brought                        ^^^^H 
The  treasures  of  the  Earth,                   ^^^^H 

>  our  master  shrieked  and  roaredi 

»  swept  them  overboard^ 
Aud  away. 

Held  by  man  in  price,  and  worth,         ^^^H 
Very  dear  ?                                   ^^^H 

y  battled  all  in  Tain, 

Oh  \  ye  cruel  waves  up-dashing,                ^^^^| 

their  puny  human  atrengtb* 

Why  rejoice  you  so  to-day  ?                  ^^^^H 

frasp  they  were  aA  nothing  ; 

As  shoreward  ye  come  crfti»hing                ^^^^^| 

,  down,  thej  sank  at  length 

From  your  cruel,  cruel  play  ;                ^^^^H 

Why  niug  ye  up  your  spray                  ^^^^B 

On  the  shore  ?                               ^^^H 

In  the  sea  ; 

1  again  we  sereamed, 

arid  tlftsbes  gleamed. 

The  sand  your  salt  spume  splashing,        ^^^^| 

»*er  their  heads  we  swept, 

As  ye  frolic  in  your  glee  ;                             ^^| 

br  joy  we  danced  and  leapt 

As  the  iron  rocks  ye  *re  lashing,                ^^^^M 

In  our  gloe. 

Ye  scourges  of  the  tea,  —                     ^^^^H 

^^ 

WiU  jre  never  then  be  glutted                  ^^^H 

^^ 

Any  more  ?                                 ^^^^M 

pH 

^mitl^                                ^^M 

H    THE  WAIF 

He  was  a  waif,  but  with  him  died             ^^^H 

^B 

A  world  of  yearnings  deep  within  —           ^H 

Bm  Ibe  bii»hf  and  passed 

Yearning  to  loftiest  things  allied,                     ^^M 

IHWrilil^^  of  livmg  men, 

wwi  ffie  nook  that  held  hiin  Ust, 

But  wrecked  by  cruel  fate,  or  sin.                  ^M 

^H 

erer  saw  his  face  again. 

None  heard  the  lone  one's  dying  prayer          ^H 

Save  Infinite  Hty  bending  oVr,                     ^H 
Who,  haply,  bore  him  quietly  where                ^H 

be,  in  tlie  wildering  wockd 

andered;  wearj«  spent  of  breath, 

They    hunger    and    they    tbitst    na  ^^^H 

jdl-mastering  solitude 

^^^^H 

lo  the  deeper  hui&h  of  death* 

^^^^H 

0  H  Tsat  woods  1  what  fond  llfe^reanii^^^B 
Te  cloee  1  what  broken  lives  ye  hide  l^^^^H 

ice  he  crawled  where  the  low  bush. 

▼erdant,  whispered   streams  were 

Darkly  absorbed,  like  hopeful  streanti,     ^^^H 

1,  but  despemte,  made  a  mah, 
'cund,  0  God  1  the  bed  was  drj^  1 

^^^^H 

Stranger  the  tales  ye  could  unfold           ^^^H 

Than  wild  romancer  ever  permed*         ^^^^H 

a  waif,  and  friends  had  none ; 

Renuiiuing  buried  in  the  mould                       ^^M 

knows  but  in  some  distant  land 

Till    time  shall  cease,  and    mvitery  ^^^H 

br  mourns  her  errant  ton, 

I                                               <^^H 

Wit  longs  to  clasp  his  hand  f 

^H 

^^^ 

^^ 

^J 
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ftmtig  Cprreli  4Bill 


BENEATH    THE    WATTLE 
BOUGHS 

The  wattles  were  »w©et  with  S«ptetiiber*B 

rain, 
Wft  drauk  in  their  bre&ih  and  the  bre&th 

of  the  eipnug  : 
^  Out  puUes  are  strong  with  the  tide  of 

life." 
I  eaid,  "  and  one  jear  ii  so  swift  &  thing  J  " 

The    Und    all    aroimd    wba    ^eUow   with 

bloom. 
The  birds  in  the  br&nohes  sang  jojroQB  and 

ahrtll. 
The  blue  range  rofie  'gainst  the  blue  of  the 

aky. 
Yet  she  siglied, "  But  death  may  be  stronger 

itmi" 


Then  I  reached  and  gathered  «  hlosiamj 

bough, 
And  divided  it>  elnsterine'  sprays  in  twtin, 
"  A«  a  token  for  each  "  (I  cki&ed  on*  in  hts 

hand) 
^'Till  we  come  to  the    ead   of   the  jm 

agamr' 

the  years  sped  on,  strtuig  high  vitk 

life; 
augbter  and  gold  were  the  gifts  ^ 

gave, 

chanced  one  day  oe  ^oine  pale  ^ai 

flowers, 
pf^Lc,  shaking  and  white,  **  One  marr 

gift  1  crave-*' 

/'  a  shadow  voice  in  the  air  replied, 
ith  tbc  bloaaomiug  wattles  joa  ^H  fiad 

A  grave  I " 


dfearafi  IDcUfi 


THE  DIGGER'S   CRAVE 

He  g ought  Aufttralm*s  far-famed  ialej 
Hoping  tbat  Fortune  on  his  lot  would  smile, 
III  search  for  gold.     When  pne  short  year 

had  flown, 
Ho  wrote  the  welcome  tidings  to  his  own 
Betrothfed ;    told    how   montha    of    toiling 

vain 
Made    ten-fold    Bweetcr    to    him    sudden 

gain ; 
With  sauguina   words,  traced  with   love's 

eager  hand. 
He  bade  her  join  him  in  this  bright  south 

land. 
Oft  as  he  sjit,  his  long  day's  labor  o'er, 
lu  his  buah  hut^  he  dreamed  of  home  once 

more  ; 
His  thoxights  to  the  old  country  home  in 

Kent 
Returned.   ^  was  Christmos^ayt  and  they 

two  went 
O'er  frost  and  snow  ;  the  Christmas  anthem 

rang 
Throiigb  the  old  church,  which  echoed  as 

they  sang. 


That  day  had  Philip  cotirage  gained  t©  tel 
ll'iA  talo  of  love  to  pretty  Chri^tab^I  ; 
And  she,  on  her  part,  with  ingenuous  gi^in". 
Endorsed  the  tell-tale  of  her  blushing  fsw*- 
Bream  on,  true  lover  I   never,  nerer  thtsa 
Shalt  press  the  kiss  of  welcoiut;  on  herbrii^ 
E'en  ijow  a  comrade,  eager  for  thy  ^old^ 
Abovtj  thy  fond  true  heart  the  knife  dji 

hold  ^ 
One  stroke  J  the  weapon  's  plunged  into  b 

breast  ; 
So  sure  the  aim  that,  like  a  ehild  at  r^t 
The  nuirrlored  digger  lies^  —  a  h^ppy  sm^'^ 
Parts  the  full  manly  bearded  lips  thtf  whut 

Next  day  they  found  him.     In  his  dfii> 

eohl  hand. 
He  held  his  Inst  home  letter,  lately  $eikm^ 
With  lore- lit  eyes  ;  and  next  his  heart  i^^ 

foimd 
A  woman's  kerchief  which,  when  theji^ 

wound, 
Disclosed  a  look  of  silken  auburn  hair 
And  portrait  of  a  girl's  face,  fresli  i«<i  ^* 
Dyed  w-ith  the   life-blood  of  his  faitifti^ 

heart* 


^H 

^^^^^^^M          ^^^^^^^H 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^■^^■^tfl^^^^^^^l 

^^I^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^I^^HB 
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I'o  more  tboti  one  eyo,  tears  tinbiddeti  itort ; 

The   bright-hued   birds  true   nature's   re-          1 

With  reverent  haods,  and   rough,  uticoti- 

quieui  gave,                                                         1 

scions  gmce, 

And  wattlc-bioom    bestrews  the  digg«r*ft   _^J 

They  hud  him  iu  his  lonely  resting-plftce. 

grave,                                                     ^M 

^rtf)Ut  |patc|(ect  ill^artin                             H 

LOVE  AND  WAR 

Then  the  maid  dried  her  tears  and  looked 

up  in  his  eyes, 

^       The  Chaucellor  mused  as  he  mbbled  his 

And    she    said,    "Thou   of    loving  art 

pen 

worthy  : 

(Sure  no  Minister  ever  looked  wiser), 

W^hen  all  are  in  danger  no  brave  man  e'er 

Aisd   said,  *^  I  cau  summon  a   wiliiuu   of 

lUes, 

men 

And  thy  love  should  spur  on  —  not  deter 

To  fight  for  their  country  and  Kaiser  ; 

thee/' 

•*  While  that  shallow  charlatau  ruling  o*er 

The   Chancellor   took   a  cigar,   which  he 

France, 

at. 

Who  deems  himself  deeper  than  MerliDi 

And  he  muttered,  '*  Here's  naught  to 

Thinks  he  and  his  soldiers  have  only  to 

alarm  me  i 

dance 

By  Heaven  1  I  swear  they  are  both  of  tliem 

To  the  tune  of  the  Can-con  to  Berlin. 

\       fit                         ^ 

To  march  with  the  great  German  army.**         i 

**  But  as  sooti  as  he  gets  to  the  bank  of  the 

^^M 

Rhine, 

^H 

Hell    be   met    by   the    great  German 

THE  CYNIC  OF  THE  WOODS »       ■ 

anny/* 

^^M 

Then  the  Chanceltor  laughed,  and  he  said, 

I  COME  from  busy  hannts  of  men,                ^^M 

"I  will  dine, 

With  nature  to  commune,                           ^^H 

For  I  sec  nothijjg  much  to  alarm  me.** 

Which  vou,  it  seems,  observe,  and  Ibea      ^^V 

Laugh  out,  like  some  buffoon.                        1 

Yet  still  as  he  weut  out  be  paused  by  the 

^J 

door 

You  oeaie«  and  through  the  forest  drear     ^^^ 

(For  his  miud  was  in  truth  heavy  laden), 

I  paee,  with  sense  of  awe  ;                        ^H 

Aud  hi*  saw  a  stout  felloWi  equipped  for 

When  once  again  upon  my  ear                    ^^M 

the  war, 

Breaks  in  yotir  harsh  guffaw.                   ^^| 

Embracing  a  fair-hair^  young  maiden. 

^^H 

I  look  aloft  to  vonder  pl«M^  ^^M 
Wher^*  placidly  you  sit,                            ^^M 

fo!   ho!**   said   the  Chanoellor,   **thifl 

will  not  do, 

And  tell  you  to  your  very  faee,                    ^^M 

For  Mars  to  be  toying  with  Venns, 

1  do  not  like  your  wit.                              ^^M 

iVlien   these    Frenchmen   are   coming  —  a 

^^H 

rascally  crew  !  — 

X  *m  in  no  mood  for  blatant  j<!st»                 ^^M 

And  the  Rhine  only  flowing  between  nt*^ 

I  hate  your  mocking  song,                         ^^M 

My  weanr  soul  dema^s  the  rest  ^H 
Denied  to  it  so  long*                                   ^H 

80  the  wary  old  fox,  iust  in  order  to  bear^ 
Strode  one  or  two  hupe  paces  nearer  ; 

^^B 

And  be  heard  tht5  youth  say,  '«Mar»  than 

Besides,  there  paaees  thxtmgh  my  brain            1 

[                  lift*  art  thou  dear  \ 

t                dearer/' 

Immortalise  my  name  ?                           ^^M 

Wk                                                  >Tb*gbalUailUli«r, 

or  **  IsmhlTH  >ii"fcsif  ''                                                          ^^H 

%d 
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And  so  I  pace  the  forest  drear. 

Filled  with  a  sense  of  awe, 
When  buder  still  upon  my  ear 

Breaks  in  yoitt  harih  ^iiif aw* 

Yet  trnlj,  Jackass,  it  mftj  be^ 

My  words  ar«  all  uujiut : 
You  laugh  sit  wliat  jou  hear  and  s^e^ 

And  laugh  becauae  you  must. 

You  *ve  seen  Man  oiviliKcd  and  rude, 

Of  varying  race  and  creed, 
The  black-akiuued  aavage  almost  nude, 

The  Eugliahman  in  tweed* 

And  here  the  lubra  oft  has  stray ed. 

To  rest  beneath  this  boughs. 
Where   now,  perebant^'e,  some   fair-bairec 
maid 

May  hear  her  lover's  vowi  ; 

While  yon  from  yonder  lofty  height 
Have  studied  human  ways^ 


Ajid,  with  a  iatirist^s  delight. 
Dissected  hidden  traits. 

Laugh  on,  laugb  on  I     Your  raptni^ 
fihout 

Again  on  me  intrudes  ; 
But  1  have  found  your  secret  out, 

0  oynie  of  the  woods  t 

Well !  I  confess,  grim  mocking  elf, 
Bowe'er  I  rbap^^odl^e^ 
at  I  am  more  iu  love  with  self 
Than  with  the  earth  or  akiea. 

I  will  lay  the  epic  by, 
rbat  I  bad  just  begun  ; 
ly  do  1  babble  ?    Let  me  lie 
Uid  baak  bere  in  tbv  sun. 

d  let  me  own,  were  I  endowed 

i¥itb  your  fine  bumoroim  sense, 

I  if  too,  ahoidd  laugh  —  ay,  qulUt  aa  loiK 
At  all  Man^s  vain  pretence. 


et^d  Cajtina 


AN  AUSTRALIAN  GIRL 

She  has  a  beauty  of  her  own, 
A  beauty  of  a  paler  tone 

Thau  English  belles. 
The  Southern  sun  and  Southern  air 
Have  kissed  her  cheeks  until  they  wear 
The  dainty  tints  that  oft  apperx 

On  rosy  shells. 

Her  frank,  clear  eyes  bespeak  a  mind 
Old-world  traditions  fail  to  bind. 
She  is  not  shy 


^f  uoidf  but  simply  self-possessed  ; 
Her  independence  adds  a  zest 
Unto  her  speech,  her  piquant  jest, 
Her  quaint  reply. 

0*er  classic  volumes  she  will  pore 
With  joy  ;  and  some  scholastic  lore 

Will  often  gain. 
In  sports  she  bears  away  the  bell, 
Nor  under  music's  siren  spell 
To  dance  divineJy ,  flirt  as  well. 

Does  she  disdain. 


(fileanoc  a^ontgometp 


A  NEW  ZEALAND    REGRET 

Come  !  in  this  cool  retreat, 
Under  the  chestnut's  shade, 
Far  from  all  noise  and  heat  — 
I>fstaiit  and  faint  the  beat 


Of  the  great  city  —  we  two  have  stra 
Come,  linnet,  sing  to  rae, 
Sing  my  soul  across  the  sea. 

Sing  !  let  each  rippling  note 
Carry  my  soul  away  ; 


^^^^^^■1 

^^H 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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^^^Hji^im^^^i 
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^tluui  wild  bird's  tliruaty 

Yes  !  DOW  my  wings  I  feel,                              ^^m 

ril  luj  metuory  fctoat, 

Onee  more  tbe  isle  X  see  ;                                   ^^U 

lc*»  wing  my  heart  cooyey, 

Let  sleep  my  eyelids  seal                                     ^^M 

|c)Utlieni  stars  in  beaut j  glow, 

While  tu  tbuse  scenes  I  steal,                            ^^U 

;iiiuut  UfU  bcr  brow  of  auow. 

Borne  thus  uu  melody  ;                                         ^^M 

8o  sweetly  you  have  simg  to  me,                       ^^M 

/ll  see  oar  long  lost  home 

8uug  my  soul  acroie  the  sea.                            ^^M 

Tairoa^fl  g^ras*)-  plain  ; 

^^H 

the  fem  the  eattle  roatn  ; 

ADIEU                                 ^M 

tMBin  upon  hiB  arm  o*er thrown 
Pntd  guards  bis  flocks  again, 

O  BnxpHKRDa  1  take  my  crook  from  me,         ^H 

For  I  DO  longer  here  can  stay.                             ^H 

ileudSf 

There  comes  a  whisper  from  the  sea,                   ^^ 

1  the  hill  the  woolly  sUeam  descends. 

Calking  my  soul  from  you  away  ;                         ^1 
Fricuds  of  my  heart  1  long  trimi  and  true,              J 

,  tbe  early  *'  muster  "  over^ 

O  let  me  leave  my  crook  with  you.                     ^H 

m  and  Tom  I  *iu  slowly  riding 

An  idle  shepherd  have  I  lain,                          ^H 

b    the    home-paddoek   white    with 

Dreaming   while   sheep-dogs   barked   in       ^^ 

lover* 

vain,                                                                     1 

lowed  close  by  Nip  and  Rover, 

Or  chasing  rhymes  to  wreathe  tbe  strain             1 

mrm  allegiance  now  dividing, 

Which  from  sweet  musing  grew*                        J 

H^s  lair  sisters  here  we  meet, 

'■^ml 

kooQiiiig  smiles  their  w«ary  swains 

Above  the  stars  I  drift  in  thought,                    ^H 

Melodious  munnnrings  in  my  ears  ;                 ^H 

As  though  the  upborne  spirit  caught                   ^H 
Suft  echoes  from  tbe  higher  spheres.                 ^H 

tbe  world's  great  heart  abiding, 

1  have  left  the  happy  isle  ; 

But  see  I  far  up  the  aiure  height,                      ^^H 

tan  grass  Toni*s  face  h  hiding, 

Bright  Siriu^  bails  me  with  his  light  I                ^^| 

he  8jjirit-laud  Is  riding. 

My  soul,  impatient  of  delay,                            ^^M 

»ary  thoughts  my  heart  beguile  1 

Hides  on  the  wings  of  thought  away»             ^^H 

luet,  sing  to  me. 

My  heart  alone  with  you  can  stay  :                 ^^M 
My  Shepherds  dear  —  Good  u^Eht  1          ^M 

f  Mill  toTotii  the  sea. 

^^^^     DOMINION   ( 

yv  CANADA                                     H 

^^B      «S»uie(anna  Jbtvi 

clilanb  ill^oobte                           H 

JPdIAN   HUNTER'S  SONG 

Tlie  blithesome  horn  b  sonndiog,                       ^^M 

And  the  woodman's  loud  halkM>  |                    ^H 

irthera  Lights  ore  ilashitig 

And  joyous  steps  are  bounding                           ^^M 
To  meet  th«  Dirch  canoe.                                 ^H 

B  rapids'  restless  flow« 

r  the  wild  waves  dashing 

"  Hurrah  !  the  hunters  come  1 "                 ^^M 

darts  the  light  eanoe  i 

And  the  woods  ring  out                          ^H 

1  merrv  banters  roiiw,  — 

To  their  noisy  shoat,                                ^^M 

►What' cheer  7  What  cheer?  " 

As  they  drag  the  dnn  deer  home  1              ^^H 

(We've  shbin  tbe  deer  ! " 

^^H 

kirah  1  you  *re  welcome  home  1 " 

The  hoarth  is  brightly  bombg,                         ^^M 

^^^^ 

The  mstio  board  is  spne«d  ;                           ^^M 
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Tojfreet  their 

The  childrt 

With  law 


e  returning 

aye  their  bed. 

ind  ahaut  thej  mmet 


That  iDernr  band. 

To  rrasp  lua  hand 

And  hid  hua  wulooiae 


€|iatlrjtf  SDatDjp^an  ^^anlp 


THE  WALKER  OF  THE  SNC 

}   Speed  0%  speed  on,  good  maater  t 
The  camp  liei  far  away  ; 
We  mufit  erosB  the  haunted  vallej' 
Before  the  close  of  day. 

How  the  anow-hlight  eame  1 

I  will  tell  you  as  we  go,  - 
The  blight  of  the  Shadow-himt«r| 

Who  walks  the  tnidnight  anow. 

To  the  cold  Deeeraber  heaven 

Came  the  pale  mooti  mid  the  Rtars, 

As  the  yellow  sun  was  sinking 
Behind  the  purple  bars. 

The  snow  was  deeply  drifted 

Upon  the  ridges  drear, 
That  lay  for  miles  around  me 

And  the  camp  for  which  we  steer. 

'T  was  silent  on  the  hillside, 

And  by  the  solemn  wood 
No  sound  of  life  or  motion 

To  break  the  solitude, 

Save  the  wailing  of  the  moose-bird 
With  a  plaintive  note  and  low, 

And  the  skating  of  the  red  leaf 
Upon  the  frozen  snow. 

And  said  I,  —  "  Tliough  dark  is  falling, 
And  far  the  camp  must  be, 

Yet  my  heart  it  would  be  lightsome, 
If  I  had  but  company." 

And  then  I  sang  and  shouted, 
Keeping  measure,  as  I  sped. 

To  the  harp-twang  of  the  snow-shoe 
As  it  sprang  beneath  my  tread  ; 


Nor  far  Into  the  vallej 

Had  I  dipped  upon  mj  way. 

When  a  d^isky  figure  joined  md, 
hk  a  eapuchon  of  gi^aj, 

Bendlug  upon  the  snow-shoes, 
With  a  long  and  limber  stcide  i 

And  I  hailed  the  dusky  stiuuger. 
As  w«  travelled  aide  bj  aide. 

But  no  token  of  communion 
Gave  he  by  word  or  look. 

And  the  feaivchill  fell  upon  ma 
At  the  croHsiiJg  of  the  hrcK>k. 

For  I  saw  by  the  sickly  moonlight. 
As  I  followed,  bending  low, 

That  the  walking  of  the  stranger 
Left  no  footmarks  an  the  snow. 

Then  the  fear-chill  gathered  o'er  me 
Like  a  shroud  around  me  cast, 

As  I  sank  upon  the  snow-drift 
W^here  the  Shadow-hunter  passed 

And  the  otter-trappers  found  me, 

Before  the  break  of  day. 
With   my  dark   hair    blanched  an( 
whitened 

As  the  snow  in  which  I  lay. 

But  they  spoke   not   as  they  raise) 
me  ; 

For  they  knew  that  in  the  night 
I  had  seen  the  Shadow-hunter, 

And  had  withered  in  his  blight 

Sancta  Maria  speed  us  ! 

The  sun  is  failing  low,  — 
Before  us  lies  the  valley 

Of  the  Walker  of  the  Snow ! 
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SCENES  FROM  -SAUL'* 

DAVID    BXORCtSIKG   MALZAK,  THE    KVIL 
SPIRIT   FROM   THE   LORD 

Scute. — A  ehAnib«r  of  th«  pftUM,  Davtd 
|>UTij)ff  on  hit  harp,  iiAUL  enten  and  liat«tU| 
ana  at  length  David 


SauL    StiU  more,  BtiU  more  :  I  feel  the 
demon  move 
Amidflt  the  gloomy  braaohes  of  mj  btMUit^ 
Am  moves  a  bird  that  bunes  ittelf  deeper 
WttbiQ  its  nest  at  tiiiring  of  the  storm. 

lUAViti  plavi  affaitu 
Were  ever  aotinds  ao  tweet  I  —  where  am 

I?  O, 
I   have   been   down  id   heU,   but  this   is 

bearen  ! 
It  grows  yet  sweeter,  —  't  is  a  wondrous  air. 
Me  thinks  I  lately  died  a  hideous  death, 
And  that  they  buried  me  accursed  and 

cursing. 
But   this   is  not   the   grave  ;    for,  surely, 
music 

,   CouMi  not  to  reanimate  man  'neath  the 
clods, 

Lei  me  not  think  on 't !  yet  a  fiend  fierce 
tore  me. 
I  remember  now,  too  much  remember  ; 
I  am  better :  still  methiiiks  I  fainted  * 
was  the   whole   a  fearful,  nightmare 
dream? 
Kay,  am  I  yet  not  dreaming  ?   No ;  I  wake  : 
~,  as  from  dream  eras  from  being  born, 
tthoul  the  outcry  of  a  mother's  travail ; 
',  as  if  wnking  from  a  revery, 
|_to  myself  am  ushered  by  strange  muaie, 
in  its  solemn  gentleness,  falls  on  me 
m  a  superior*s  blessing.     Give  me  more 
this  sweet  benefit 

[After  harinff  listened  a^ifi* 
Wlio  is  this  stranger  ?     Yes,  I  know  him 

now. 
'T  ia  not  a  heavenly  spirit,  though  so  like  one. 
With  cun'ing  arms  encompasaing  the  harp, 
As  clasps  the  landscape  the  atrial  bow  : 
It  is  the  minstrel  youth  from  Bethlehem  ; 
la  form,  indeed,  auipassing  beautiful. 
Ifethinkit  he  doth  aadrem  himself  to  sing  : 
I II  listen,  for  I  lov«  him  as  he  sits 
ftapt,  like  a  statue  conjured  from  the  air* 
Hisil 


[Sttiat*  accompanying  kims^  on 


David, 

hi*  Karp.j 
0  Lord^  Aai^  mercy  on  the  king  / 
The  evil  tnirii  pvm  him  take  ; 
His  smdfrom  tts  tore  nuffering 
Deliver ^  for  thy  ffoodnesa'  take. 


Saul*     [Aside.^     He  for  me  prays. 

Of  heal  thine  aum  Anointed* t  hurt; 
Let  evil /ram  hit  thoughtt  be  drivm; 
A  nd  brmihe  upon  hit  troubled  heart 
The  balmy  tense  qf/auU  forgiven, 

Sau/.     [A  fide. 1    I  would  not  hide  mj 
faults  ;  amen* 

Great  God^  thou  art  within  this  place  ; 
The  wiiverte  is  filed  with  (hee  : 
To  all  thou  gitttt  ttrmgth  and  grace; 
0,  gin  th€  king  thy  graa  to  at, 

Saul,     [j4«rfe.]    What  have  I  done  da- 
served  the  loss  of  grace  ? 
I  cvinot  say  *•  amen  "  ;  —  and  if  I  did. 
My  feeble  amen  would  be  blown  away 
Before  it  had  reached  heaven*    I  cannot 

say  it : 
There  disbelief  takai  prisoner  my  tongue  I 

At  after  wint^  eamM  ipring. 
Make  Joy  %mto  his  sotU  return  ;  — 
And  aie,  th  thy  good  pletisure^  bring 
To  imd  my  flock  vkere  J  toas  bom. 

SauL  {A  Me*}  So  able,  yet  so  humble  f 
lAloud,}  Davidf  no  i 
Thou  shalt  remain  and  be  mine  armor* 

bearer. 
Wluit,  would*  thoa  leek  .gun  tU  idU 

downsy 
'Midat  senseless  sheep,  to  spend  the  liatkn 

Watching  the  doinga  of  thy  ewee  and  nuns  I 

Thou  shiyt  go  with  me  to  the  martial  field 

And  see  great  deeds  thereon. 

Myself  will  teach  thee  military  liteona ; 

To  tell  the  enemy's  numbers  ;  to  diaoofir 

His  vuluerable  points  ;  by  stratagem 

To  draw  him  from  his  posts  of  vantage  | 

how 
Swift  to  advanoe  ;  how  to  surprise  the  foe  i 


N 


And  bow  to  leaven  otltera  wltb  thy  courage  ; 
How  will  from   Amjuoti  mid    tbe  Btroug^ 

Philistiiie, 
Aad  how  at  tast  to  drink  triutnphaiitlj, 
FroiD  goblet  of  victorious  retiira, 
The  blood-red  wine  of  war. 
H^antiaie,  thy  lytic  pletmurm  need  not  end  ; 
For  the  fair  maidens  of  the  eottrt  aJTect 
MuBic  and  song.     Go    now   and    tell   the 

Queeu 
AH  the  advantage  then  hast  been  to  me. 

[Exit  David, 
How  potent  is  the  voice  of  muaio  I  stronger 
Even  than  m  a  king's  eoiumaud.     How  oft 
In  vsun  have  I  adjured  this  demon  heuce  { 
O  Mnsioi  thou  art  a  magician  1     Strange, 
Most  strange,  we  did  not  sooner  think  of 

thee. 
And  eharm  ns  with  thy  gentle  soreerj, 

THE  FLIGHT  OF  MAliZAH 

Mnlzah.    MuaiCf  mtiaie  hath  Its  away  ; 
Music's  order  I  obey  : 
I  have  unwound  myself  at  sound 
From  off  Saurs  heart,  where  coiled  I  \bj* 
'T  IS  true^  awhile  I  've  lost  the  game  ; 
Let  fate  sod  me  divide  the  blame. 
And  now  away,  away  ;  but  whither, 
Whither,  meantime,  shall  I  go  7 
Erelong  1  must  returned  be  hither. 
There's  Jordan,  Danube,  and  the  Fo, 
Aud  Western  rivers  hugci,  1  know  : 
There's  Gauges,  and  the  £uphrale% 
Kilns  and  the  stretching  ieas  ; 
There  's  many  a  lake  aud  many  a  glen 
To  rest  me,  as  in  heaven,  again  ; 
With  Alps,  and  the  Himalayan  range  :  — 
And  there  *&  the  Desert  for  a  change. 
Whither  sh^U  I  go  ? 

I  Ul  sit  i'  the  sky, 
And  laugh  at  mortals  and  at  care  ; 
(Not  soaring,  as  before,  too  high, 
And  bring  upon  myself  a  suare  ;) 
But  out  my  motley  fancies  spin 
Likii  cobwebs  on  the  yellow  air; 
Laugh  bright  with  joy,  or  dusky  grm 
In  ebangefnl  mood  of  seance  there. 
The  yellow  air  I  the  yeUow  air  I 
He 's  great  who  *&  happy  anywhere. 

To  he  the  vassals  and  the  slaves  of  musio 
Is  weakness  that  afflicta  all   heaven-bom 

spirits. 
But  touch  whom  with  the  murtnur  of  a  lute. 


Or  swell  aud   fill  wliozn  from  the 

xtions  lyre. 
And  man  may  lend  them  wliereso«*et  ll 

willSf 
And  stare  to  see  the  nude  demoniae 
Sit  clothed  and  vaid   of  frenzy*    IHb 

gone. 

And  take  a  poay  with  me  from  Saul 's  gtt^ 
l^Ejdt  ■   and  soon  re^-^iterVf  btar^tf  4  h^ 

nosega^^  and  tA^reett  snu^i^. 
Shall  1  ding  it  in  the  earth  *s  lAce,  vhim 

I  took  it  I 
Albeit  I  Ve  seen,  perhaps^  How-er^  m 

iu  heaven. 
Well,  I  will  think  that  these  an 

Alack, 

Tbii  is  a  poor  excuae  for  asphodel; 
Aud  yet  it  has  the  true  dtviue  aromi. 
Here  *b  Ladslove,  and  the  0ower  whkhna 

death 
Cannot  unscent,  the  alUtratiscendiiig  im 
Here 's  gilly-flower,  a^d  violets  dark  »i«t* 
Of  Hebrew  maiden*.  There  's  c^mvol™* 
Thai  sickens  ere  noon  and  die<i  et«^  evc^cJs^ 
Hero  's  monkey's-cap,  —  Egad  !    't  wt»J 

cap  a  monkey 
To  say  what  I  have  gathered  ;  f or  I  tgad 

my  arms 
And  closed  them  like  two  aejthes.    l  k« 

emshed  many  ; 
1  Ve  sadly  mangled   my  lilies.     H<r«fi« 

here 
Is  the  aujrusit  camellia,  and  here  *s  marifsli 
And,  as  I  think,  i'  the  bottom  two  vaM  p> 

flowers* 
There  are  some  bluebells,  and  a  pair  d  f* 

gloves 
(But  not  of  the  kind  that  Samson's  it^ 

wore). 
That  '8  mint ;  aud  hei«  ts  something  1^^ 

thi$tle 
Wherewith  to  prick  mj  tioae  should  I  ^ 

sleepy. 
O,  I  Ve  not  half  enumerated  them  I 
Here's  that  and   that,  and   mskoj  trt^ 

things, 
Which,  had  I  time,  and  were  i'  the  veb  h 

sottudal, 
I  could  compare  to  otbet-  trifllug  Hdnp^ 
But  shall  not.     Ah,  here  's  head-b4Sfiip 

down  narcissus, 
A  true  and  perfect  emblem  of  myself. 
I  *\l  connt  it  my  own  like-ne&s  ;  and  so  Itf* 

it 
For  delectation  of  mj  radiant  mistieflt 
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f  keeping  w&teh  and  wmrd  o'er  me, 
it  over  luj  pole  olEgj. 

[Drop*  fA«  nardtsui, 
his  matc'hle»:i  rose  upon  my  lip», 

t*m  tlyiitg  will  inhidc  iU  breath. 

AND   THE    ANGEL    ZELEUTHA 

lie  Alps,    Time,  niirht,  with  ttan, 
?r  Malzah,  waikiag  tlowlx* 

So,  so  ;  I  feel  the  signal. 

>  reach  me  through  the  air, 
prompts  me  to  repair, 

ould  cease  ;  it  doth  uot  please 

termituite  my  leisoTe. 
B  ;  and  here  to  groan 

is  my  greatefft  pleasure, 
^non  ;  f  sat  begone  ; 
ic  wajwara  King  to  me  7 
ne  ;  I  H  come  niion. 
t  strong  ;  I  *\\  follow  thee. 
Sxif,  and  €f\ter  the  angel  ZeUhtha. 
.    He  flees,  he  flees,  across  the 

rard  lead  to  Canaan's  land  ; 
PQ  commands  me  not  to  oease 
et  guide,  hi»  band. 

[Looking  umssrdM, 
r  Star  reminds  mo  of  my  lover ! 
did  part,  he  on  me  cast  his  eyes, 
those   orbs.      Yet  orer  them 
Usion 

>  the  tnists  o'er  eTeningi  as  he 
rged  roe 

n  to  return  (if  so  I  might 

^sh  to  him,  my  home  and  goal), 

a  the  earth  rt*turnt?d  day's  light 

hearen. 

[  now  swift  soar  imto  his  bosom, 

t  not  abandon  tliis  foul  flend, 

rork  b  done.     H 43 nee  do  I  follow 

gb  the  spaces  of  the  universe, 

lug  him  m  silence,  as  I  tnick 

'    across    these    heaven-piercing 

I  the  quiet,  oongregated  stars 
inkling-footed,  ana,  in  gladness, 
to 

emorial  measure,  without  song. 
BD ;  the  immeasurable  yawn 
iwakena,  and,  by  me  evoked, 
I  of  silence  gives  a  ghost  of  sound, 
^  is  that  which  wanders  hither- 


Falling  as  faintly  and  as  dewlike  down 
Into  the  urn  of  my  ntghtH>j»ened  ear, 
As  might,  like  incense,  to  the  nostril  come 
The  tioating  fragrance  of  a  faiHjff  flower  ? 
It  is  the  voice  of  some  desiring  scruph. 
That  lonely  aings  unto  her  abe^ent  love  ; 
And,  in  the  breathing  of  her  hmguishmeut. 
Gives  more   than  words   unto  the    dumb 

abyss. 
1 1]  also  sing,  since  some  ascending  angel 
May  hear  it,  and  repeat  it  to  my  cherub. 

I  said,  farewell. 

And  smiled,  —  for  tears  yet  never  fell  in' 

heaven  ; 
But  tbou  didst  sigh, 
"  Farewell/^  didst  sigh  ;  **  return  to  mo 

at  even." 

But  why  at  even 

Didst  thou  to  thee  solicit  my  return  ? 

Since  distance  cannot 

Divide  us  who  in  old  enibraees  bum. 

Then  let 's  unsay 

**  Farewell/* — which  we  ought  never  to 

have  said, 
But,  eaeh  to  eadi, 
Words  of  rejoicing  and  delight  instead,  j 

lyorn  thoughts  from  thee 

Put  far,  Uien,  since,  though  now  from 

thee  apart, 
I  soon  shaU  be 
Again  thy  love-mate,  whereso'er  thou  art." 

Lo,    where    yon    demon^   with   increasing 

speed. 
Makes  his  dim  way  across  the  nighthang 

flood* 
Due  to  the  Hebrew  King,  with  onward  heed. 
Like  to  a  hound  that  snuffs  the  scent  of 

blood. 
I  'U  foUow  him.  lEmL 


TWILIGHT 

Tux  day  was  lingering  in  the  paie  nor 
west, 

And  light  was  han^ng  o'er  my  bead. 
Night  where  a  mynad  stars  were  spread  ; 

While  down  in  tlw  Mit,  where  the  Ught 


» of  the  quiet  dead* 
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And,  fu  I  gazed  on  tbe  field  subUma 
To  watch  tbe  briglit  pnlanting  stars, 
Adowa    the    deep,   where    the   a&gels 

sleep, 
Came  drawn  the  golden  diini« 


01  thoae  great  spheres  that  soum 

For  the  horologe  of  time  j  —^ 
Milknmiims  iiuiuberless  th^y  tdEt 
Millenuiuiiis  a  mill  kon fold 

From  the  ancient  hour  of  prinu 


^aStn  liiitttfr^SDtibar 


FROM  THE   DRAMA   OF  * 
ROBERVAL'* 

dhkAwa 

Sgknb.  —  Withiii  the  fort  of  Qoebee. 
caroQMiiig* 

Om  iingi : 
¥i%  comrades,  fill  the  bowl  right  welli 
TVowl   round  the  can  with  mirth   and 

glee, 
Zip-zjp>  hu£}^,  Noel  I  Noil  I 
A  health  to  me,  a  health  to  thee 

Aud  Normandle* 

Chorus  ; 
Pass,  comrades,  pass  the  reaming  can^ 
And  swig  the  draught  out  every  man  I 

Another  round  as  deep  as  last, 

Down  to  the  bottom  peg,  pardie  I 
Eyes  to  the  front,  —  half  pikes,  —  stand 
fast! 
A  health  to  me,  a  health  to  thee 
AufI  Picardie. 

Chorus  : 
Pass,  comrade 8 »  pass  the  reatrunij  c;an, 
And  swig  the  draught  out  cvtrry  mati  I 

Though  this  be  nanght  but  soldiers*  tap, 

No  OR  better  wine  none  ne^er  did  see. 
It  riped  on  our  own  crofts  mayhapt 
So  here  'i  a  health  to  thee,  to  me 

And  fmr  Lorraine, 
Again  ^— 
Lorraine  I 
Chorus  2 
Ma  J  he  be  shot  that  shirks  the  can  I 
Quick,  drain  the  draught  out  eTeij  man  1 

Mnter  OitnAwa  '.  Soldiers  crowd  around  her. 
Isi  Soldier*    Whom  have  we  here  ?    This 
is  a  ihapelf  wenok 


2d  Sold.     Clean-limbed. 
dd  Sold.        Round'armed. 
m  SM.  Svelte, 

Bth  Sold.  And  lithe  am 

61^  Soid.   Like  a  FrovenQale  m 
ming  garb 
On  Pope  Unreaaon^s  day.     But  wl 
dog? 
7ih   Sdd^     I   saw  one   like  tin 
Italv; 
A  statue  like  her  as  two  peaa.    Tl 

her 
Bronze  something,  —  I  forget.     ' 

her  nil, 
And  polished  her,  and  set  her  up  1 
Isi  Sold.     Hi  I  graven  iiua^e^  1 

ne'er  a  tongue  ? 
2d  Sold.     How  should  she  ^pe^ 
a  magpie  eliatters, 
Chat,  chat  1  pretty  Mag  1 

3d  SohL     Leave  her  alone,  now 
4/ A  Sold.     Lay  hold  on  her  and 
feels  warm. 

[OhxAwa  drati 

AIL    Aha  I  well  done  I  encore  t[ 

well  played  1 

[RoBERVAL  approaches ;    she   adt 

K^rd.i  hiTTin 

Soldiers.  [^Rf tiring.^  Meat  for  ot 

Hfib.  Ohnftw^ 

Rob,     What  then,  raj  wild  fa% 

indeed  come  in, 
A  live  pawn  for  thy  people  ?     Tb< 
*T  will   be  long  time  ere   thej  uii 

tera  up. 
So  that  we  still  no  ay  keep   thee 

here. 
Hut  say,  do  pmctiaed  warriors,  sli 

cuimtDg, 
Send  suc'Ii  bright  eyes  as  thine 

catnp, 
To  glancing  catch  full  note  of   4 

points 
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Or  of  our  streng^  ?    We  liang  op  spies, 
Ohnftwa. 
Ohn.    I  am  no  spy.    No  warrior  sent 

me  here. 
Rob,    Why  didst  thou  eome  ? 
Ohn.         Didst  thoo  thyself  not  ask  me  ? 
Rob,  I  did,  i'  faith  ;  and  now,  thoo  being 
here 
Shalt  see  such  wonders  as  are  to  be  seen. 
l*hjy  will  impress  thy  untutored  savage 

miud. 
Not*st  thou  those  arms  upon  that  slender 

mast. 
Whose  fingers,  sudden  moving,  form  new 

shapes  ? 
By  that  we  speak,  without  the  aid  of  words. 
Long  leagues  away. 

Ohn,  This  is  not  new  to  me. 

Oar  braves,  on  journeys,  speak  in  silent 

signs 
Bjr  leaves,  grass,  mosses,  feathers,  twigs 

and  stones, 
80  that  our  people  can  o'ertake  the  trail. 
And  tell  a  message  after  many  moons. 
Rob,  I  have  heard  of  the  woodland  sema^ 
phore. 
T  is  a  thing  to  be  learned, — and  acted 
on. 
Ohn,  Why  dost  thou  raise  thy  head-gear 

to  that  blanket  ? 
Rob,    Blanket !  young  savage,  —  't  is  the 
flag  of  France, 
The  far  most  glorious  fla^  of  earth  and  sea, 
Tiiat,  floating  over  all  this  continent, 
Bhtill  yet  surmount  the  red  brick  towers  of 

Spain. 
Botf  pshaw  !  why  do  I  speak. 

Gunner,  fire  off  a  faueonet. 

IGun. 

What,  not  a  wink  ?    Art  thou,  then,  really 

bronze, 
[nsensible  to  wonder  ? 

Ohn,  All  is  new. 

Hob,    Then  why  not  show  astonishment  ? 
Young  maids, 
0Vben  marvels  are  presented  to  their  view, 
[Ha^p  their  fore-fingers,  or  put  hand .  to 

ears, 
Simper,  cry  '*  O,  how  nice  I "  look  down 

and  giggle, 
And  show  the  perturbation  of  weak  minds. 
Ohn,     I  see  new  marvels  that  I  ne'er 
have  seen. 
But  when  I  onoe  have  seen  them  they  are 
old. 


Rob,    These  are  the  stables  where  the 
chargers  are. 

[Hone  led  out ;  Groom  ffaUopi, 
No  wonder  in  thine  eyes  even  at  this  sight? 
Canst  thou  look  on  this  steed,  and  yet  not 

feel 
No  sight  so  beautiful  in  all  the  world  ? 
Ohn,    I  have  seen  herds  of  these  brave 

gallant  beasts. 
Rob.      IQuickly,}      When?  where  waa 

this? 
Ohn.  When  that  I  was  a  child 

A  tribe  came  scouting  from  the  sinking  sun, 
The  hatchet  buried,  on  a  pilgrimage 
To  take  salt  water  back  from  out  the  sea« 
As  is  their  custom  in  their  solenm  rites. 
They  all  were  mounted,  every  one,  on  steeds. 
Rob.    Indeed  I 

Ohn,    Our  brethren,  who  live  six  moons 
nearer  night. 
And  many  more  in  number  than  the  stars, 
With  steeds  in  number  many  more  than 

they. 
Dwell  on  the  boundless,  grassy,  hunting- 
plains. 
Beyond  which  mountains  higher  than  the 

clouds. 
And  on  the  other  side  of  them  the  sea. 
Rob,    Important  this,  but  of   it  more 
anon. 

[They  enter  the  caserne. 
These  are  called  books.    These  are  the 

strangest  things 
Thou  yet  hast  seen.    I  take  one  of  them 

down. 
And  lo !  a  learned  dead  man  comes  from 

his  grave. 
Sits  in  my  cnair  and  holds  discourse  with  me. 
And  these  are  pictures. 

Ohn,  They  are  good  totem. 

Rob,    These,  maps. 

Ohn.  I,  with  a  stick,  upon  the  sand 

Can  trace  the  like. 

Rob.  By  'r  Lady  of  St  Roque 

That  Shalt  thou  do  I    The  Pilot  missed  it 

there ; 
These  savages  must  know  their  country 
well.  ' 

This  girl  shall  be  my  chief  topographer, 
By  her  1 11  learn  the  gold  ana  sdver  coast 
That  Cartier  could  not  find. 
Come  hither  to  this  window.    Music,  ho  ! 

[Bandplayi, 
Art  thou  not  ^eased  with  these  melodious 
•oonda? 
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Ohn.     The  small  souada  spajkle  like  k 

forest  fire, 
The  big  bora  brays   like   lowing  of  the 

moosej 
The  undertone  b  m  Niagam. 

Rob.     Have  je  no  musio,  enfanSy  m  the 

woods  7 
No  brave  hi^'^h  ballad  that  your  warriorB  sing 
To  cheer  them  on  a  march  ? 

Ohn,  We  have  u 

Bnt  our  braTei  smg  not.     We  have  Uiinu 

barda 
Who  Bee  in  dreanaa  things  to  make  music 
They  tell  our8tiuawa,aiid  the  good  moth 

croon 
Them  over  to  their  little  onei 
Eob^     ^i^g  me  a  forest  si 

own. 
[OhkXwa  goes  to  a  drum  and  bmfs  $oJfl^ 

With  her  hand,  humming  the  ichUe^ 
This  verily  ia  music  w^ithont  wonls. 
Explain^  nowt  what  its  purport  most  tna.y 

mean. 
Okn.     The  cataracts  in  the  forests  have 

many  voices, 
They  talk  all  day  and  converse  beneath  the 

stars, 
The  mists  hide  their  faces  from  the  moon. 
The  spirits  of  braves  come  down  from  the 

hunting-grounds  ; 
They  swim  in  the  night  rainbows,  and  stalk 

among  the  trees, 
Hearing  the  voice  of  the  waters. 

Rob.   Poetic,  by  my  soul.    Why,  Ohndwa, 
I  Ve  found  a  treasure  in  thee.     Go  now, 

child  ; 

Halt  e'er  thou  goest ! 
Here  are  our  wares  for  trading  with  the 

tribes ; 
Take  something  with  thee  for  remembrance, 
Bright  scarlet  cloth,  beads,  buttons,  rosaries. 
Ribbons   and   huswifes,   scissors,    looking- 
glasses  — 
To  civilized  and  savage  women  dear. 
Take  one,  take  anything,  nay,  lade  thyself. 
Nothing  ?     Shrewd  damsel,  but  that  shall 

not  be  ; 
No  visitor  declines  a  souvenir. 
What  hast  thou  ta*en  ?     A  dagger  double- 
edged  : 
Good,  *t  is  a  choice  appropriate  ;  guard  it 

well. 
And  hide  it  in  thy  corset,  —  I  forget, 
Thou  wear'st  none.    Go  now,  girl,  —  and 

come  again. 


ADIEU    TO    FRANCE 

Abieu  to  France  f  ray  latest  f^lance 
Falli  on  thy  port  and  bay^  Kochalle  ; 

The  sun-rays  oq  the  surf-eurls  dancCt 
And  springtime^  like  a  pleasing  ^^''^ 

Harinonioiis  holds  the  land  and  sea. 
How  long,  alas^  I  cannot  tell. 

Ere  this  scene  will  coma  back  to  me  I 

i  hours  fleet  fast,  and  on  the  mast 
k>0Q  Hhall  X  hoist  the  paHiDg^  Bail  | 
n  will  the  outer  bay  be  passe d^ 
Lnd  ou  the  sky*Iine  eyes  will  faU 
see  a  streak  that  means  the  lojid. 
}n^  then  I  before  the  tides  and  ga]«, 
pe  at  the  helm,  and  in  God^a  haiKl. 

lat  doom  I  meet^  my  heart  will  hsit 
'or  France,  the  d<^l>cinnaii-e  and  gay ; 

'  ever  will  in  memory^s  seat 
J<}  present  to  niy  mind  alway. 
Hope  whispers  my  return  to  you, 

Dear   land,   but    should    Fate    say  id 
nay, 
And  this  should  be  my  latest  view, 
Fair  France,  loved   France,   my  France 
adieu  ! 
Salut  a  la  France,  salut  ! 

TWILIGHT   SOXG 

The  mountain  peaks  put  on  their  hoods, 

Good-night ! 
And  the  long  shadows  of  the  woods 
Would  fain  the  landscape  cover  quite ; 
The  timid  pigeons  homeward  fly, 
Scared  by  the  whoop  owl 's  eerie  cry, 

Whoo-oop  !  whoo-oop  I 
As  like  a  fiend  he  fiitteth  by  ; 
The  ox  to  stall,  the  fowl  to  coop, 
The  old  man  to  his  nightcap  warm, 
Young  men  and  maids  to  slumbers  Hg^t 
Sweet  Mary,  keep  our  souls  from  harm! 

Good-night !  good-night  I 


THE   GALLANT    FLEET 

A  OAiXANT  fleet  sailed  out  to  sea 
With  the  pennons  streaxaing  merrily. 

On  the  hulls  the  tempest  lit, 
And  the  great  ships  split 

In  the  gale, 
And  the  foaming  &roe  sea-horses 


64t         1 

^^B    *^ 

J^^l 

^                              CHARLES   MAIR 

[  the  frmgmeDtB  in  tbeir  foroea 

BRAWN   OF   ENGLAND'S  LAY        ^M 

pre  the  Itrakeu  sleepft. 

The  villeins  clustered  round  the  bowl              ^^| 

And  the  whale. 

At  merrie  Yule  to  make  good  cheer,                       V 

And  drank  with  froth  on  lieard  and  jowl  :       ^^H 

»n  are  in  the  led^s'  cleftf, 

**  Was-hael  to  the  Thane  !                               ^H 

d,  —  but  with  niotioti  of  ItTUig  gnue 

May  never  Breton  taste  our  beer,                 ^^^H 

rbeir  bodies  are  roekiiig  there  ; 

Nor  Dane."                ^H 

^nmB  Bemrtish  and  efts 

f§  at  tbem  with  gUssy  ejes 

^^^M 

Till  the  red  cock  on  the  chiuinev  crew^            ^^H 

•  their  litoba  are  stimd  and  tbeir 

And  each  man  cried  with  a  miglity  ynwn        ^^H 

hair. 

As  the  tapster  one  more  fiagon  drew  :             ^^H 
**  To  the  Saxon  huid  was-bael !                     ^H 

Moan,  0  sea  t 

May  we  never  want  for  mast-fed  brawn            V 

ii  at  once  and  the  graTe, 

Nor  ale  !  "                        M 

Utow  in  paAStngi  0  cntel  waTe  ! 

^^H 

Bt  the  nisonant  aca^-caves  ring, 

Tlie  thane  took  up  the  stirrup-cup                    ^^^H 

And  blew  off  the  reaming  bead,                        ^^H 

^^Hd  meo  rest  but  restlessly. 

And  at  one  draught  he  swigged  it  up               ^^^| 
And  smacked  his  lips  and  said  :                        ^^H 

^^■^ 

Ido  keep  account  of  them 

"  Waa-hael  to  coulter  and  sword  1                 ^^^| 

Was^hael  to  hearth  and  hall  1                       ^H 

1         For  the  brave. 

To  Saxon  land  and  Saxon  lord                     ^^M 

1 

And  tbraU."              ^M 

^^^                  Cfiarlrjtf  a^aic                                    ^M 

1  "TECUMSEH:  A  DRAMA*' 

Tlie  profiperoua  forests  unmolested  stood*        ^^1 

For  where  the  stalwart  oak  grew  there  it          ■ 

LBFROY  IN  THE  FOREST 

lived                                                              ■ 

Long  ages,  and  then  died  among  its  kind.             ■ 

[VgioD  is  as  lavish  of  its  flowers 

The  hoary  pines  —  thoee   ancients  of  Ihe           H 

iTen  of  its  primrose  blooms  by  night. 

cartli  —                                                            H 

1  the  Anim,  which  within  \ta  root 

Brimful  of  legends  of  the  early  world,                   H 

life  and  death  ;  and  this  the  Prince's 

Pine, 

dued ;                                                           ^^H 

■s  as  loTe  and  truth  — the  faireat 

And  all  things  else  LUu mined  by  the  sun,         ^^H 

fortn 

Inlnnd  or  by  the  lifted  wave,  had  rest              ^^M 

ver  sun-show«r  washed  with  sudden 

The  passionate  or  calm  psg^ajits  of  the  sldet          V 

rain. 

No  artist  drew  ;  but  in  the  auburn  west            ^^B 

p>lden  cradle  is  the  Mocca«in  Flower, 

Innumerable  face<t  of  fair  clond                          ^^| 

Itn  the  Indian  hunter  sees  hi*  hound  ; 

Vnnifihed  in  silent  darkness  with  the  day.         ^^H 

lis  dark  chalioc  is  the  Pitcher- Plant, 

The   prairie    realm — ^vast    ocean's    para-      ^^H 

with  the  water  of  forget  fulness. 

phrase  ^ —                                                          ■ 

■t  drinks  of  it,  whoAe  heart  is  pure, 

ief»  for  aye  'neatti  foodfnU  asphodel, 

rnnamed  save  in  mule  Katnre*s  inventor^*,           H 

mmm  of  endless  love. 

No  civilised  barbarian  trenched  for  gain*              1 

And  all  that  flowed  was  sweet  and  uneo^           1 

»..•... 

rupt :                                                       ^^H 

pp  was  A  time  on  this  fair  continent 

The  rivers  and  their  tribotary  streams,            ^^H 

all  things  throve  in  spscious  peace- 

Undammed,  wound  on  forever,  and  gave  np    ^^H 

fulness* 

Their  lonely  torrents  to  weird  gulfs  of  ata*    ^^H 
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Attd  oe^aii  wiLst«s  iinstittdawed  bj  a  s&iL 
Aud  aH  the  wild  Ufe  of  tlib  weatern  world 
Knew  Dot  the  fear  of  uian  ^  yet  in  tbo^e 

And  by  those  plenteous  atreains  and  mighty 

lakes, 
And  ou  &tapeiidoii3  steppes  of  peerless  plaia, 
And  in  the  ri>ekj  gloom  of  emiyons  deep, 
Screened  by  the  stony  ribs  of  mountmns  boar 
Which  steeped  their  inovry  peidcs  m  purg- 
ing elotid^ 
And  down  the  continent  wh«i«  tropic  suns 
Warmed   to   her   very   heart    the   mother 

earth, 
Aud  in  t\m  csongealed  north  where  silence 

self 
Ached  with  intemity  of  stubborn  frost, 
There  lived  a  sonl  more  wild  than  bnrbsi- 

rotis  ; 
A   tameless    soul  —  the   sunburnt   savage 

free  — 
Free  and  untainted  by  the  greed  of  gain^ 
Gre&t  Natnre^s  man,  conteut  with  Nature^a 

food. 


tENAS   SONG 

Plt  Fftr  from  me, 

Even  m  the  daylight  fliei^ 
And  leave  me  in  the  darkness  of  my  pain  ! 
Borne  earlier  love  will  come  to  thee  againp 

And  sweet  new  moons  will  rise. 
And  smile  ou  it  and  thee. 

Fly  far  from  me, 

Even  wbilfit  the  daylight  wastea  — 
Ere  thy  lipa  burn  uie  in  a  last  careas  ; 
Ere  fancy  quickens^  and  my  longings  press. 

And  mj  weak  spirit  baa  tea 
For  shelter  unto  thee  I 

Fly  far  from  me, 

Even  whilst  the  daylight  palea  — 
So  shall  we  never,  never  meet  a^n  I 
Fly  I  for  my  sensei  swim  —  Oh,  Love  I  Oh, 
Pain  I  — 

Help  )  for  my  spirit  faiU  — 
I  cannot  fly  from  thee  1 

THE  BUFFALO  HERDS 

leff-o^.  We  left 

The  silent  foreat,  andj  day  after  day, 
Gt«at  prairies  swept  beyond  onr  aching 
eight 


Into    the    measureless     W&t 

realms. 
Voiceless  and  calm,  aave  when 

wind 

Rolled  the  ranle  herbage  into  billowi  wk 
And   rushing   tides^    which   nevei-  hsd  I 

flhory* 
And  tender  clonda,  and  veils  of  qior^ 

ml^t 
Cast  flying  shadows,  rhmrd  t^  ^J^  ^ 
Into  inter mina-ble  wilrlrinirnMrn, 
Fluabed  with  fresh  hlm>mSf  deep  perfav4 

by  the  rose^ 
And  murmuroua  witk  flowef^^ed  Uximi 

bee. 
The  deep-grooved  bbon-paihs  like  bmm 

Uy, 
Turned  by  the  cloven  hoofs  of  thaoik;^ 

herds 
Primeval,  and  stiU  travelled  as  of  yew. 
And  gloomy  valleys  opened  at  our  fr«t  ^ 
Shagged  with  dnak    ojpredsea   and  hmtf 

pine  ; 
And    sunless    gorgee,    rajumagcd   bj  ^ 

wolf, 
Which  through  long  reaches  of  the  pna^ 

wound, 
Then  melted  slowly  into  apland  valts, 
Lingering,    far  -  stretchea      amongst    t* 

spreading  hills. 
Brock.    What  charming  solitades  I  AsJ 

life  was  there  1 
Ltfroy,      Yea,  life    waa    there  1  ino^d- 

cable  life, 
Still  wasted  by  inexorable  death. 
There  had  the  stately  stag  his  battle^M^ 
Dying  for  mastery  among  his  hiuda. 
There  vainly  sprung  the  affrighted  ii^ 

lope, 
Beset  by  glittering  eyes  and  linri7iii|  if«t 
The    dancing  grouse,    at    their    in^eo^x 

sport. 
Heard  not  the  stealthy    footstep  cf  ^ 

fojt; 
The  gopher  on  hia  little  earthwork  ftood. 
With  folded  arms,  nticonscioaa  of  th«  tm 
That  wheeled   in  narrowing  circle  0^ 

head, 
And  the  poor  mouse,  on  beedJesa  nibbli^ 

bent, 
Marked  not  the  silent  coiling  of  the  se^i^' 
At   length  we   heard  a  deep  and  solf^ 

sound  ^ — 
Erupted  moaninga  of  the  troubled  «Arti 
Trembling  beneath  innumerable  feet 
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prowing  oproar  blending  in  our  ears, 
th  noise  tumultuoos  as  ocean's  sorge, 
bellowings,  fierce  breath  and   battle 

shock, 
i  ardor  of  unconquerable  herds, 
mttltitude  whose  trampling  shook  the 

plains, 
th  discord  of  harsh  soond  and  romblings 

deep, 
if  the  swift  revolving  earth  had  struck, 
1  from  some  adamantme  peak  recoiled — 


Jarring.     At  length  we  topped  a  high- 
browed  hill  — 
The  last  and  loftiest  of  a  file  of  such  — 
And,  lo  !  before  us  lay  the  tameless  stock, 
Slow -wending  to  the  northward  like  a 

cloud  I 
A  multitude  in  motion,  dark  and  dense  — 
Far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  and  farther 

still, 
In  countless  myriads  stretched  for  many  a 
league. 


3[o|^  <(♦  Xogan 


(''BARRY  DANE") 


THE  NOR'-WEST  COURIER 

Up,  my  dogs,  merrily, 
The  mom  sun  is  shining, 
Our  path  is  uncertain. 
And  night's  sombre  curtain 

May  drop  on  us,  verily. 
Ere  time  for  reclining ; 
So,  up,  without  whining. 

Ton  rascals,  instanter. 
Come  into  your  places 
There,  stretch  out  your  traoeiy 

And  off,  at  a  canter. 

Up,  my  dogs,  cheerily. 
The  noon  sun  is  slowing  ; 
Fast  and  still  faster, 
Come,  follow  your  master  ; 
Or  to-night  we  may  wearily. 
Tired  and  drearily. 
Travel,  not  knowing 
What  moment  disaster 
Mav  sweep  in  the  storm-blast, 
And  over  each  form  east 
A  shroud  in  its  blowing. 

On,  my  dbffs,  steadily. 

Though  keen  wincu  are  shifting 
The  snowflakes,  and  drifting 
Them  straight  in  your  faoes  ; 
Come,  answer  me  readily. 
Not  wildly  nor  headily. 
Plunging  and  lifting 
Your  feet,  keep  your  paces  ; 
For  yet  we  shall  weather 
The  olixsard  tocether. 

Though  evu  oar  case  is. 


Sleep,  my  dogs,  coailyy 
Cofled  near  the  fire. 
That  hiffher  and  higher 
Sheds  its  nght  rosily 
Out  o'er  the  snow  and  skv  ; 
Sleep  in  the  rudd^  glow, 
Lettmg  Keewaydm  blow 
fierce  in  his  ire. 
Sleep,  my  dogs,  soundly  ; 
For  to-morrow  we  roundly 
Must  buffet  the  foe. 


A  BLOOD-RED    RING    HUNG 
ROUND  THE  MOON 

A  BL0Oi>-RED  rine  hung  round  the  moon. 
Hung  round  tiie  moon.    Ah  me  I   Ah 
me ! 

I  heard  the  piping  of  the  Loon, 
A  wounded  Loon.    Ah  me  I 

And  yet  the  eagle  feathers  rare, 

I,  trembling,  wove  in  my  brave's  hair. 

He  left  me  in  the  early  mom. 
The  early  mom.    Ah  me  !  Ah  me  I 

The  feathers  swayed  like  stately  com, 
So  like  the  com.    Ah  me  I 

A  fierce  wind  swept  across  the  plain. 

The  stately  00m  was  snapped  in  twain. 

They  crushed  in  Uood  the  hated  race, 
The  hated  race.    Ah  me  I  Ah  me ! 

I  only  clasped  a  cold,  blind  face. 
His  cold,  dead  face.    Ah  me  I 

A  blood-red  ring  hangs  in  my  sighty 

I  hear  the  Loon  cry  every  night 
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A    DEAD    SINGER 

Fair  little  spirit  of  the  woodl&iad  maxes, 

Thou  U^at  sadly  low, 
No  more  the  purple  vetch  and  star^jed 
daisies 

Thj  umttng  hymn  shall  know, 

Ko  more  the  harebell  by  the  silent  rj^flf 

Sbjdl  Imod  tier  dainty  ear, 
When    ni|rh    thou    fltcst,  and    her 
quiver 

With  maiden  joy  to  hear. 

Ko  more  to  flit  amoEg  tbe  yellow  mustaedi 

Imperial  thistle  tops, 
And   in tert wining  woodbine,  tbieklj  cluif« 
tered 
With  tendnls  of  wild  hop^i 

No  more  the  dragon's  darting  courte   to 
follow 

O'er  golden,  sunlit  sheaves  ; 
No  more  to  catch,  within  the  »hady  hollow, 

The  dew  from  spangled  leaves. 


No  more  above  the  scented  rose  t 

Sipping  Its  fragrant  fee  ; 
No  mure  to  cliase,  aeroas  the  billoT 

The  velvet-coated  bee. 

What  fatal  stroke  has  torn  the  do 

tiire* 

Round  thy  once  tunef  ql  throi 

And  pukeless  bosom,  whqre  a  detti 

ture 

Dj^  thy  soft  feathery  eoat  7 

No  gentle  mate  and  thou  ahalt 


Whether, 
ith 


^ilh  tender  chicks,  yonr  wmj 
To   sunnier  southem  fields,  whec 
weather 
Chilla  the  short  northern  dajr, 

Dead    is  the  soul  of    love  attd  i 
laughter, 
That  thrilled  thy  fragile  breji 

There  is  no  more  for  theL%  but  dt 
after 
Of  nnbegotten  rcat- 


(©eorge  a^urrap 


TO  A  HUMMING    BIRD    IN   A 
GARDEN 

Blithe  playmate  of  the  Summer  time, 

Admiringly  I  greet  thee  ; 
Bom  iu  old  England's  misty  clime, 

I  scarcely  hoped  to  meet  thee. 

Com'st  thou  from  forests  of  Peru, 
Or  from  Brazil's  sav<annahs, 

Where  flowers  of  every  dazzling  hue 
Flaunt,  gorgeous  as  Sultanas  ? 

Thou  scannest  me  with  doubtful  gaze, 

Suspicious  little  stranger  I 
Fear   not,   thy   burnished  wings  may 
blaze 

Secure  from  harm  or  danger. 

Now    here,    now   there,   thy   flash   is 
seen. 
Like  some  stray  sunbeam  darting, 


With  scarce  a  second's  space  bei 
Its  coming  and  departing. 

Mate  of  the  bird  that  lives  subli 
In  Pat's  immortal  blunder, 

Spied  in  two  places  at  a  time, 
Thou  challengest  our  wonder. 

Suspended  by  thy  slender  bill, 
Sweet  blooms  thou  lov'st  to  rii 

The  subtle  perfumes  they  distil 
Might  well  thy  being  stifle. 

Surely  the  honey-dew  of  flowers 

Is  slightly  alcoholic. 
Or  why,  through  burning  Augus< 

Dost  thou  pursue  thy  frolic  ? 

What  though  thy  tbroatlet  never 
With  music,  soft  or  stirring  ; 

Still,  like  a  spinning-wheel,  thy  v 
Incessantly  are  whirring. 
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How  dearly  I  would  love  to  sm 

Thy  titty  eara  9po§a^ 
At  full  of  BenBiliility 

As  any  coy  munosa  \ 

Tbey  Aay,  when  hunters  track  her  neat 
Where  two  wann  pearU  are  lying. 

She  boldly  %hU,  though  sore  difltrest^ 
And  sends  the  brigaiidji  dying. 

What  dainty  epithets  thy  tribes 
HavL*  won  from  tncn  of  science  f 

Pedaulic  and  poetic  scribes 
For  once  are  in  alliance. 

Crested  Coquette ,  and  Azure  Crown, 

Sun  Jewel,  Ruby^Throatedt 
With  Flaming  Topax,  Crimson  Down, 

Are  natnfli  that  may  be  quoted. 

&eh  titles  aim  to  paint  the  hues 
That  on  the  darlings  glitter, 

And  were  we  for  a  week  to  muse^ 
W©  soarce  could  light  on  titter* 

Farewell,  bright  bird  !  I  envy  thee, 

Gay  rainbow-tinted  rover  ; 
Would  that  my  life,  like  thine,  were  free 

From  care  tUl  all  it  over  I 


A   LESSON   OF   MERCY 

Bekrath  a  palm-tree  by  a  clear  cool  spring 
God^s  Prophet,  Mahomet,  lay  slumWriug, 
Till,  roused  by  chance,  he  saw  before  him 

stand 
A  foeman,  Durther,  scimitar  in  hand. 
The  chieftain  bade  the  startled  sleeper  rise  ; 
And  with  a  Hame  of  triumph  in  his  eyes, 
**  Who  now  can  save  thee,  Mahomet  ?  "  be 

cried* 
«God,"  said  the  Prophet,  "  God,  my  friend 

and  guide.** 
Awe-ctruck  the  Arab  dropped  his  naked 

sword. 
Which,  grasped  by  Mahoniet, defied  its  lord: 
And,  "  Who  emu  MtYe  thee  otow  thy  bkde 

is  won  7  " 
Exclaimed  the  Fhjpbet   Durther  answered, 

••  None  I " 
Then  spake  the  victor :  *'  Though  thy  hands 

are  red 
With  guiltless  blood  unmercifully  shed, 
1  spare  tbv  life,  I  give  thee  back  thy  steel : 
Hence fortK  oompaanon   for   tfae  helpleai 

feel." 
And  thus  the  twain,  unyielding  foes  of  yore, 
Clasped  hands  in  token  that  Uieir  fend  waa 


^(torgr  f  rcberteft  Cameron 


THE   GOLDEN   TEXT 

Tou  aak  for  fame  or  power  7 
Then  up«  and  take  for  tert !— - 

This  is  my  hoar. 

And  not  the  next,  nor  next  I 

Oh,  wander  not  in  ways 

Of  ease  or  indolence  ! 
Swift  come  the  days, 

And  swift  the  days  go  henee. 

Strike  I  while  the  band  is  strong  t 
Strike  I  while  you  can  and  may  : 

Strength  goes  ere  loitg,  — 
Even  yours  will  pasa  away. 

Sweet  seem  the  fields,  and  f^r^n^ 
In  which  you  fain  would  lie  ; 

Sweet  seems  the  scene 
That  glads  the  idle  eye ; 


Soft  seems  the  path  yon  tread. 
And  balmy  soft  the  air,  — 

Heaven  overhead 
And  all  the  earth  aeems  fair ; 

But,  would  your  heart  aspire 
To  noble  things,  —  to  claim 

Bard*s,  atalesman^s  fire  — 
Some  meeinre  of  their  fame  3 

Or,  would  yon  seek  and  find 

The  secret  of  sueceaa 
With  mortal  kind  ? 

Then,  up  from  idleness  f 

Up —  up  I  all  fame,  all  powvr 
Lies  in  thb  golden  text  i 

This  is  my  hour  — 
And  noi  th€  n$xt  nor  ncaef  / 


STANDI^       ON   TIPTOE 

Stakding  on  tiptoe  eTer  smo©  my  yauth. 
Striving  to  graap  the  futore  juat  ftbave^ 

I  hold  ftt  length  the  only  future  —  Truth, 
And  Tmth  h  Love* 

I  feel  OS  one  who  being  » while  confined 
Sees  drop  to  dust  about  him  ail    hia 
batB  i  — 
The  etay  grown  Icba,  atid^  leay        ili, 
mind 
Dwells  with  the  fitars. 

WHAT   MATTERS   IT 

What  reck  we  of  the  creeds  of  man? 

We  see  them  —  we  shall  see  again. 
What  reek  we  of  the  tempest^s  shock? 
What  peck  we  where  our  atiishor  loekf 

On  golden  marl  or  mould, 
In  Jialt-aeii  flower  or  riven  rijck^ 

What  matter,  so  it  hold  ? 

What  matters  it  the  spot  we  fill 

On  Earth's  green  sod  when  all  is  said  ? 

When  feet  and  hands  and  heart  are  still 
And  all  our  pulses  quieted  ? 

When  hate  or  love  can  kill  nor  thrill, 
When  we  are  done  with  life  and  dead  ? 


So  we  be  haunted  night  nor  day 
By  any  mn  that  we  have  fliimed, 

What  matter  where  we  dream  away 
The  agea  ?     In  the  isles  of  lad. 

In  Tybeei  Cuba,  or  Cathay, 

Or  in  some  world  of  wititer  wind? 

It  may  be  I  would  wish  to  steep 

Beneath  the  wan*  white  &tars  of  Jane, 
d  hear  the  souihem  breezea  creep 
^tweeu  me  and  the  mellow  moon  ^ 
t  so  I  do  not  wake  to  weep 
ki  any  night  or  any  xnooa^ 

d  io  the  generous  gods  allow  I 

Etepose  and  peaee  from  evil  dreunii 
matters  little  where  or  bow 
kfy  couch    \m    iipraad ;     by    tnonog 

atreams, 
on  soma  eminent  nioantain's  brew 
ICissed  by  the  mom's  or  aiumet's  b«aa& 

For    we    shall    rest ;      the    brain   that 
planned, 
That  thought   or  wrought   or  well  « 
iU, 
At  eaze  like  Joshua's  moon  shall  stand, 

Not  working  any  work  or  will. 
While  eye  and  lip  and  heart  and  hand 
Shall  all  be  still  —  shaU  all  be  stiU ! 


"f^^aMla  Falanctp  Cratajforti 


THE   CANOE 

My  masters  twain  made  me  a  bed 
Of  pine-boughs  resinous,  and  cedar  ; 
Of  moss,  a  soft  and  gentle  breeder 
Of  dreams  of  rest  ;  and  me  they  spread 
With  furry  skins,  and,  laughing,  said,  — 
"  Now  she  shall  lay  her  polished  sides 
As  queens  do  rest,  or  dainty  brides, 
Our  slender  lady  of  the  tides  !  " 

My  masters  twain  their  camp-soul  lit, 
Streamed  incense  from  the  hissing  cones  ; 
Large  crimson  flashes  grew  and  whirled, 
Thin  golden  nerves  of  sly  light  curled. 
Round  the  dun  camp,  and  rose  faint  zones 
Half-way  about  each  grim  bole  knit, 
Like  a  shy  child  that  would  bedeck 
With  its  soft  clasp  a  Brave's  red  neck, 


Yet  sees  the  rough  shield  on  iiis  bretst, 
The  awful  plumes  shake  on  his  crest. 
And  fearful  drops  his  timid  face, 
Nor  dares  complete  the  sweet  embrace. 

Into  the  hollow  hearts  of  brakes 
Yet  warm  from  sides  of  does  and  stags, 
Passed  to  the  crisp  dark  river  flags. 
Sinuous,  red  as  copper,  snakes,  — 
Sharp-headed  serpents,  made  of  light, 
Glided  and  hid  themselves  in  night. 

My  masters  twain  the  slaughtered  deer 
Hung  on  forked  boughs,  with  thon^  ^ 

leather. 
Bound  were  his  stiff,  slim  feet  together. 
His  eyes  like  dead  stars  cold  and  drtu 
The  wandering  firelight  drew  near 
And  laid  its  wide  palm,  red  and  anxioa^ 


^^M 

^ 
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lie  fihaq)  splendor  of  Itii)  brnuches  ; 

The  darknesi  built  its  wigwam  walls                ^^H 

kie  white  foiuu  growtj  hard  aud  sere 

Close  ruuiid  the  camp,  and  at  its  curtaio          ^^H 

flaiik  and  eJioulder. 

Pressed  shapes,  thin  woven  snd  unoertaiii«       ^^| 

1  hard  as  breast  of  grauit«  boulder. 

As  white  locks  of  tall  waterfalls,                           M 

Lbd  uuder  his  laaheii. 

^^H 

1  through  hifl  eyes  at  bis  life's  gray 

^^^H 

m&hes. 

THE   AXE                            ^^ 

BAsters  twain  »ang  »onga  that  wore 

liiGU  grew  the  snow  beneath  the  low>haiiff            m 

^ev  burniflhed  buntin|^  blade  and  riHe) 
^j^read  with  a  cobweb  triHe, 

•ky.                                             1 

And  ail  was  silent  in  the  wilderness ;                      M 

^^■1  ehaie,  and  low  of  love. 

In  trance  of  stillness  Nature  heard  her  God           I 

^F 

Rebuilding  her  spent  fires,  niul  veiled  her           ■ 

kre  !  art  thou  a  silver  fish. 

face                                                               ■ 

f  the  line  and  abj  of  gaffing, 

WhUe  the  Great  Worker  brooded  o*er  Hi*     ^M 

1  we  do  follow,  fierce,  yet  laughing, 

^^H 

Ig  at  thee  the  light- winged  wish  ? 

^^H 

1  the  last  shall  we  bring  thee  up 

*•  Bite  deep  and  wide,  0  Axe,  the  tree !             V 

What  doth  thy  bold  voice  promise  me  f  "     ^^B 

If  lily  folden, 

^^^^ 

Id  broad  leaves  golden  ? 

**  I  promise  thee  all  joyous  things                 ^^H 

That  furnish  forth  the  lives  of  kings  t          ^^H 

IMre  I  art  thou  a  silver  deer  ? 

^^H 

Ihy  starred  feet  as  wing  of  swallow, 

*'  For  every  silver  ringing  blow,                 ^^H 

)  we  with  rushing  arrows  follow  : 

Cides  aud  palaces  shall  grow  1  **                   ^^H 

1  the  last  shall  we  draw  near, 

^^^H 

ier  thj  velvet  neck  cast  thongs, 

"  Bite  deep  and  wide,  O  Axe,  the  tree  t            V 

a  of  roses,  of  stars,  of  songs, 

Tell  wider  prophecies  to  lae."                            ■ 

New  chains  all  nioulden 

H 

pi  rare  gems  olden?*' 

"  When  rust  hath  gnuwvd  me  deep  and           1 

red,                                                             H 

A  mition  strong  shall  lift  his  head.                     1 

bung  the  slanghtered  fish  like  swords 

iltAgs  slender  ;  like  scimitars 

H 

,  and  ruddied  from  new-dead  wars, 

**His    crown    the   Tery   Heavens    shall     ^^1 

i  in  the  light  the  scaly  hordes* 

smite,                                                   ^^H 

iEons  shall  build  him  in  his  might  1  ^         ^^H 

Diled  up  boughs  beneath  the  trees, 

^^H 

lar-web  and  green  fir  ta^itel ; 

"  Bite  deep  and  wide,  0  Axe,  the  tree  ;             I 

id  the  |>ointed  pine  tops  rustle, 
imp  fire  blushed  to  the  tender  breeze* 

Bright  fkier,  help  on  thy  prophecy  t  **                ■ 

■ 

Max  smote   the  snow-wetghed  tree,  and          B 

Dunds  laid  dew^laps  on  the  ground, 

Ii|^htlv  laughed*                                                ■ 

^nndlei    of    pine    sweet,  soft    and 

<«See,  fnendV'  be  cried  to  one  that  looked          ■ 

^^^^PD[» 

and  smiled,                                                     H 

pHKi  the  dead  stag  stout  and  lusty  ; 

**  Mv  axe  ejid  I  —  we  do  immortal  tasks  —          ■ 

fl»y  the  red  Hames  wove  its  round.  * 

We  build  up  natioos  —  this  my  axe  mud  11**          H 

■ 

1 
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n^iUiain  B0iim  M^t^nplitMi^^^ll 


THE  CONFUSED  DAWN 

What  are  tlie  Vision  and  tbc  Cry 
Tbat  baunt  the  new  Camuliati  »ouJ  ? 

Dim  grandeur  epfeodfi  we  know  not  why 
O'er  mouataiiif  forest  ^  tree  and  kuoU, 

And  tnurmnra  iudistinutlj  %. 

Some  nmgic  inometit  sure  is  mgh. 
O  Seerp  the  cnrtoin  roll  l 

The  Vision,  mortal^  It  ia  thifl  : 

Dead  mouiitiLitif  forest,  knoll  and  tree, 
Awaken  all  endued  with  blisa, 

A  native  land  —  O  think  J  to  be 
Th^  native  Land  I  and,  ne^er  amiss, 
ItA  smile  shall  like  a  lover's  kiss 

From  h*3  nee  forth  seem  to  thee. 

Thf'  Cry  thon  cotildst  not  understand, 
Which  runs  through  that  new  realm  of 
light, 

From  Breton^a  to  Vancouver's  Btrand 
O'er  many  a  lovely  laudseape  bright, 

Jt  h  tbeir  waking  utterance  grand  ^ 

The  great  refrain  "  A  Native  Land  1  '* 
Thine  be  the  ear,  the  sight. 


PRiETERITA  EX   INSTANTIBUS 

How  strange  it  is  that,  in  the  after  age,  — 
When  Time's  clepsydra  will  b^  nearer  dry, 
That  all   the   aecustomed  things   we   now 

pass  by 
Unmarked,  because  famiUar,  shull  engage 
The  antique  reverencse  of  men  to  be  ; 
And  that  f[uaint  interest  which  prompts  the 

sage 
The  silunt  fathoma  of  the  past  to  gauge 
Shall  keep  nlive  our  own  past  memory, 
Making  all    great  of   oura,    the   garb    wc* 

wear, 
Our  voiceless  cities,  reft  of  roof  and  spire, 
The   very  skull  whence   now   the   eye    of 

fire 
Giancea  bright  sign  of  what  the  soul  can 

dare, 
fSo  shail  our  annals  ninke  an  envied  lore. 
And  men  will  say^  *^  Thus  did  the  men  of 

yore.** 


THE    BATTLE  OF    LA    PE 
1691 

That  waa  a  brave  old  @poefx, 

Our  age  of  ehivaJry, 
When  the    Briton  Diet    the  F 
man 

At  the  fight  of  La  Prairie  ; 
And  the  manhood  of  New  Kngls 

And  the  Netberlaoders  true 
Aiid  Mohawks  sworn»  gave  battl 

To  the  Bourbon's  lilied  blue. 

That  was  a  bravo  old  governor 

Who  gathered  hiB  array. 
And  sto^  to  meet,  he  knew  not 

On  that  alarming  day> 
Eiglit  hundred,  amid  rumors  va» 

That  filled  the  wild  woocfs  g\> 
With    all    New  England'a    tioi 
youth, 

Fierce  for  New  Franco's  doon 

And  the  brave  old  half  five  hum 

Theirt  sliould  in  truth  be  fam« 
Borne  down  the  savage  Rich  el  le 

On  what  emprise  they  came  I 
Your  hearts  are  great  etiougli,  C 

Uuiy  your  numbers  fail,  — 
New  France  asks  more  for  conqt 

All  glorious  though  your  tale. 

It  was  a  brave  fdd  battle 

That  surged  around  the  fort. 
When  D' I  lost  a  fell  in  charging, 

And  't  was  deadly  strife  aiid  si 
"^Mien  in  the  very  quarters 

They  contested  face  and  band, 
And  many  a  gtJodly  fellow 

Crimsoned  yua  La  Prairie  sane 

And  those  were  brave  old  orders 

The  colonel  gave  to  meet 
That  forest  force  with  trees  entP 

Op  posing  the  retreat  ; 
**  De  Cal  lie  re's  streugth  's  behind 

And  in  front  your  Richelieu  ; 
We  must  go  straightforth  at  thei 

There  h  nothing  elae  to  do.'' 
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And  then  the  bmve  old  stor^r  comes, 

Of  *Srhuyk'r  and  Valreunes, 
Wben  "  Figlit ''  tbe  British  colouet  called, 

Eoooaraging  bis  men, 
•  For  ihe  Protestant  Keli^ion 

And  the  honor  of  our  King  \"  — 
**  Sir,  I  ain  here  to  iitiBwer  you  I  ** 

Valrejitiei  cried,  furthsteppuig* 

Were  tho«e  not  brave  old  races  ? 

Well,  here  they  still  ahide  ; 
And  jours  is  oue  or  other, 

And  the  second  'i>  at  your  aide  ; 
So  when  you  hear  vintr  brother  say, 

♦*  Some  loyal  deed  I  11  do/' 
Like  old  V^alrcnAes,  be  ready  with 

•*  I  *m  here  to  answer  you  I  ** 


MONTREAL 

Reigm  on,  majestic  Ville  Marie  f 

Suread  wide  thine  ample  robes  of  state  ; 

The  heralds  cry  that  thou  art  great. 
And  prood  are  thy  young  sons  of  thee* 
Mistregs  of  half  a  continent, 

Tbon  risest  from  thy  girlhood's  rest  ; 

We  see  thee  couiKnous  heave  thy  breast 
And  feel  thy  rank  ajid  thy  descent. 

Sprung  of  the  saint  and  cheTalter ) 
Ana  with  the  Scarlet  Tunic  wed  I 
Motmt  Royal's  crown  upon  thy  head« 

And,  past  thy  footstool,  broad  and  cl«ir 
St.  Lawrence  sweeping  to  the  sea  ; 
Reign  fin,  majestic  ViUe  Marie  ! 


CljaricjS  <0.  D.  {iobm0 


CANADA 

IChizjd  of  Nations,  g^ant-limbed, 

I  stand'st  among  the  natious  now, 
led,  tinadored,  unhymned, 

'  With  unanoiuted  brow  : 

How  long  the  ignoble  sloth,  how  long 
The  trust  in  greatness  not  thine  own  ? 

Surely  the  lion?  brood  is  strong 
To  front  the  world  alone  1 

How  long  the  indolenee,  ere  thou  dare 
Acbieve  thy  destiny,  seise  thy  fame ; 

£ire  otir  proud  eyes  l>ehold  thee  be-ar 
A  nation^s  franchise,  nation^s  name  ? 


SAJton  force,  the  Celtic  fire, 
These  are  thy  manhood's  heritage  f 
^Whj  rest  with  babes  and  slaves?    Seek 
higher 
Tlie  place  of  race  and  age. 

iJ  see  to  every  wind  unfurled 

The  flag  that  bears  the  Maple-Wreath  ; 
Thy  swift  kecl5  furrow  round  Ihe  world 
ts  blcHxt-it^d  fulds  beneath  ; 


'  swift  keels  cleave  the  furthest  i 
h/  white  sails  swell  with  alien  gales  ; 
If  stream  on  each  remotest  breeze 

I  black  smoke  of  thy  pipes  exhales. 


O  Falterer,  let  thy  Dast  coQTinoe 
Thy    future :    all    the    growth,    tha 

The  fame  since  C  artier  knew  thee,  since 
Thy  shores  beheld  ChampUin  I 

Montcalm  and  Wolfe  1     Wolfe  and  Mont- 
calm ( 

Quebec,  thy  storied  citadel 
Attest  in  burning  song  and  psalm 

How  here  thy  heroes  fell ! 

O  Thou  thai  bor'st  the  battleV  brunt 
At  Queenston,  and  at  Lundy's  Laii*<  -- 

On  whose  scant  ranks  hut  iron  front 
The  battle  broke  in  rain  I 

Whose  wi|A  the  danger,  whose  the  day. 
From  whose   triumphftnt  throats  th« 
cheers, 

At  Chrysler*3  Farm,  at  Chateauguay, 
Storming  like  clarion- bursts  our  e«n  f  1 


On  soft  Pacific  slopes^  —  1 

Strange  Hoods  thai  northward  mvt  1 

Where  chafes  AeadiaV  chalnless  ttd9»  — 
Tliy  ioos  await  thy  calL 


Ther  wait ;  bttt  some  in  exile,  1 
With  straogeii   huujcd,   in 
Isnds; 


BtrangtTii 


Sso 
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And  some  CanaHinn  lips  are  dtimb 

Beneath  Egyptwm  sivnds, 

O  tnystk  Nik  I  Thy  secret  yield i 
Before  us  ;  thj  most  ancieist  dr^eaitis 

Are  mixed  with  fur  Canfidi^Ji  fields 
Atid  miiriour  ol  Cauadiau  streams. 

But  thou,  mj  Cmintrj,  dreRm  not  thou  1 
Wakev  aod  behold  how  nSght  h  daue,  - 

How  on  thj  breast,  and  o*er  thj  brow, 
Biusta  the  uprbing  aou  1 


THE    ISLES 

Faxtbwul  reports  ol  them  haro  reached 
me  oft  I 
M&ay  their  embassage  to  mortal  eourt, 
Bj  g^ld^n  pomp,  and  breatMeaa^heard 
consort 
Of  mnsb  soft,  — 
By  fragraneea  accredited,  and  dreams. 
Many  their  speeding  heralds,  whose  light 
feet 
Make  puTiae  at  wayside  hrookSt  and  fords 
of  streams, 
Leaving    transigured    by   an  efflnanoe 
fleet 
Those  wayfarers  they  meet* 

Ko  wind  from  out  the  solemn  wells  of  night 
Bkit  bath  tta  burden  of  strange  me^isageSp 
Tormenting  for  interpreter  ;  nor  less 
The  wiz^  light 
That  steals  from  noon-stilled  wnters,  woven 
in  shade  I 
Beckons  somewhither,  with  oool  fingers 
slim, 
Ko  dawn  but  hath  some  snbtle  word  oon- 
▼eyftd 
In  rose  ineffable  at  sunrise  rim, 
Or  charaetery  dim. 

One  moment  throbs  the  hearing,  yearns  the 
sight. 
But   though  not  far,  yet  strangely  hid, 

the  way, 
And  oar  sense  slow  ;  nor  long  lor  ua 
delay 
The  guides  their  flight ! 
The  breath  goes  by  ;  the  word,  the  light, 
eltide  ; 
And  we  stay  wondering.   But  there  eomes 
&n  hour 


Of  fitness  perfect  and  nn fettered  i 

When  splits  her  busk  the  finer  sense  viik 
power. 
And ^— yon  their  palm-trees  tower! 


Here  Homer  came,  asid  MO  ton  i 
blind. 
Omar*s  deep  doubts  still  lonud  them  ta^ 

and  niglieTr 
Aud  learned  them  faaMoned  to  the  hetffi 
desire. 
The  supreme  miud 
Of  Shakespeare  took  their  Aoref^jgiity ,  ^ 
smiled' 
Those    pasaionata    Xsr&eliti&b    lips  tbl 
poured 
The  Son^  of  Sotigs  attaiadd  them  ;  wai  tk 
wild 
Child-heart  of  Shelley,  bere  from  ifeA 
restored. 
Remembers  not  life's  sword. 


BURNT    LANDS 


Osf  other  fields  and  other  a&^nea  the  \ 
Laughs  from   her  blue,  —  bol  not  md 

scenes  are  these. 
Where  comes  no  cheer  of  Summer  lesrs 

and  bees, 
Aud  no  shade  mitigates   tbe   day^s  ^mhiiu 

scorn. 
These  serious  acres  Tast  no  groves  adors : 
But  giaut  trunks,  bleak  shapes  that  otict 

were  trees. 
Tower  oaked,  unassuaged  of  nun  or  hmta, 
Their  stem  gray  isolation  gjimly  bome 
The  months  roll  over  theoif  and  mask  itf 

change  ; 
But  when  spring  stirs,  or  autumn  stillft,  t^ 

year, 
Ferchaivce  some  phantom  leafage   mstib 

faint 
Through  their  parched  dreams,  -^  some  oA^ 

time  notes  ring  strange. 
When  in  his  slender  treble,  far  and  ele^. 
Eeiterntes  the  rainrbird  bis  complaint 

THE   FLIGHT   OF   THE   GEESE 

I  BEAB  the  low  wind  wash  the  softtniif 

snow. 
The  low  tide  loiter  down  the  shc»re.    Tbi 

night, 


^^H 

^^^^^^^L    m^^^^^^l 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^h^^hhBI^^^^^^^^I 

H^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^S^^^hBBBI^^^^^^^I 
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Fall  filled  with  April  fare«Mt,   bsth  «o 

Into  the  happy  harbor  hastening,  gay                   1 

^        "«'•'• 

With   press  of  snowy  canvas,   UU   ships         M 

The  salt  wave  on  the  sedge-fUt  pulses  slow. 

throng,                                                    ^^1 

Through  the  hid  furrows  lisp  in  murmurous 

flow 
Ttie  tbaw'a  »hy  miuisters  ;  aod  hark  I    The 

The  peopled  streets  to  blithe-eyed  Peace  ^H 

belong,                                                       ^^ 

Glad  boused  beneath  these  crowding  roofs          1 

height 

of  gray.                                                   ^J 

Of  heaven  grows  weird  and  loud  with  an- 

*T  was  long  ago  this  city  |)rospered  so,          ^^M 
For  yesterday  a  woman  died  thereb.             ^" 

seen  flight 

Of  strong  hosts  prophesjing  u  they  go  f 

Since  when  the  wharves  are  idle  fallen,  I 

High   through  the   drenched   and    hollow 

know. 

night  their  wings 
Beat    iiorthward    hai^    on  winter's  timil. 

And  in  the  streets  is  hushed  the  pleasant 

din  ; 

The  sound 

Tbe  throogliig  ships  haire  been,  the  songs 

Of  their  confused  and  solemn  voices,  borne 

haTo  been  ;  — 

Athwart  the  dark  to  their  long  arctic  mom, 

Since  yesterday  it  is  so  long  ago.                   ^^M 

Comes  with  a  sanction  and  an  awe  pro- 

^^1 

fcmnd^ 

AUTOCHTHON                      ^| 

A  boding  of  unknown,  foreshadowed  things. 

L 

I  AM  tbe  spirit  asttr                                   ^^| 

1                    THE   NIGHT   SKY 

To  swell  the  grain,                                  ^^| 

When  fruitful  suns  confer                        ^^M 

I      O  DwKP  of  HeaTen,  'tis  thou  alone  art 

With  labonttg  rain  ;                             ^^M 

1                 boundless. 

I  am  the  life  that  thrills                         ^H 

f       *Tis  thou  alone  our  balance  shall  not  weigh, 

In  brancb  and  bloom  ;                          ^^M 

1      T  is  thou  alone  our  fathom-line  ftnds  sound* 

I  am  the  patience  of  abiding  hills,                   ^^M 

[                 less,- 

The  promise  masked  in  doom,             ^^M 

L     llltcMie  iufiuite  our  finite  must  obcv  I 

^^^ 

1    Thnragh  thy  bine  realms  and   down  thy 

When  the  sombre  lands  are  wrung,         ^H 

And  storms  are  out,                               ^^| 

1      Thought  voyages  forth  beyond  thy  Inrthesi 

And  giant  woods  give  tongue^                  ^^| 

l                  Are, 

I  am  the  shout  ;                                     ^^M 

And  homtng  from  no  sighted  sborelinei 

And  when  the  earth  would  sleep,            ^^M 

teaches 

Wrapped  in  her  snows,                          ^^M 

Thee  measureless  as  is  the  soul's  desire. 

I  am  the  inliuite  gleam  of  eyes  thai  keep            V 

O  deep  of  Heaven !     No  beam  of  Pleiad 

Tbe  post  of  her  repoee.                              M 

ranging 
Ktemity  may  bridge  thy  gulf  of  spheres  t 
Tbe  ceaseless  hum  that  nils  thy  steep  tm- 

I  am  the  hush  of  calm,                             ^^M 

I  am  the  speed,                                    ^^M 

chaaging 

The  floodrtide's  triumphing  psalnit          ^H 

la  rain  of  the  innumerable  years. 

Tbe  marsh*poors  heed  ;                        ^^M 

Our  worlds),  our  suns,  our  ages,  —  these 

I  work  in  the  rocking  roar                        ^^M 

but  stream 

Where  catanwts  fall  ;                             ^^ 

Through    thine    abiding    like    a   dateless 

I  flash  in  the  prismr  Arc  that  dances  o*er            1 

1                dream. 

The  dew*s  ephemeral  balL                    ^J 

THE   DESERTED   CITY 

I  am  the  Tolee  of  wind                             ^H 

And  ware  and  tree,                               ^^M 

Thkre  lies  a  UtUe  city  leagues  away. 

Of  stem  desires  and  blind,                        ^^M 

lU  wharves  the  green  sea  washes  all  day 

Of  strength  to  be  ;                                ^H 

long. 

I  am  tbe  ery  by  niglit                              ^^H 
At  point  of  (lawn,                                           V 

Ill  bnsy,  stm-bright  wharves  with  saUori* 

song 

The  summoning   bugle   from   the  tmsecn          J 

Aad  clamor  of  trade  ring  loud  tbe  Ure-loug 

height,                                                   ^M 

0                            tr  . 
day. 

In  cloud  and  doubt  withdj«vik           ^^1 
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I  am  the  strife  that  shApea 

Tim  stature  of  majif 
The  pang  no  beKi  escapes, 

Tbe  bleaBitLg,  the  ban  ; 
I  am  the  hammer  tbat  moulds 
The  iron  of  oar  raecj 
The  omen  of  God  m  our  blood  that  a  pea[>Ie 
beholds. 
The  foreknowledge  veiled  in  our  f  a£e> 


MARSYAS 

A  LrrrLl  graj  bill-glade,  oloie-iurfed,  wiih- 

drawn 
Bejoad  reaoH  or  iie«d  of  trafficking  feet, 
Riiig«d  round  with  slim  trunks  of  the  moon-' 

tain  aah. 
Thttragh    the    illm    tmnka     and    acarlet 

bunches  Hash  — * 
Beneath  the  clear  chill  glitteringfl  of  tha 

dawn  — 
Far  olf,  the  crests,  whei^  down  the  rosy 

shore 
The  Pontic  surges  beat. 
The  pl&iuii  lie  dim  below*     The  thin  aire 

wash 
The  circuit  of  the  antumn-cglored  hillsj 
And  this  high  glade,  whereon 
The  satyr  pipes,  who  soon  shall   pipe  no 

more. 
He   sits   againat   the   beech-tree's   mighty 

hole,  — 
He  leans,  and  with  persuasive  breathing  fills 
The  happy  shadows  of  the  slant-set  lawn. 
The  goat-feet  fold  beneath  a  gnarlfed  root ; 
And  sweet,  and  sweet  the  note  that  iteaU 

and  thrills 
From  slender  stops  of  that  shy  flute. 
Then  to  the  goat-feet  comes  the  wide-eyed 

fawn 
Hearkening  ;  the  rabbits  fringe  the  glade^ 

and  lay 
Their  long  ears  to  the  sound  ; 
In  the  palo   boughs  the   partridge  gather 

round. 
And  quaint  hem  from  the  sea-green  river 

reeds  ; 
The  wild  raia  halts  upon  a  rocky  horn 
Overhanging  ;  and,  unmindful  of  hia  prey. 
The  leopard  steals  with  narrowed  lidi  to 

lay 
His  spatted  length  along  the  around. 
The  thin  airs  wash,  the  thin  clouds  wander 

by. 


And  those  hushed  listeners  more  noi^    Afi 

the  room 
He  pipes,  soft-awajing,  atid  with  half-4lint 

eye, 
In  rapt  cotiteot  of  utterance, — 

nor  hecdi 
The  young  God  standing  in  hia   braiid;| 

place^ 
The  languor  on  his  Itps,  and  in  his  facei 
Divinely  inaooeastble,  the  scorn. 

EPITAPH  FOR  A  SAILOR  BURIEB 
ASHORE 

He  who  but  yeatewjay  would  roam 
Careleas  as  clouds  and  currents 

In  homeless  wandering  most  at  hom^ 
Inhabiter  of  change  ; 

Who  wooed  the  west  bo  win  the  east^ 

And  named  the  stars  of  aorth  and  so^ 
And  felt  tiie  zest  of  Freedom's  feaat 

Familiar  in  his  mouth  ; 

Who  found  a  faith  in  stranger  speech. 
And  fellowship  in  foreign  b»adSf 

And  had  within  bis  eager  reach 
The  relish  of  all  Undgi  — 

How  circumscribed  a  plot  of  earth 
Keeps  now  his  restless  footsteps  itiOt 

Whoae  wish  was  wide  as  ocean's  girth, 
Whoie  will  the  water's  will  I 


THE   KEEPERS   OF   THE   PASS 

(when  ADAM  DULAC  AND  HIS  COKKAM^ 
SWOIN  NOT  TO  RETURN  AUVE^  SAVED  MOH^ 
REAL    PROM    THE   IKOOt'OlS) 

Now  heap  the  branchy  barriers  up. 

No  more  for  us  shall  bom 
The  pioe-loga  on  the  happy  hearth. 

For  we  ahall  not  return. 

We  Ve  come  to  onr  Inst  can]pttig-^grotta4 

Set  aie  to  fir  and  tamarack. 
The  foe  is  here,  the  end  is  near. 

And  we  ihall  not  turn  hack* 

In  vain  for  ns  the  town  shall  wait. 

The  home-dear  faces  yeaniy 
The  watcbei^  on  the  steeple  watch,  — 

For  we  ahall  not  retnm^ 
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For  them  we  *re  come  to  these  hard  stnuta. 
To  save  from  tlaitie  and  wrack 

The  Utile  citj  built  f&r  ofF  ; 
Aod  we  iludl  not  tiirn  back. 


p. 


ow  beat  the  yellmg  butchers  down. 
Let  musket  blaze,  aud  axe^dge  bam« 
Set  haDd  to  band,  lay  brand  to  brand. 
But  we  shall  not  return. 

For  OTeiT  man  of  us  that  falls 
Their  hordes  a  score  shall  lack. 

CloM  in  about  the  LUy  Flag  1 
No  man  of  us  goes  back. 

For  us  no  morrow's  dawn  shall  break* 
Our  sons  and  wives  shall  learn 

Some  day  from  lips  of  flying  scout 
Why  we  might  not  return. 

A  dream  of  children's  laughter  comei 

Across  the  battle's  slach^ 
A  Tision  of  familiar  itTOtt8>  — 

Bat  we  shall  not  go  bacL 

Up  roars  the  painted  storm  once  more. 

Lon£  rest  we  soon  shail  earn. 
Henceforth  the  city  safe  may  sleep, 

But  we  Hhall  not  return. 

when  our  lact  has  fallen  in  blood 
Between  these  waters  black. 
etr  tribe  shall  no  more  lust  for  war,-- 
For  we  shall  not  turn  back. 

i  vain  for  us  the  town  shall  wait^ 
The  bome-dear  faces  yearn, 

I  watebera  in  the  steeple  watch, 
For  we  shall  not  return. 


THE     BIRD'S    SONG,    THE    SUN, 
AND  THE  WIND 

:  bird*!  song,  the  sun,  and  the  wind— 
The  wind  that  rushes,  the  sun  that  is 
still, 

\  song  of  the  bird  that  stng«  alone. 
And  wide  light  washing  the  lonely  hill  I 

ftbe  Spring  *s  coming,  the   buds  and  the 

brooks  — 
The  brooks  that  ckmor,  the  buds  in  the 

rain, 


Hie  coming  of  Spring  that  oomes  unprayed 
for, 
And  eyes  that  welcome  it  not  for  pain  I 


AFOOT 

Comes  the  lure  of  green  things  growing, 
Comen  the  coll  of  waters  flowing  — 

And  the  wavluer  desire 
Moves  and  wakes  and  would  be  going. 

Hark  the  mignint  hosts  of  June 
Marching  nearer  noon  by  noon  1 

Hark  the  gtisaip  of  the  grasses 
Bivouacked  beneath  the  moon  1 

Long  the  quest  and  far  the  ending 
When  my  wayfarer  is  wending  — 

When  desire  is  onco  afoot, 
Doom  behind  and  dream  attending  I 

In  his  ears  the  phantom  chime 
Of  ineommunicable  rh^me, 

He  shall  ch&se  the  fleeting  camp-fires 
Of  the  Bedouius  of  Time. 

Farer  by  uncharted  ways, 

Dumb  as  death  to  plaint  or  praise, 

Unretuming  he  shall  journey. 
Fellow  to  the  nights  and  days ; 

Till  upon  the  outer  bar 

Stillpcl  the  moaning  currents  are^ 

Till  the  flame  aehieTee  the  senith. 
Till  the  moth  attains  the  star, 

Till  through  laughter  and  through  tears 
Fair  the  final  peace  appears, 

And  about  Uie  watered  pastures 
Sink  to  sleep  the  nomad  years  1 


DOMINE,  CUI   SUNT 
PLEIADES   CURAE 

Fatbkji,  who  keepest 

The  stars  in  Thy  care, 
Me,  too^  Thy  little  oim» 

Childish  tn  prayer. 
Keep,  as  Thou  keepest 

The  soft  night  tlirough 
Thy  long,  white  lilies 

Aaleep  in  Thy  dew* 
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tSiHtaiti  i©ii&rb  Ciimpbdl 


:  LAKES 

w  at  even, 
raves  at  dawn, 

ting  t>u  ; 

B^  creatures  dead  to 

^yatic  beaut  J 


mug 
eB, 


1         ¥te  and  fen  ; 
-b%iu4  ^auty  like  your  world 
sbores  and  waterB^ 
t  vapors  furled. 


I  and  repass  under 
ir  depth.^  of  peiiceful  bine  ; 
^am  jour  wild,  hushed  wonder 
chfiig  heaH  into  ; 
eare  and  unrest  paaa  away 
I  uigbt's  gray,  haunted  shadows 
At  the  red  birth  of  day* 

Ton  lie  in  moon-white  aplendor 

Beneath  the  northern  sky, 
Your  voices  soft  and  tender 
In  dream-woTldB  fade  and  die, 
In  whispering  beiehea,  haunted  bays  and 
capes, 
Where  niiats  of  dawn  and  midnight 
Drift  past  iu  spectral  shapes. 

Beside  your  fat  north  beaches 

Comes  late  the  quickening  spring  | 
With  soft,  vohiptuoui  speeches 
The  summer^  lingering, 
Fana  with  hot  winds  jo\ir  breast  so  still 
and  wide. 
Where  June,  with  tranced  silence. 
Drifts  over  shore  and  tide. 

Beneath  great  crags  the  larches, 

By  some  lone»  northern  bay, 
Bend^  as  the  strong  wind  marches 

Out  of  the  dull,  north  day, 
Homing  along  the  borders  of  the  night, 

With  ic^t  chopping  waten 

Out  in  the  shivermg  light. 


Here  the  white  winter^s  fing^n 
Tip  with  dull  fire«  th*?  dawn. 

Where  the  pale  mondng  lingers 

By  stretcbes  bleak  and  wan  ; 

Kindling  the  ic^d  capes  with  hc^tleas  flof 

That  reudei^  cold  and  colder 

Lone  waters^  rocks  and  snow. 

Here  in  the  glad  S**pteti)ber, 
When  all  the  woods  ar«  red 

And  goldy  and  hearts  remeinlier 
The  long  days  that  are  dead  ; 
And  all  the  world  is  mantled  in  a  base ; 
Aud  the  wind,  a  mad  musician, 
Melodioua  makes  the  days  ; 

And  the  nights  are  still,  and  alamber 

Holds  all  the  frostj  grotmd. 
And  the  white  stars  in^hose  number 
In  God^a  great  hooka  are  found. 
Gird  with  pale  Hames  tbe  spangled,  6ait 
sky  ; 
By  white,  moon-cnrvM  beaehea 
The  haunted  hours  go  by. 


A   CANADIAN   FOLK-SONG 

The  doors  are  ah  at,  tlie  windows  fas^ 
Outside  the  gust  b  driring  paat. 
Outside  the  shivering  ivy  clijigs, 
Wliile  on  the  bob  the  kettle  sings. 

Margery,  Margery,  make  the  te% 

Singeth  the  ketUe  merrily. 


The 


hnshed  np   where  ihe 


streams    are 
tlowcd, 

The  ponds  are  frozen  along  the  road, 
The  cattle  are  boused  in  shed  and  byre^ 
While  singeth  the  kettle  on  the  fire. 
Margery,  Margery^  make  the  le% 
Singeth  the  kettle  merrily. 

The  fisbennan  on  the  bay  in  hts  boat 
Shivers  and  buttons  up  his  coat  ; 
The  tmreller  stops  at  the  tavern  door, 
And  the  kettle  anawers  the  chimney^s  km 

Margery,  Margery,  make  the  te&, 

Singeth  the  kettle  merrily. 

The  firelight  dances  upon  the  wall« 
Footsteps  aje  heard  in  the  outer  ^H, 
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And  a  kiss  and  a  welcome  that  fill  the 

room, 
And  the  kettle  sings  in  the  glimmer  and 
gloom. 
Margery,  Margery,  make  the  tea, 
Singeth  the  kettle  merrily. 

A  LAKE  MEMORY 

The  lake  comes  throhhing  in  with  voice  of 
pain 
Across  these  flats,  athwart  the  sunset's 
glow, 
I  see  her  face,  I  know  her  voice  acain, 
Her  lips,  her  breath,  O  God,  as  long  ago. 

To  live  the  sweet  past  over  I  would  fain. 
As  lives  the  da^  in  the  red  sunset's  fire, 
That  all  these  wild,  wan  marshlands  now 
would  stain, 
With  the  dawn's  memories,  loves  and 
flushed  desire. 

I  call  her  back  across  the  vanished  years. 
Nor  vain  —  a  white-armed  phantom  fills 
her  place ; 
Its  eyes  the  wind-blown  sunset  fires,  its  tears 
This  rain  of  spray  that  blows  about  my 
face. 

THE  WERE-WOLVES 

Thet  hasten,  still  they  hasten. 

From  the  even  to  the  dawn  ; 
And  their  tired  eyes  gleam  and  glisten 

Under  north  sloes  white  and  wan. 
Each  panter  in  the  darkness 

Is  a  demon-haunted  soul. 
The  shadowy,  phantom  were-wolves. 

Who  circle  round  the  Pole. 

Their  tongues  are  crimson  flaming. 

Their  tounted  blue  eyes  gleam. 
And  they  strain  them  to  the  utmost 

O'er  ^zen  lake  and  stream  ; 
Their  cry  one  note  of  agonv, 

That  is  neither  yelp  nor  bark. 
These  panters  of  the  northern  waste, 

Who  hound  them  to  the  dark. 

Ycfa  may  hear  their  hurried  breathing. 
You  may  see  their  fleeting  forms. 

At  the  pallid  polar  midnight 
When  the  north  is  gathering  storms  ; 

When  the  aretie  frosts  are  flaming, 
And  the  ioe-fleld  thunders  roll ; 


These  demon-haunted  were-wolves, 
Who  circle  round  the  Pole. 

They  hasten,  still  they  hasten, 

Across  the  northern  night, 
Filled  with  a  frighted  mnilnfflMi 

A  horror  of  the  light ; 
Forever  and  forever. 

Like  leaves  before  the  wind. 
They  leave  the  wan,  white  gleaming 

Of  the  dawning  {bx  behind. 

Their  only  peace  is  darkness, 

Their  rest  to  hasten  on 
Into  the  heart  of  midnight, 

Forever  from  the  dawn. 
Across  far  phantom  ice-floes 

The  eye  of  night  may  mark 
These  horror-haunted  were-wolves 

Who  hound  them  to  the  dark. 

All  through  this  hideous  journey, 

They  are  the  souls  of  men 
Who  in  the  far  dark-ages 

Made  Europe  one  black  fen. 
They  fled  from  courts  and  convents, 

And  bound  their  mortal  dust 
With  demon  wolfish  ffirdles 

Of  human  hate  and  lust 

These  who  could  have  been  god-like, 

Chose,  each  a  loathsome  oeast, 
Amid  the  heart's  foul  graveyards. 

On  putrid  thoughts  to  feast ; 
But  the  great  Goa  who  made  them 

Gave  each  a  human  soul. 
And  so  'mid  night  forever 

They  circle  round  tiie  Pole ; 

A  prayin^^  for  the  blackness, 

A  longing  for  the  night, 
For  each  is  doomed  forever 

By  a  horror  of  the  liffht ; 
And  far  in  the  heart  of  midnight, 

Where  their  shadowy  flight  is  hurled^ 
They  feel  with  pain  the  dawning 

That  creeps  in  round  the  world. 

Under  the  northern  midnight. 

The  white,  gUnt  ice  upon. 
They  hasten,  still  they  hasten. 

With  their  horror  of  the  dawn ; 
Forever  and  forever, 

Into  the  night  away 
They  hasten,  still  they  1 

Unto  the  judgment  day. 
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Thet  were  tAUDdefs,  our  fathers  were, 

And  they  watched  the  encircling  ieaa^ 
And  their  hearts  drank  m  the  ceaseless  stir, 

And  the  freedom  of  the  hree7.e  ; 
Till  th<?y  chjd'cd  at  their  iijirrott"  bounds 

And  laughed  for  the  sweep  of  the  main^ 
And  they  fretted  and  furaed  like  houuda 

Held  In  withh  aighl  of  the  plain, 
And  the  plaj 
And  the  preji 

Bo  they  built  them  ship«  of  wood,  and  Bailed 

To  many  an  unkoown  coast ; 
The  J  braved  the  storm  and  battled  hailed, 

And  danger  they  loved  most  i 
Till  the  tiny  shipfl  of  wood 

Grew  powerful  on  the  globei 
And  the  new-found  lands  for  good 

They  wrapped  in  a  wondrotta  roba 
Of  bold  deai^u, 
Our  bi&T&  ensign. 

And  islanders  yet  In  a  way  are  we, 

Our  knowledge  is  still  confined, 
And  we  hear  the  roar  of  encircling  aea, 

To  be  crowed  in  the  ship  of  the  mind  j 
And  we  dream  of  lands  afar. 

Unknown,  unconqnered  yet. 
And  we  cliafe  at  the  bounds  there  ar«. 

And  our  spirits  fume  and  fret 
For  the  prize 
Of  the  wiae* 

But  we  *n  ne^er  do  aught,  I  know^  unless 

We  are  brave  as  our  sires  of  old, 
And  face  like  them  the  bitterness 

Of  the  battle  and  storm  and  cold  ; 
Uulea^  we  boldly  stand, 

When  men  would  hold  us  Imck, 
With  the  helm-board  in  our  hand, 

And  oup  eyes  to  the  shining  track 
Of  what  may  be 
Beyond  the  sea. 

There  are  rocks  out  there  in  that  wide,  wide 
sea, 
*  Neath  many  a  darkling  stream, 
^nd  souls   that  once  sailed  out  bold  and 
free 
Bare  been  earned  away  in  a  dream  j 


For  they  never  came  hmek  again  — 
On  the  deep  the  ships  w«n?  lost ; 
But  in  ftpite  of  the  danger  and  pain* 
The  ocean  has  still  to  be  croesi^ 
And  only  they  do 
Who  are  brave  and  truei. 


TIME 

I  SAW  Urae  in  his  workshop  earriiig  fmmi 
Scattered   around   bift    tools   lay,  btuDOif 

griefs, 
Sharp  cares  that  cut  out  deeply  in  relidi 
Of  light  and  shade  ;  borrows  that  saxNii 

the  traces 
Of  what  were  smiles.  Nor  yet  without  inA 

graces 
His   handiwork,  for    ofttlisies  rough  wot 

ground 
And  polished,  oft  the  pinebed  made  uooDti 

and  round  ; 
The  calm  look^  too^  the  impetuous  fire  t^ 

plaees. 
Long  time  I  stood  and  watched  ;  with  ^oi^ 

eous  grin 
He  took  each  heedless    face  between  fej* 

knees, 
And  graved  and  scarred  and  bleached  vitli 

boiling  tears. 
I  wondering  turned  to   go,  when.  In  !  iet 

skin 
Feels  crumpled,  and  in  glass  mj  own  hsf 

sees 
Itself  all  changed,  scarr^  careworn,  whi« 

with  years. 


SAMSON 

Plunokd  in  nig htt  I  sit  alone 
Eyeless  on  this  dungeon  stonCi 
Naked,  »hacgy  and  unkempt, 
Dreaming  £^ams  no  soul  hath  dreami. 

Rats  and  vermin  round  my  feet 
Play  unharmed,  companions  sweety 
Spider*  weave  me  overhead 
Sdken  curtains  for  mj  bed. 

Day  by  day  the  mould  T  smell 
Of  thia  f  ungus-bUstered  ceil ; 
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Nig^btly  in  nij  hautited  aleop 
OVr  my  face  the  lizmtU  creep. 

Gtvpb  of  iron  scrmpe  asd  bam 
WrisU  and  ankles  when  I  turn, 
A  lid  iny  collared  neck  U  raw 
Witb  the  teeth  of  brass  that  gnaw. 

Gud  of  Israel,  canst  Thou  see 
All  my  fierce  captivitj  ? 
Du  thy  sinews  feel  my  pains? 
Ueareat  Thou  the  claiikittg  chaina  ? 

Tbou  who  madest  me  so  fair, 
Strong  and  buoyant  aa  the  air, 
Tali  and  noble  as  a  tree, 
With  the  pasaions  of  the  aMy 

Swift  as  horse  upon  my  feet, 
Fierce  as  lion  in  my  beati 
Rending,  like  a  wisp  of  hay, 
All  that  dared  withstand  niy  way, 

Canst  Thou  see  me  through  the  gloom 
Of  this  subterranean  tomb,  — 
Bliuded  tiger  in  his  den, 
Once  the  lord  and  prince  of  men  ? 

Clay  was  I ;  the  potter  Thou 
With  Thy  thumb-nail  smooth *dst  my  brow, 
Roirdst  the  spital^moistened  sands 
Into  limbs  between  Thy  hands* 

Thou  didst  pour  into  my  blood 
Fury  of  the  fire  and  flood. 
And  upon  the  bound lt*ss  skies 
Tbou  didst  first  unclose  my  ey6B* 

And  TUT  breath  of  life  was  flame  ; 
God-like  from  the  source  it  came, 
Whirling  round  like  furious  wind 
Thoughts  upgathered  in  the  mind* 

Strong  Thou  mad'st  me,  till  at  length 
All  my  weakness  was  my  strength  ; 
Tortured  am  I,  blind  and  wrecked, 
For  a  faulty  architect. 

Vnnn  the  woman  at  ray  side. 
Was  I  womao-ltke  to  hide 
What  she  ask#d  me,  as  if  fear 
Could  my  iron  heart  come  near  ? 

Kay,  I  scorned  and  scorn  again 
Cowards  who  their  tongues  restraia  y 


Cared  I  no  more  for  Thy  laws 
Than  a  wind  of  scattered  straws* 


When  the  earth  quaked  at  my 
And  my  blood  was  all  atlame^ 
Who  was  I  to  lie,  and  cheat 
Her  who  clung  about  my  feet  ? 


From  Thy  open  nostrils  blow 
Wind  and  tempest,  rain  and  snow  ; 
Dost  Thau  curse  them  on  their  course^ 
For  the  f uiy  of  their  force  ? 

Tortured  am  I,  wracked  and  bowed. 
But  the  soul  within  is  proud  ; 
Dungeon  fetters  cannot  still 
Forces  of  the  tamelset  wilL 

laraers  God,  come  down  and  see 
All  my  fierce  captivity  ; 
Let  Thy  sinews  feel  my  pains, 
With  Thy  finger*  lift  my  chains. 

Then,  with  thunder  loud  and  wild. 
Comfort  Tliou  Thy  rebel  child, 
And  with  lightning  split  in  twain 
LoTeleaa  heart  and  aightlesa  brain. 

GiTC  roe  splendor  in  my  death  — 
Not  ttiis  sickening  dungeon  breatht 
Creeping  down  mr  blood  like  slime, 
Till  it  wastes  me  m  my  prime. 

Give  me  back,  for  one  blind  bouri 
Half  my  former  rage  and  power, 
And  some  giant  crisis  send 
Meet  to  prove  a  bero*s  end. 

Then.  O  God,  Thy  mercy  show  — 
Crush  him  in  the  overthrow 
At  whose  life  they  seom  and  pointy 
By  its  greatDeea  out  of  joint. 


VAN  ELSEN 

God  vp^ke  three  timet  and  saved  Vm 

Elaen's  aoal ; 
He  spake  by  siekneei  iint  ami  made  him 
whole ; 
Van  Elsen  heard  him  not* 
Or  soon  forgot. 

God  spake  to  him  by  wealth,  the  world  ouV 
poured 
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Its  tretiAures  at  hid  'eet,  and  caHed  bim 
Lotd  ; 

Vau  Eben'i  hea  grew  fat 

And  proud  there  L 

God  spake  the  third    ime  when  the  great 

world  siuikd* 
had  in  the  auiishine     iw  his  little  child  ; 

Van  Eben  like      -^ 

Fell  hopelessly. 

rheQ  in  the  darkness  eame  a  Toioe 

said, 
^  As  th J  heart  bleedeth^  so  i 
bkd^ 
Aa  I  have  need  of  thee* 
Tbou  oeedest  me." 


That  night  Van   Elsen  kissed  the  baby 

feet, 
Andf  kneelin?  by  the  narrow  winding  sheet, 

Praked  Him  with  fenreot  breath 

Who  conquered  death* 
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lory  alone,  O  God,  be  the  end  of  aQ 

that  I  say  ; 

ibine  in  every  dead,  let  it  kindle  the 

prayers  that  I  pra.y  ; 

bum  in  ray  intieriuoat  soal,  till  IIk 

shadow  of  self  pass  away^ 

le  light  of  Thy  glory,  O  God«  be  u- 

veiled  m  the  dawning  of  d«j. 


4S{i^a%etf|  ^tt&tiBi^mt  iiot€tt0 


IN  THE  GOLDEN   BIRCH 

How  the  leaves  sin^  to  the  wind  ! 

And  the  wind  with  its  turbulent  voices 
sweet 

Gives  back  the  praise  of  the  leaves,  as  is 
meet, 
To  the  soft  blue  sky,  where  the  cumulous 
clouds  are  thinned, 

And  driven  away,  like  a  flock  of  fright- 
ened sheep, 

By  the  wind  that  waketh  and  putteth  to 
sleep. 

Here,  in  the  golden  birch. 

Folded  in  rapture  of  golden  light, 
I  taste  the  joy  of  the  birds  in  their  flight  ; 
And  I  watch  the  flickering  shadows,  that 
sway  and  lurch 
And  flutter,  like  dancing  brownies,  over 

the  ffreen. 
And  the  birch  is  singing  wherein  I  lean. 


From  over  the  purple  hills 

Comes  the  wind  with  its  strange  sweet 

song  to  the  land  ; 
And  the  earth  looks  bright,  as  it  might 

when  planned 
By  the   Maker,  and   left   unblemished  of 

human  ills  ; 
And  the  river  runs,  like  a  child  to  its 

mother's  knee, 
To  the    heart  of    the    great   unrestii^ 


How  perfect  the  day,  and  sweet ! 
Over  me,  limitless  heavens  of  blue  ; 
Close  to  me,  leaves  that  the  wind  sifts 
through  ; 
And  the  one  sweet  song,  that  the  wind  ani 
the  leaves  repeat. 
Till  the  mild,  hnshed  meadows  listea, 

crowned  with  light. 
And  the  hill-tops  own  its  might ! 
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H        HEAT 

Nay  more,  I  thmk  some  blessed  power             ^H 
Hath  brought  me  wandering  iaiy  here  t        ^^| 

una  th&t  reel  to  sontliwardf  dim, 

In  the  full  furnace  of  this  hour                            ^H 

ad  runs  by  me  white  and  Imre  ; 

My  thoughts  grow  keen  and  dear*           ^^^^M 

teep  hiH  it  »eeui8  to  swim 

^^^^H 

1,  and  melt  intv  the  ghure. 

BETWEEN   THE  RAPIDS        ^^H 

ball  way,  or  it  mav  be 
r  the  sammit,  slowly  steda 

The  point  is  turned  ;  the  twilight  shadow       ^4 

rt,  moving  duitilj 

fillB                                                                                                                   1 

dlj  cUcking  wb«9«la* 

The  wheeling  stream,  the  soft  receding             1 

shore,                                                                 1 

lit*i  ftide  the  wagoner 
elung  slowly  at  bis  eii«e, 

And  on  oiir  ears  from  deep  among  the  hills       ^J 

Breaks  now  the  rapids'  sudden  quicken*      ^H 

leu  in  the  windless  blur 

bgroar*                                                  ^H 

ite  dost  puffing  to  his  kneei. 

Ah,  yet  the  same  1  or  have  they  changed      ^H 

^n  on  the  height  above, 

their  face,                                                  ^H 

iky  to  sky  on  either  baud, 
le  thing  tliHt  seems  to  move 

The  fair  green  fields,  and  can  it  still  be      ^H 

seen,                                                              ^1 

Uie  heat-held  laud. 

The  white  log  cottage  near  the  mountab's        ^1 

base,                                                                 1 

So  bright  and  quiet,  so  home-like  and      ^m 

be  b  tbe  fields  the  mn 

b  the  grass  and  bath  his  will  ; 

serene?                                                        ^^M 

he  marguerites  one  by  one  ; 
ibe  buttercups  are  siill* 

Ahf  well  I  question,  for  as  five  years  go,           ^H 

Uow  many  blessbgs  falli  and  how  much      ^H 

rook  yonder  not  a  breath 

^H 

h»  the  spider  or  the  midge. 

^^M 

ir-bugs  draw  elose  beneath 

Aye  there  they  are,  nor  have  they  changed      ^H 

lol  gloom  of  the  bridge. 

their  cheer,                                                    ^H 

The  fields,  the  hnt,  the  leafy  moontab      ^H 

be  fur  elm-tree  shadofro  flood 

brows                                                         ^^t 

Ifttehet  b  the  btimmg  gnus, 

Across  the  lonely  dusk  again  I  hear                  ^^M 
The  loitering  bells,  the  lowbg  nf  the      ^H 

i^  eaeh  with  her  peaceful  oud| 

tttbff  for  the  heat  to  pass, 
newbere  on  the  slope  near  by 

cows,                                                                        ^^M 

The  Meat  of  many  sheep,  tlie  stilly  rush            ^H 
Of  the  low  whispering  river,  and,  thruugb       ^H 

le  pale  depth  of  the  noon 

fbg  thrush  slides  Icisiircly 

■ 

in  revolving  tune. 

Soft  human  tongues  that  break  the  dee]^      ^H 
enmg  hush                                                 ^^M 

^  of  dreams  I  hear 

With  fabt-heard  song  or  desultory  call  t      ^^M 

licket  from  the  droughty  ground  ; 

O  comrades,  hold  1   the   longest  reach  ia      ^^M 

shoppers  spin  mto  mine  ear 

^         P^"**                .                            .               ■ 

11  innumerable  sound. 

The  stream  runs  swift,  and  we  are  nying      ^H 

Is  eyes  sometimes  to  gase  : 

fast.                                                         H 

imbg  sky-line  blinds  my  sight ; 

^^1 

is  far  off  are  blue  with  hare  ; 

Tho  Bibon,  the  fields,  the  cottage,  just  thm      ^M 

Us  are  drenched  in  light. 

MUIM,                                                                    ^M 

But  how  with  them  whose  memoty  ra*kM      ^H 

to  me  not  this  or  tb«t 

them  sweet  ?                                               ^H 

lys  sharp  or  always  sweet ; 

Oh,  if  I  called  them,  hailbg  name  by  nama,            4 
Would  the  same  lips  th«  same  old  shoats            J 

Dped  shadow  of  my  hat 

ftt  rest,  and  drab  the  heat; 

repeat?                                                 ^m 
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HaTe  tbe  rough  ^eajfs,  lo  big  with  death 

aiid  Ul, 
Gone;  lightly  hj  and  left  tliem  amiliag 

yet? 
Wild  blaek-ey«d  Jeaime  whose  tongue  was 

never  still, 
Old  wrinkled   Ficatid,  Flcrro  and  pale 

Lisette^ 
The  boEEiely  hearts  that  neTer  eared  to 

range, 
While  life's  wide  flelda  were  filled  with 

rmh  tmA  diange* 

And  where  is  Ja^qaes^  and  where  is  Yer« 
ginie  ? 

1  cannot  tell  ;  the  Belds  are  all  a  blur. 
The  lowing  cows  whose  shapea  I  searc« 
Hee, 
Oh,  do  they  wait  and  do  thay  call 
And  is  she  changed^  or  b  her  h 
clear 
As  wind  or  mornitig,  light  as  river  foam  ? 
Or  have  life's  chaugea  borne  her  far  from 
here, 
And  far  from  rest,  and  far  from  help 
and  home  ? 
Ah  comrades,  soft,  and  let  us  rest  nwhilsi 
For  arms  grow  tired  with  paddling  many  a 
mile. 

The  woods  grow  wild,  and  from  the  rising 
shore 
Tbe   cool  wind   creeps,  the   faint  wood 
odors  steal  ; 
Like  ghu.^ts  ad  own  the  river's  blackening 
tlour 
The  luiaty  fumes  begin  to  creep  and  reel. 
Once  more  I  leave  you,  wandering  toward 
the  night, 
Sweet   home,   sweet   heart,   that   would 
have  held  me  in  ; 
Whither  I  go  1  know  not,  and  the  light 

Is  faint  before,  and  rest  is  hard  to  win. 
Ah,  sweet  ye  were  and  near  to  heaven's 

Bat  youth  is  blind  ^nd  wisdom  comes  too 
hite. 

Blacker  and  loftier  grow  the  woods,  and 
bark! 
The  freshening  roar  I    The  chute  is  near 
us  now, 
And  dim  the  can  von  grows,  and  inkj  dark 
Tbe  water  whispering  from  tbe  birchen 
prow* 


One  long  last  look,  and  many  a  sa4  adieo, 

While  eyes  can  see  and   heart  eaa  fed 

you  yet, 

I  leave  sweet  home  and  sweeter  hearts  li 

you, 

A  prayer  for  Hcaud,  oti^  for  pale  Lisettc^ 

A  kiss  for  Pierre,  my  little  Jaeqaes,  ud 

tbee^ 
A  sigh  for  Jeanne,  a  sob  for  Vergiaie, 


loes  she  stiU  remember  f    Is  the 

tw  dead^  or  has   she   found  aootki 

mate? 
ear,   so  dear;  and   ah,  an  awift  the 

stream  ; 
en  now  perhaps  it  were  not  yet  tM 

late. 
Dh,  whnt  matter  ;  for,  before  the  nagU  I 
»  reached  ite  middle,  we  have  fsrti  I 

go- 
to your  paddles,  comrades  ;  see,  ^ 

light 
Ebbs  off  apace  ;  we  must  not  linger  ». 
Ayii  thus  it  is  I    lleavea  gleams  and  tka 

is  gone. 
Once,  twice,  it  smiles,  and  still  we  winckr 

OBi 


A  FORECAST 

WtiAT    days    await    this     woman,   wboj* 

strange  feet 
Breathe  spells,  whose  presence  makei  mes 

dream  like  wide. 
Tall,  free  and  slender  as  the  forest  pine, 
Whose   form  is  moulded    musics  throcjS 

whose  sweet 
Frank  eyes  I  feel   the   very   heart's  l^ 

beatt 
Keen,  passionate,  and  full  of  dre^im  ^ 

flre  r 
How  in  the  end,  and  to  what  man's  desK 
Shall  all  this  yield,  wbose  lips  dhsll  thm 

lips  meet  ? 
One  thing  I  know  ;    if    be   be    gr^it  d 

pure, 
This  love,  this  fire,  thm  beauty  shaU  eedni?: 
Triumph  and  hope  shall  lead  him  bj  ^ 

twilm  : 
But  if  not  this,  some  differing  thing  bfK 
That  dream  shall  break  in  terror  ;  he  f^ 

see 
The  whirlwind  ripen,  where  he  soira^  *•* 

calm. 
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THE   LOONS 

Omcb  ye  were  bappy,  once  by  many  a 

shore, 
Wherever  Glooscap's   gentle    feet  might 

stray, 
Lulled  by  his  presence  like  a  dream,  ye 

lay 
Floating  at  rest ;  but  that  was  long  of  yore. 
He  was  too  good  for  earthly  men  ;  he  bore 
Their  bitter  deeds  for  man^  a  patient  day, 
And  then  at  last  he  took  his  unseen  way. 
He  was  your  friend,  and  ye  might  rest  no 

more  : 
And  now,  though  many  hundred  altering 

years 
Have  passed,  among  the  desolate  northern 

meres 
Still  must  ye  search  and  wander  queru- 
lously, 
Crjring  for  Gloosca^,  still  bemoan  the  light 
With  weird  entreaties,  and  in  agony 
With  awful  laughter  pierce  the  lonely  night. 


THE   CITY  OF   THE   END   OF 
THINGS 

Bkside  the  pounding  cataracts 
Of  midnieht  streams  unknown  to  us, 
T  is  builded  in  the  dismal  tracts 
And  valleys  huge  of  Tartarus. 
Lurid  and  lofty  and  vast  it  seems  ; 
It  hath  no  rounded  name  that  rings. 
But  I  have  heard  it  called  in  dreams 
The  City  of  the  Eud  of  Things. 

Its  roofs  and  iron  towers  have  grown 
None  knoweth  how  high  within  the  night, 
Hut  in  its  murky  streets  far  down 
A  flaming  terrible  and  bright 
Shakes  all  the  stalking  shMows  there, 
Across  the  walls,  across  the  floors, 
And  shifts  upon  the  upper  air 
From  out  a  thousand  tumace  doors  ; 
And  all  the  while  an  awful  sound 
Keeps  roaring  on  continually. 
And  crashes  in  the  ceaseless  round 
Of  a  gigantic  harmony. 
Through  its  grim  depths  reechoing. 
And  afi  its  weary  height  of  walls, 
With  measured  roar  and  iron  ring. 
The  inhuman  music  lifts  and  falls. 
Where  no  thing  rests  and  no  man  is, 
And  only  fire  uid  night  hold  sway. 


The  beat,  the  thunder,  and  the  hiss 
Cease  not,  and  change  not,  night  nor  day. 

And  moving  at  unheard  commands. 

The  abysses  and  vast  fires  between. 

Flit  figures  that,  with  clanking  handsy 

Obey  a  hideous  routine. 

They  are  not  flesh,  they  are  not  bone^ 

They  see  not  with  the  human  eye. 

And  from  their  iron  lips  is  blown 

A  dreadful  and  monotonous  cry. 

And  whoso  of  our  mortal  race 

Should  find  that  city  unaware. 

Lean  Death. would  smite  him  face  to  faoe^ 

And  blanch  him  with  its  venomed  air  ; 

Or,  caught  by  the  terrific  spell, 

Each  thread  of  memory  snapped  and  oalw 

His  soul  would  shrivel,  and  its  shell 

Go  rattling  like  an  empty  nut. 

It  was  not  always  so,  but  once. 
In  days  that  no  man  thinks  upon. 
Fair  voices  echoed  from  its  stones. 
The  light  above  it  leaped  and  shone. 
Once  there  were  multitudes  of  men 
That  built  that  city  in  their  pride. 
Until  its  might  was  made,  and  then 
They  withered,  age  by  age,  and  died  ; 
And  now  of  that  prodigious  race 
Three  only  in  an  iron  tower. 
Set  like  carved  idols  face  to  face. 
Remain  the  masters  of  its  power  ; 
And  at  the  city  gate  a  fourth. 
Gigantic  and  with  dreadful  eyes. 
Sits  looking  toward  the  lightfess  north. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  memories  : 
Fast-rooted  to  the  lurid  floor, 
A  bulk  that  never  moves  a  jot. 
In  his  pale  body  dwells  no  more 
Or  mind  or  som,  —  an  idiot ! 

But  some  time  in  the  end  those  three 
Shall  perish  and  their  hands  be  still. 
And  with  the  masters'  touch  shall  flee 
Their  incommunicable  skill. 
A  stillness,  absolute  as  death. 
Along  the  slacking  wheels  shall  lie. 
And,  flagging  at  a  single  breath, 
The  fires  shall  smoulder  out  and  die. 
The  roar  shall  vanish  at  its  height, 
And  over  that  tremendous  town 
The  silence  of  eternal  night 
Shall  gather  close  and  settle  down. 
All  its  grim  grandeur,  tower  and  hal^ 
Shall  be  abandoned  utterly, 
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luMt  sbaU  fall 
ntury. 

ng  shall  grow, 
blade  of  graJia  ; 
no  wutd  eball  blow^ 


Nor  sound  of  anj  foot  ahall  pa^s. 
Aloue  of  its  accursed  st&ie 
One  thing  the  hand  of  Time  shall  t 
For  the  grim  Idiot  at  the  gate 
Tlm  de&tM€40  mid  eternal  ti^re  I 


^It^^  Carttiatt 


MARIAN  DRURY 

BfARIAK  BBtTRYi  MamD  Dfurjr, 
How  are  the  marahea  full  of  the 

Ac&dto  dreams  of  your  coming  hon 
All  year  thiaugh,  luid  her  h«_. 
free, — 

Free  on  the  trail  of  the  wind  tc 

Search  and  couFse  with  the  i ^ 

All  year  long  where  hh  hands  unnavei. 

Blossom  aud  berry  the  mai^hes  hide. 

Marian  Drury,  Marian  Drury, 

How  are  the  marshes  full  of  the  surge  ! 
April  over  the  Norland  now 

Walks    iu    the    quiet    from    veige    to 
verge. 

Burying,  brimming,  the  building  billows 
Fret  the  long  dikes  with  mieasy  foam. 
Drenched   with  gold  weather,   the   idling 
willows 
Kiss  you    a    hand   from    the    Norland 
home. 

Marian  Drury,  Marian  Drury, 

How  are  the  marshes  full  of  the  sun  I 

Blomidon  waits  for  your  coming  home. 
All   day  long   where    the  white    wings 


All  spring  tlirough  they  falter  and  follow, 
Wander,  and  beckon  the  roving  tide, 

Wheel  and  float  with  the  veering  swallow, 
Lift  you   a  voice   from   the    blue   hill- 
side. 

Marian  Drury,  Marian  Dniry, 

How  are  the  marshes  full  of  the  rain  ! 

April  over  the  Norland  now 

Bugles  for  rapture,  and  rouses  pain,  — 

Halts  before  the  forsaken  dwelling. 

Where   in    the   twilight,   too    spent    to 
roam. 


Love,  whom  the  flngeifs  of  death  ai 
iugt 
Cries  yoa  a  cheer   fotun    the 
home* 

S^aiian  Drury,  Mariaii  Drury, 
How  ai%  the  marahed  filled  with 

jrand  Pr^  dreams  of  your  coming  1 
Dreams   while   the     raixibirda   a 
through^ 

Par  ia  the  uplands  calling  to  win  j 
Tease  the  brown  dusk  on  the 
wide  ; 

And  never  the  burning  heart  withl 
Stirs  iu  your  sleep  by  the  roving 

A  SEA    CHILD 

The  lover  of  child  Marjory 
Had  one  white  hour  of  life  bri 

Now  the  old  nurse,  the  rocking  s 
Hath  him  to  luU. 

The  daughter  of  child  Marjory 
Hath  in  her  veins,  to  beat  aiid 

The  glad  indomitable  sea. 
The  strong  white  sun. 

GOLDEN    ROWAN 

She  lived  where  the  mountains  go 
the  sea. 
And  river  and  tide  confer. 

Golden  Rowan,  in  Menalowan, 
Was  the  name  they  g^ve  to  her. 

She  had  the  soul  no  circumstance 
Can  hurry  or  defer. 

Golden  Rowan,  of  Menalowan, 
How  time  stood  still  for  her  I 

Her  playmates  for  their  lovers  gre\« 
But  that  shy  wanderer. 

Golden  Rowan,  of  Menalowan, 
Knew  love  was  not  for  her. 


«3       1 

BLISS   CARMAN 

Eier§  waA  the  love  of  wildiug  thuigs  ; 

Make  mo  of  thy  seed  to-morrow,                   ^J 

To  benr  a  squirrel  chir 

When  the  sap  begins  to  stir  I                            ^^M 

In  the  ^lileQ  rowan  of  Mextalowati 

Tawny  light-foot,  sleepy  bruin,  ^^M 
Bright-eyes  in  the  orchard  ruin,                       ^H 

Waa  jo/  enough  for  her. 

Gnarl  the  good  life  goes  askew  in,                  ^H 

She  ileeps  on  tlie  hill  with  the  lonelj  Bun, 

Whiskey-jack,  or  tanager,  —                          ^^| 

Where  in  the  days  that  were, 

Make  me  anything  ta-roorrow»                        ^^M 

The  golden  roWan  of  Mcoalowan 

When  the  sap  begins  to  stir  \                          ^^M 

So  often  ahadowed  her« 

^^M 

Make  me  even  (How  do  I  know  ?)                 ^^M 

ihe  scarlet  fruit  will  come  to  fill. 

Like  my  friend  the  gargoyle  there  ;  ^^M 
It  may  be  the  heart  wiUiin  him                         ^^ 

The  acarlei  apring  to  ittr 

Th^  golden  rowan  of  Menalowanp 

Swells  tlint  doltish  hands  should  pin  him              1 

And  wake  no  dream  for  her. 

Fixed  forever  in  mid-air.                                   ^^1 

31  ake  me  even  sport  for  swalIow%                 ^^M 

Only  the  wind  ia  over  her  graye, 

Like  the  soaring  gargoyle  there  t                   ^H 

For  mourner  and  comforter  ;                       ! 

^^H 

And  **  Golden  Rowati,  of  Menalowuii'' 

Give  me  the  old  clue  to  follow,                       ^^M 

Is  all  we  know  of  her. 

Through  the  Ubvrinth  of  night  1  ^H 
Clod  of  clay  with  heart  of  lire»                        ^H 

SPRING  SONG 

Things  that  burrow  and  aspira^                       ^^M 

With  the  vanishing  desire,  ^^M 
For  the  perishing  delight, —                             ^^M 

Make  me  over,  mother  Anrilj 

•      When  the  sap  l»egin8  to  stir  I 

Only  the  old  oluc  to  follow,                               ^^M 

^      When  thy  flowery  hand  delivers 
All  the  mountain-prisoned  riverft, 

Tliruugh  the  labyrinth  of  night  1                     ^^M 

^^H 

And  thy  great  heart  beat^  and  quivers 

Make  me  over,  mother  April,                          ^^M 

To  revive  the  days  that  were. 

When  tbe  tap  begins  to  stir  f                           ^^M 

Hake  me  over,  mother  April, 

Fashion  me  from  swamp  or  meadav^              ^^M 

When  the  sap  begins  to  stir  1 

Gftrden  plot  or  ferny  shadow,  ^^M 
Hyacinth  or  humble  burr  f                               ^^H 

Take  my  dnst  and  all  my  dreaming, 

Make  me  over,  mother  April,                          ^^M 

Count  my  iieiirt'l>cats  une  by  one, 

When  the  sap  begins  to  stir  1                           ^^M 

Sond  them  where  the  winters  perish  ; 

^^M 

Then  some  golden  noon  recherish 

Let  me  hear  the  far,  low  summcms,                ^H 

And  reatore  them  in  the  sun, 

Wi)en  the  silver  winds  return  ;                            1 

Flower  and  scent  nud  ditst  and  dreaming^ 

Rills  that  run  and  streams  that  stoiumef,            1 

With  their  heart-beats  eveiy  one  1 

Goldenwing  with  his  loud  hammer,                       1 

IcT  brooks  that  brawl  and  clamor                     ^J 

Set  me  in  the  urge  and  tide-drifl 

Wliere  the  Indian  willows  bum  ;                   ^^M 

« )f  the  streaming  hosts  Sr-wing  ! 

Let  me  hejirken  to  the  oallingi                         ^^M 

Breast  of  scarlet,  throat  of  yellow^ 

When  the  silver  winds  return^                         ^^M 

fianoona  challenge,  wooings  mellow  — 

^^M 

ErvTj  migrant  is  my  fellow, 

Till  recurring  and  reeurring,                          ^H 

Makmg  northward  with  the  spring. 

Long  since  wandered  and  ooma  hsMk^            ^^M 

Loose  me  in  the  urge  and  tide  drift 

Like  a  whim  of  Grieg's  or  G^mod'a,  ^^ 
This  sajne  self,  bird,  bnd,  or  Blnenose,                1 

Of  the  streaming  hosts  a-wing  t 

Some  day  I  may  capture  (Who  knows  ?)  1 
Just  the  one  last  joy  I  lack,                                   1 

Shrilling  pipe  or  fluting  whistlei 
In  the  valleys  come  again  ; 

Waking  to  the  far  new  siunmons,                    ^^J 

Fife  of  frog"  and  call  of  tn>e-taaii. 

When  the  old  spring  winds  eome  back.          ^^M 

Ail  my  brothers,  five  or  threo-toed» 

^^M 

With  their  revel  no  more  vetoed» 

For  I  hare  no  choice  of  being,  ^^M 
When  the  sap  begins  to  cUmb,  —                   ^^M 

Making  music  in  the  rain  ; 

8hrilUng  pi|>e  or  Anting  whistlCi 

Strong  insistenoo,  sweet  intrusion,                   ^^M 

In  the  vallejs  come  again. 

Vasts  and  Tergea  of  iUoaton,  —                      ^^M 
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So  I  wiHr  to  timers  confusion. 
The  one  perfect  pearl  of  time, 

Jo  J  and  joy  and  joy  forever, 
Till  the  sup  forgets  to  climb  1 

Make  me  over  in  the  momine 
From  the  nig-bsig  of  the  world  I 
Beraps  of  tlream  und  duds  of  dartng. 
Home-brought  stuff  from  far  sea-faring. 
Faded  colors  once  so  flaring, 
Shreds  of  banners  long  since  furled  I 
Hoes  of  ash  and  glints  of  glo^'. 
In  the  rag-bag  of  tbe  world  I 

Let  me  taste  the  old  immort^ 

Indolence  of  life  once  more  ; 
Kot  recalling  not  foreseeing, 
Let  the  great  slow  joys  of  being 
Well  my  heart  through  as  of  yore  t 
Let  me  taste  the  old  immortal 
Indolence  of  Life  once  more  1 

Give  me  tbe  old  drink  for  rapture, 

The  delirium  to  draJn^ 

All  my  ft^UoWH  drank  in  plenty 

At  the  Three  Score  Inns  and  Twenty 

From  the  mountains  to  tbe  nmiti  1 

Give  me  the  old  dritik  for  rapture, 

The  delirium  to  drain  t 

Only  make  me  over,  April, 
When  tbe  sap  begins  to  stir  I 
Make  me  man  or  make  me  woman, 
Make  me  oaf  or  ape  or  human, 
Cup  of  flower  or  wine  of  &r  ; 
Make  me  anytbing  but  neuter 
When  the  sap  begins  to  Mtir  1 


A  MORE   ANCIENT   MARINER 

The  swarthy  bee  ii;  a  buccaneer, 

A  burly  velveted  rover, 

Who  loves  the  booming  wind  in  his  ear 

As  be  sails  the  seas  of  clover. 

A  wnif  of  the  goblin  pirate  crew, 
With  not  a  soul  to  deplore  binst 
He  stKcrs  fur  tbe  open  verge  of  blue 
With  tbe  filmy  world  before  Inm. 

His  flimsy  sail^  abroad  on  tbe  wind 
Are  shivered  with  fairy  thunder  ; 
On  a  line  that  sings  to  the  light  of  hia  wings 
He  makes  for  the  lauds  of  wonder. 


He  hamea  tbe  ports  of  the  HollyIiaek% 
And  levies  on  poor  Sweetbrier  ; 
He  drinks  the  whitest  wine  of  Phlox, 
And  tbe  Hoae  ia  bla  desire. 

He  hangs  in  the  Willows  a  »tght  Msi  e 

day; 
He  rifles  the  Buckwheat  patches  ^ 
Then  battens  hiii  store  of  pelf  g^alore 

'^-^-^  the  tautest  hatches. 

ws  the  Poppy  and  weds  t^e  Peau^ 

:les  Daffodilly, 

ben  like  a  tramp  abandons  each 

^  gorgeous  Canada  Lilj. 

'a  not  a  soul  in  tlie  garden  world 
IshcB  the  day  were  shorter. 

Mariner  B,  pnta  out  to  aea 
the  wind  in  the  proper  quarter. 

I  they  amy  I    But  I  b&ve  mj  doubsi; 

J7ur  bue  flowers  are  only  hnman, 

And  tbe  valor  and  gold  of  a  vagrant  boM 
Were  always  dear  to  woman* 

He  darea  to  bojist,  alone  the  coast, 
The  beauty  of  HighlaJid  Heather,^ 
How  he  and  she,  with  night  on  the  sea. 
Lay  out  on  the  bills  together. 

He  pilfers  from  every  port  of  the  wind. 
From  April  to  golden  autumn  ; 
But  the  thieving  ways  of  his  mortal  diT^ 
Are  those  his  mother  taught  him. 

His  morals  are  mixed,  hut  hia  will  is  fixtd; 
He  prospers  after  hia  kind. 
And  follows  an  instinct,  Gotnpasa-surt, 
The  philosophers  call  hlijid. 

And  that  h  why,  when  he  comes  to  die, 

Hci  •  11  huvo  an  eaaier  sentence 

Than   some   one   I   know   who  thinks  jus: 

SOj 

And  then  leaves  room  for  repentance* 

He  never  could  box  the  conipaas  romn! ; 
He  does  n^t  know  port  fiH^m  starhoaid  , 
But  he   knows   the  gates  of  tiie  Suatlod 

StraitSi 
Where  the  ehoicest  goods  are  harbor*^ 

He  never  eonld  see  the  Rule  of  Three, 
But  he  knows  a  rule  of  thumb 


Bc'tUr  than  Eiiclid*s»  better  ttmn  jourt^ 
Or  the  teachers*  yet  to  come. 

He  knows  the  smell  of  the  hydfomel 
A*  if  two  and  two  irere  five  ; 
Aiiii  hides  it  uvmy  for  n  yenr  and  a  daj 
!ij  his  own  hexagotial  luve* 

>ut  in  the  daTt  hap-haeardf  alone, 
Hcoma  the  old  vagnuii  hammer, 
VV'itli  only  his  whim  to  pilot  him 
riirough  the  splendid  vast  of  summer. 

He  steers  and  steers  on  the  claut  of  the 

gale, 
Like  the  fiend  or  Vanderdecken  ; 
And  there  's  never  an  unknown  oourse  to 

sail 
But  his  crazy  log  can  reckoiL 

He  drones  dong  with  his  rough  leflreoiig 

And  the  throat  of  a  salty  tar, 

Thh   devil-may-care,  till    he    makes    his 

lair 
By  the  light  of  a  yellow  star. 

He  looks  Uke  a  gentleman.  Uvea  like  a 

lord, 
And  works  like  a  Trojan  hero  ; 
Then  loafs  all  winter  upon  hU  hoard, 
Vith  the  mercntj  at  aero. 


A  WINDFLOWER 

Betwkrk  the  roadside  and  the  wood, 
Between  the  dawning  and  the  dew, 

A  tiny  flower  before  the  wind, 
Ephemeral  in  time,  I  grew. 

The  chanee  of  straying  feet  oame  hy,  — 
Nor  death  nor  love  nor  any  name 

Known  among  men  in  all  their  lands,  — 
Yet  failure  put  desire  to  shame. 

Xo-uight  can  bring  no  healing  now. 
The  calm  of  yesternight  is  gone  ; 

Surely  the  wind  is  but  the  wind, 
And  I  a  broken  waif  thereon. 

How  fair  my  thousand  hrotliers  wavt 
Upon  the  floor  of  God's  abode  t 

Whence  came  that  careless  wanderer 
Between  the  woodaide  and  the  road  1 


THE   MENDICANTS 

We  are  as  mendicants  who  wait 
Along  the  roadside  in  the  sun. 
Tatters  of  yesterday  and  shreds 
Of  morrow  clothe  us  every  one. 

And  some  are  dotards,  who  believni 
And  glory  in  the  days  of  old  ; 
While  some  are  dreamers,  harping  still 
Upon  an  unknown  age  of  gold. 

Hopeless  or  witless  I    Not  one  heeds. 
As  lavish  Time  comes  down  the  way 
And  tosses  in  the  supnlijuit  liat 
One  great  new-minted  gold  To^lay. 

Ungratefnl  heart  and  grudging  thanks, 
His  beggar's  wisdom  only  sees 
Housing  and  bread  and  be«r  enough  ; 
He  knows  no  other  ihinga  than  these. 

O  foolish  ones^  put  by  your  care  I 
Where  wants  Are  many,  joys  are  law  | 
And  at  the  wilding  springs  of  peaoo^ 
God  keeps  an  open  house  for  you* 

But  that  some  Fortunatua'  gift 
Is  lying  there  within  his  hand. 
More  costly  than  a  pot  of  pearls. 
His  dulness  does  not  understand. 

And  so  his  creatoie  heart  is  filled  ; 
His  shrunkeu  self  goes  starved  away. 
Let  him  wear  brand>new  garments  itill. 
Who  has  a  threadbare  soiU,  I  say. 

But  there  be  others,  happier  few, 
The  vagabondish  sons  of  God, 
Who  know  the  by-ways  and  the  flowers, 
And  care  not  how  the  world  may  plod. 

They  idle  down  the  traffic  lands. 

And  loiter  through  the  woods  with  spring  \ 

To  them  the  glory  of  the  eartk 

Is  but  to  hear  a  Iduebird  sing* 

They  too  reeeive  each  one  his  Day  ; 
But  their  wise  he«it  knows  many  things 
Beyond  the  sating^  of  desire» 
Above  the  dignity  of  kings. 

One  I  remember  kept  his  coin. 
And  laughing  Hipped  it  in  the  lur  | 


i^ovE,  by  that  loosened  liaip 
Well  now  I  know 
Where  the  lost  Lilith  went 
So  long  ago. 

Love,  by  those  starry  eyes 
I  understand 

How  the  sea  maidens  lore 
Mortals  from  land. 

LoTe,  h^  that  welling  laurfi 
Joy  claims  hb  own 
Sw^born  and  wind-wayward 
Child  of  the  sun. 

HACK  AND   HEW 

Hack  and  Hew  were  the  sons  of  God 
In  the  earlier  earth  than  now  • 

One  at  hb  right  band,  one  at  his  left, 
To  obey  as  he  taught  them  how. 

But  both  had  the  wild,  wild  heart : 
And  God's  calm  will  was  their  bumina 
And  the  gist  of  their  toU  was  art. 

They  made  the  moon  and  the  belted  si 

iney  set  the  sun  to  ride  ; 
They  loosed  the  girdle  and  veil  of  the 

Ihe  wind  and  the  purple  tide. 

Both  flower  and  beast  beneath  their  ha 
lo  beauty  and  soeeH  nuta^r^  . 
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Jt.  ftmxtt^  ^axti0m                               ^M 

(^^SERANUS")                                                                              ^H 

CHATEAU  PAPINEAU 

Tbongfa  Canada  be  felt  b  beat                       ^H 

Of  summer  pulse  that  enervates t                 ^^| 
The  Old  WorU  i  and  the  New  World  meet     ^M 

(AFLOAT) 

I 

In  dial,  arbor,  tropic  heat.                                 ^^M 

The  red  tiled  towers  of  the  old  ChiSteaa, 

Enter  I   And  note,  how  dear  all  statea         ^H 

Perched  on  the  cliff  above  our  hark. 

That,  in  this  chamiM  cool  retreat,                    ^H 

Burn  iu  the  wefltem  evening  glow« 

The  Old  World  and  the  New  World  meet*     ^1 

The  fiery  spirit  o!  Papioeau 

CoDsumeit  tliem  still  with  iU  fever  spark, 

III                                   ^H 

The  red  tiled  towera  of  the  old  Chateau  1 

The  garden 's  past.    T  is  forest  now             ^^M 

Encircling  us  with  leafy  tide,                         ^^m 
Cloee  clustering  in  green  branch  and  bough*          J 

Drift  bj  and  mark  how  bright  they  sbow^ 

And    bow    the     tnullioued     wiiidows  — 

^^M 

mark  ! 

So  beautiful  a  wood,  we  vow*                           ^^M 

Burn  in  the  western  evetiing  glow  1 

Was  never  seen,  so  fresh,  so  wide*               ^^M 

The  garden  'a  past,  *i  >»  forest  now,                 ^^M 

Dnft  down,  or  up,  where'er  you  go,              1 

^^H 

They  llnuie  from  out  tht*  dmtniit  park» 

T  is  more,  *t  is  Canada,  and  bow                    ^^M 

Tbe  red  tiled  towers  of  the  old  Chateau. 

Should  feudal  leaven  lurk  and  hide             ^^V 

Close    clustering   in     greeu    branch    and         1 

8o  was  it  once  with  friend,  with  foe  ; 

bough  ?                                                  ^J 

Fax  off  they  »ftw  the  patriot's  ark 

^^H 

Burn  in  the  western  evening  glow. 

Quaintly  the  dial  on  the  brow                          ^^M 

• 

Of  yonder  open  glade  ia  spied  ;                   ^^H 

Think  of  him  now  !    One  thought  bestoWi 

The  garden 's  past,  'tis  forest  iiow»                ^H 

ASf  blazinff  againat  the  pine  trees  dark. 
The  red  tiled  towen  of  the  old  Chateau 

^^H 

Yet  doth  the  dial  straight  endow                    ^^M 

Bum  in  the  western  evetiitig  glow  1 

The  green  with  ghunor  undenied.                 ^^ 
Close  Glustering  in  green  branch  and  bough.          J 

(ashore) 

Such  relies  who  would  diaallow  ?                    ^^M 

11 

We  pause  and  ponder  ;  turn  aside  ;             ^^V 

Tlie  garden  *s  past,  *t  ix  fon^st  now,                       J 

Within  this  charmed  cool  retreat 

Cloee  clustering  in  green  bnutchiuid  bought  ^^1 

Where  lnMinl\'  dwelt  ami  ti^iittty  waita, 

^^H 

The  Old  World  and  the  New  World  meet 

^H 

Qn  it  ting  the  straggling  irillage  street, 

The  glint  of  steel  the  gleam  of  brooedet       ^^U 

**  Munseigneur  **  up  iu  hi^  taniiahi^d  f rame^          1 

A  long  low  terrace,  Wf  nun,  half  shade  ;        ^J 

►         Enter,  —  pasaing  the  great  gray  gatea, 

1    Within  thia  eharmM  cool  t«tr«at. 

r   Where  thriTes  a  garden,  ancientf  neat, 

Tapestry,  dusty,  dim  and  frayed^                     ^^M 
Fauteuil  and  aoCa,  m  fliokertng  fbune^          ^H 

Where  Yulfrnr  noise  ne'er  penetratea, 

The  Old  World  and  the  New  World  meet 

A  glint  of  ateel,  a  gleua  of  biwede  t            ^M 

For  mouldering  vault  and  carven  seat 

"  Mdme  **  on  the  wall  aa  a  roguish  maid,        ^^t 

Later  —  some  yoari  —  as  a  portly  dame^     ^^M 

Within  tiiia  oharm^d  oool  refcnel, 

The  long  low  terrace,  half  sun,  half  ahade^    ^^M 
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Where  "  Mdme*»  "  ghoat  and  "  Hmjsieriir'd  " 

parade. 
And     play     at    ombret    th&lt    favofite 

game  t 
The  gl^i  of  ateelt  the  gl^am  qI  brocade, 

Hang  over  hall  and  b&histrEde, 

Pat^elh  a  t |tectral  peacoek  tame 
Tbe    long    low    terrace^    hi\if    suiv    Half 
elmde. 

Walceth  a  nlghtlj  aepeaade 

Where  dajlight  now  we  aee  proolaim 
The  glint  of  steely  the  gleani  of  brocade, 
Th«    long    loir    terracej    half    fluHf    half 
shade  I 


The  ij*ell  of  Age  U  over  all. 

The  UL-bened  vault,  the  nmsAive  keepi 

The  shaded  walka,  the  abadowy  hall, 

And  niedtfeTol  mbis  enthrall 

The  aeiii^ea  bath^jd  in  beauty  sleeps -» 

The  apell  of  age  b  over  all  { 

No  marvel  if  a  silken  Ahawl 

Be  so  nie  times  heard  to  trail  aiid  uweep 

The  ahaded  walks,  the  shadowy  halL 

Ko  marvel  if  a  light  footfall 

Adown  the  itair  be  heard  to  ereept — ■ 
Tbe  spell  of  age  ii  over  alL  ^ 


A  foot  ^  we  muse  —  both  arched  mud  satH 
Doth  often  tread  this  lennce  iteep. 
Those  shaded  walka^  ibis  ftbadowy  IttU 

A  foot  as  white  as  tiilliums  t«ll  -— 
Mnsingf  the  wall  we  UghUy  leap. 
The  spell  of  Age  h  over  ail  I 
Tbe  shaded  walks  —  the  ahadowy  halL 

SEPTEMBER 
f 

fitEBS  that  wero  gzftj  in  tbe  greeii  ara  hM 

in  the  yellow. 
Here  where  the  green  teoiauis  toeb  am 

little  fellow. 

Quaker  in   g^y,  do   jon  know  that  Hi 

green  ts  going  ? 
More  than  that  —  do  jou   know  that  te 

yeUow  is  showtiig  ? 


II 

Singer  of  toags,  do  you  know  that  jm 

youth  ii  flying  ? 
That  Age  will  soon  at  the  lock  of  yoor  h£i 

he  prying  If 

Lover  of  life,  dd  you  knaw  tfa&t  the  hK»«3 

b  going  ? 
More  than  that  —  do  you  know  that  tli 

gray  is  ohowing  ? 


Enincan  Caittjpbell  ^eott 


ABOVE  sr.  IREnEE 

I  BESTED  on  the  breezy  height. 
In  eouler  almde  and  clearer  air, 
Beneath  a  maple  tree  ; 

Below,  the  mighty  river  took 
Iti  sparkling  shade  and  sheeny  light 
Down  to  the  sombre  sea^ 

And  etiisteied  by  the  leaping  brook 
Tbe  roofs  of  white  St  Ii^n^. 

The  sapphi]^e  hills  on  either  hand 
Broke  down  upon  the  silver  tide, 
The  river  ran  in  streams, 

In  fitreajiis  of  mingled  aztire-gray 


With  here  a  broken  purple  Imnd, 
And  whorls  of  dirab,  and  beams 

Of  shattered  silver  light  astfay, 
Where    far    away    the    sonth    sIjqh 
gleams. 

I  walked  a  mile  along  the  height  ' 

Between  the  flowers  upon  the  road. 
Asters  and  golden-rod  ; 

And    in    the    gardem    pinla    tpi 
stocks. 
And  gaudy  poppies  shaking  light. 

And  daisies  blooming  near  the  mA^ 

And  lowly  pantties  set  in  flocks 
With  purple  monkshood  overs  wed 


^^[ 

^^^^■^S^^^H 

^^^^B^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 
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And  there  I  saw  a  little  child 

The  crows  are  feeding  tn  the  foam,                 ^H 

Between  the  tossing  golden* rod, 

They  rise  in  crowds  tumultuonslTi               ^^M 
"Come  home,"  they  cry,  *< come  bomi^-^    ^1 

Coming  along  to  me  ; 

She  vraa  a  tender  little  thing, 

come  home,                                                        J 

So  £ragile-Aweetf  so  Manr-naild, 

And  leave  the  marshes  to  the  eeft***                 ^^J 

I  thought  her  nameM&rie  ; 

■ 

No   other   name   meUionght  could 

■ 

cling 

OTTAWA                            ^M 

To  anj  one  ao  fair  aa  she. 

^^H 

CiTT  about  whose  brow  the  north  winds 

And  when  w«  came  at  last  to  meet, 

blow. 

I  spoke  a  simple  word  to  her, 

Girdled  with  woods  and  shod  with  nrer 

"  Where  are  you  goi"pt  Marie  ?  ** 
She  answered  and  she  did  not  smil^j 

foam. 

Called  by  a  name  as  old  as  Troy  or  Rome, 

,     But  oh,  her  Toice,  —  her  voice  so  sweeif 

Be  great  as   they  but  pure  as  thine  own 

^m       **  Down  to  St.  Ir4n4e,*' 

snow ;                                                      ^H 

^^           And  »o  passed  ou  to  walk  her  mile, 
And  left  the  lonelj  road  to  me. 

liather  flash  up  amid  the  auroral  glow,           ^H 

The  Lamia  city  of  the  northern  star, 

Than  be  so  hard  with  craft  or  wild  with 

A  LITTLE  SONG 

war, 
Peopled  with  deeds  remembered  for  their 

The  sunset  in  the  rosy  west 

woe. 
Tliou  art  too  bright  for  giule,  too  yonn^  for 

Btirued  soft  and  high  ; 

tears. 

A  shcire-ljirk  fvll  like  a  stone  to  his  nest 

And   thou  wilt  live  to  be  too  strong  lor 

In  the  waving  rye. 

Time  ; 

For  he  may  mock  thee  with  bis  furrowed 

A  wind  came  over  the  garden  beds 

frowns. 

From  the  dreamy  lawn. 
The  panstes  nodded  their  purple  heads, 

Bnt  thou  wilt  grow  in  calm  throughont  tbe 

years, 

I'he  poppies  began  to  jawn. 

Cinctured   with  peace  and  crowned  with 

power  sublime. 

One  pansj  said  ;  It  is  only  sleep, 

Only  his  gentle  breath  : 

But  a  rose  lay  strewn  in  a  snowy  beiip, 

^^M 

For  the  rose  it  was  only  deatli. 

AT  THE  CEDARS                    ^1 

Heigho,  we've  only  one  life  t<i  lire, 

You  had  two  girls  —  HapUste  —                    ^H 

And  only  one  death  to  die  : 

One  is  Virginie  —                                               ^^M 

Good-morrow,  n^w  world,  have  you  nothing 

Holdhatd^Baptistel                                    ^M 

to  give  ?  — 

Listen  to  me^                                                   ^^M 

Good-bye,  old  world,  good'^bye. 

^H 

The  whole  drtye  was  jammedt                         ^^M 

In  that  bend  at  tbe  Cedars  ;                             ^H 

H       AT   L£S  £D0UL£M£NTS 

Tlie  rapids  were  dammed                                ^^M 
With  the  logs  tight  rammed                              ^H 

^B^K  ^y  IS  a/ti  with  ashy  sails, 

P        With  purple  shades  that  fade  and  flee, 

^    And  curling  by  in  silver  wales 

And  crammed  ;  you  might  know                     ^^M 

Tbe  Devil  had  clinched  them  betow.               ^H 

^^M 

^^  The  tide  is  straining  from  tbe  sea. 

We  worked  three  days  —  not  a  bttdgtt  t            ^H 

'*  She  's  as  tight  ti  ft  wedge                               ^^M 

^^Bi  gtmssy  points  are  slowly  drowned, 

On  the  ledgi*,"                                                      ^M 

^^FTbe  water  laps  and  overroUs 
^^Bie  wicker  peene  ;  with  shallow  sound 

Says  our  foreman  :                                               ^^M 

**  Moil  Dien  !  boys,  look  here,                         ^H 

^H  A  light  wave  labors  on  tbe  sboals. 

We  must  get  this  tluug  clear.**                         ^^M 
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He  cursfid  at  the       a. 
And  we  went  for       ben  ; 
With  oar  ^arttn:         Lrow^ 
We  just  gave  h         bo, 
When  she  gave  _  -.^  ahove 
From  above. 

The  gnng  jelled,  and  tore 
Fop  the  shore  j 
The  lugs  gave  a  grind, 
Like  a  wolf^H  jaws  behmd. 
And  aa  quick  as  m  Umh^ 
With  a  shove  imd  a  erash, 
They  were  down  id  a  maeh, 
Bat  I  and  ten  more^ 
All  hut  IsHkc  Buf  otir^ 
Were  ashore* 

He  leaped  on  a  1  >  ira 

And  shot  out  fro 

While  the  jam  r  4 

Ab  be  tloated  a 

He  balanced  hi  _       _ 

And  tosBed  ils  u  c^ju^. 

But)  just  as  we  cheered, 

Up  darted  a  log  from  the  bottom, 

Leaped  thirty  feet  fair  and  squarOi 

And  came  down  ou  his  own. 

He  went  up  like  a  block 

With  the  shock  ; 

And  when  he  was  therOi 

In  the  air, 

Kissed  his  hand 

To  the  laud. 

When  he  dropped 

My  heart  stopped, 

For  the  first  logs  had  caught  him 

And  crushed  him  ; 

When  he  rose  in  his  place 

There  was  blood  on  his  face. 

There  were  some  girls,  Baptiste, 
Picking  berries  on  the  hillside. 
Where  the  river  curls,  Baptiste, 
You  know,  —  on  the  still  side 
One  was  down  by  the  water, 
She  saw  Isaks 
Fall  back. 

She  did  not  scream,  Baptiste, 
She  launched  her  canoe  ; 
It  did  seem,  Baptiste, 
That  she  wanted  to  die  too. 
For  before  you  could  think 
The  birch  cracked  like  a  shell 


In  that  mah  of  hell» 

And  I  saw  them  both  sink  - 

Baptiste  1 

He  bad  two  girb. 

One  is  Virgin  ie  ; 

What  God  calls  the  other 

Is  not  known  to  nao* 


IN  NOVEMBER 

Thk  ruddy  sunset  lies 
Banked  along  the  west ; 
)  In  Hocks  with  Kweep  nnd  Hse 
I       The  birds  are  going  to  rest* 

The  air  olings  and  cools. 
And  the  reeds  look  cold, 

Standing  above  the  pools, 
Like  rods  of  beaten  gold« 

The  flaunting  golden-rod 
Has  lost  her  worldly  mood. 

She  *s  given  herself  to  God, 
And  taken  a  nun's  hood. 

The  wild  and  wanton  horde. 
That  kept  the  summer  revel, 

Have  taken  the  serge  and  cord, 
And  given  the  slip  to  the  Devil 

The  winter  *8  loose  somewhere. 
Gathering  snow  for  a  fight ; 

From  the  feel  of  the  air 

I  think  it  will  freeze  to-night. 


THE   REED-PLAYER 

By  a  dim  shore  where  water  darkenin 
Took  the  last  light  of  spring, 

I  went  beyond  the  tumult,  hearkening 
For  some  diviner  thing. 

Where  the  bats  flew  from  the  black 
like  leaves, 
Over  the  ebon  pool 
Brooded   the    bittern's    cry,    as    one 
grieves 
Lands  ancient,  bountiful. 

I  saw  the  fire-flies  shine  below  the  wot 

Above  the  shallows  dank. 
As  Uriel,  from  some  great  altitude, 

The  planets  rank  on  rank. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^B^-^-^B^^^^^^^I 
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And  now  unseen  alon^  the  ahroiided  tnead 

The  water  but  a  mantle  for  her  girth,                     1 

^         One  went  under  the  hill  ; 

That  played  about  her  splendor  fold  on  fold.            1 

H©  blew  ft  cadence  on  his  mellow  reed, 

^J 

That  trembled  and  was  still. 

And   life   seemed  like  this  dear  familiar     ^H 

shore                                                       ^^| 

It  »eenied  as  if  a  line  of  amber  fire 

That   stretched   from  the  wet  sand's  kflt     ^H 

Had  shot  the  gathered  dusk, 

wavy  crease,                                               ^^M 

As  if    had  blown  a  wind    from  fincteni 

Beneath  the  seu*«  remote  and  sombre  roar^     ^^U 

Tyw 

To  inland  sttllness  and  the  wilds  of  peaee.       ^H 

Laden  with  mjrrh  and  musk. 

^^m 

Death  seems  triumphant  only  here  and           1 

He  gave  his  Inring  note  amid  the  fern  ; 

there  ;                                                               1 

Its  enigmatic  f^l 

Life  is  the  sorereign  presence  eyerywhere.            1 

Haunted    the    hollow    dusk   with    golden 

^^M 

turn 

^^K 

And  argent  interral. 

THE   END   OF  THE  DAY             ^M 

I   could   not  know  the   mMsage  that  he 

I  HEAR  the  bells  At  erentide                             ^H 

bore, 

Peal  slowly  one  by  one,                                   ^^M 

The  springs  of  life  from  me 

1  Near  and  fur  ojf  they  break  and  glide,            ^^U 
Across  the  stream  float  faintly  beauti-           1 

Hidden  ;  his  incommunicable  lore 

As  much  a  mjrstety. 

f«l                                                               1 

Tlie  antiphoual  bells  of  Hull ;                    ^H 

And  as  I  followed  far  the  magio  pUjer 

The  day  is  done,  done,  done,                          ^^M 

He  pAJised  the  maple  wood, 
And  when  I  passed  the  start   Eld   risen 

The  day  is  done.                                       ^H 

^^1 

thi^re, 

The  dew  has  gathered  in  the  flowers                      V 
Like  tears  from  some  unconscious  deep^             1 

And  there  was  so^tude. 

1 

The  swallows  whirl  around  the  towers,                   1 

The  light   runs   out  beyond  the  long           M 

^                  LIFE   AND   DEATH 

cloud  bars,                                            ^^1 

And  leaTes  the  single  stars  ;                     ^H 
*T  is  time  for  sleeps  sleep,  sleep*                   ^H 

I  THOUORT   of    death   beside  the  lonely 

sea 

T  is  time  for  sleep.                                 ^^H 

That  went  be^nd  the  limit  of  my  sight. 
Seeming  the  image  of  his  mastery, 

^^H 

The  hermit  thrush  begins  again,                       ^^M 

The   semblance   of   his   huge  and  gloomy 

Timorous  eremite,                                          ^^M 

might. 

That  sang  of  risen  tears  and  pain,                     ^^H 
As  if  tbo  one  he  lored  wa^  far  away  :        ^H 

But  firm  beneath  the  sea  went  the  great 

«  Alas  !  another  day  — **                             ^M 

earth. 

»  And  now  Good-Night,  Good-Night,  **         ^M 

•*  Good-Night.*'                                       H 

<fflilbrrt 

^arfttr                                   ^M 

SONNETS  FROM  **A  LOVER'S 

And  in  that  world  illnmtned  Serspbun                  1 
Brooded  above  and  gladdened  to  his  sight ;           1 

DIARY** 

. 

8o  stand  I  in  the  flame  of  tmf  f^reat  thought,           1 

^                             love's  OtrTSET 

That  broadens  to  my  soul  from  where  sha     ^J 

Aft  one  would  stand  who  saw  a  sudden  light 

waits,                                                       ^H 

Flood  down  the  world,  and  so  encompass 

Who,  yesterday,  drew  wide  the  inner  galte     ^H 

him. 

Of  all  my  beijig  to  the  hopes  I  sought*            ^H 
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Her  words   came   to  me  lika  a  summer- 

mngt 
Blown  f  roil]  the  throat  of  some  sweet  nig^ht- 

ingale  ; 
I  ataiid  wiihin  her  light  the  whole   day 

long, 
And  think  upon  her  till  the  white  stari 

fail: 
I  lift  my  head  towards  all  that  makes  life 

wi&e, 
And  see  no  farther  than  my  lady's  eyes. 


A  WOMAN'S  HAND 


KoBfE  ev&T  climbed  to  mountain  h 

song. 
But  felt  the  touch  of  some  goo^ 

palm  ; 
None  ever  reached  God's  altitude  of  calm, 
But  heard  one  voice  cry,  **  Follow  I  **  Iron 

the  throng. 
I  would  nut  place  her  as  an  image  high 
Above  iJiy  reach,  cold,  in  some  dim  recesa, 
Where    oever    she    should    feel    a  warm 

CAresa 
Of  this  iny   hand  that  serves  her  till  I 

die. 
I  would  not  set  her  higher  tlrnn  my  heart,  — - 
Though  she  Is  nobler  tlxau  I  e'er  can  be,  — 
Beeauae  she  placed  me   from   the   crowd 

apart, 
And  with  her  tenderness  she  honored  me. 
BeeauH*  of  thlj,  I  bold  me  worth  it?  r 
To  be  her  kinstuan,  while  I  worship  her. 


A  WOMAN^B  hand.     Lo,  I  am  thankful  now 
That  with  its  touch  I  have  walked  all  my 

days  ; 
Rising  from  fateful  and  forbidden  ways, 
To  find  31  woman's  hand  opon  my  hrow, 
8oft  as  a  pad  uf  rose-leaves,  and  as  pure 
As    upraised    palms    of    angels,    seen    in 

drtiams  ; 
And  soothed  by  it,  to  stand  as  it  beseems 
A  man  wlio  strives  to  conquer  and  endure. 
A  woman's   hand  1  —  Tbe^e   ia   no  better 

thing 
Of  all  thinga  human  ;  it  is  half  divine  \ 
It   hath    been  more  to  this   lame  life  of 

mine. 
When  faith  was  weakness,  and  despair  was 

king. 


Man  more  than  all  men.  Thou  wsaX  glid  li 

bless 
A  woman's  sacrifice  and  tetidemasi^ 


ART 
I 


I 


Art'b  use  ;  what  m   it  but  to  toudi Hi 
springs 
ture  7    But  to  hold  a  torch  up  for 
mity  in  Lifers  lar;^  conidor, 
aide   the    feet    of    peasants  mid  li 
kJn^  I 

is  it  but  to  carry  nttion  thiungli 
^hts  alien  to  though t£t  kindred^  uid  to 

merge 
nes  of  color  that  shoald  not  dtvei|!«, 
ive  the  sun  a  window  to  shine  throu^:^! 
is  it  but  to  moke   the  world  hbTv 
heed 

rbat  its  dull  ejea  else  would  hafdij 
scan  1 
To    uraw  in   a  stark    Iiglit    a  shamelea 

deed^ 
And  show  tlie  fashion  of  a  kiaglj  man ! 
To  cherish  honor,  and  to  smite  all  shame. 
To  lend  hearts  voices,  and  give  thougbUi 
name  1 

n 

But  wherein  shall  art  work  ?    Shall  heaiitj 

lead 
It  captive,  and  set  kisses  on  Its  month  ? 
Shall    it   be   strained    unto    the   breast  «f 

youth. 
And   in   a    garden   live    when*    grows  * 

weed  ? 
Shall   it,   in  dalliance   with  the   flaoaiiif 

world, 
jplay  hut  soft  airs,  sing  but  sweet- tempexd 

songs  ? 
Veer  lightly  from  the  stress  of  all  ^ 

wrongs. 
And   lisp  of   peace    *tnid    battlewflags  fi? 

furled? 
Shall  it  hut  pluck  the   sleeve  of  wAiit» 

ness, 
And  gently  chide  the  folly  of  our  tinie! 
But  wave  its  golden  wand  at  siirs  duress 
And  saj,  "  Ah  me  t   ali  oie  !  **  to  filii'' 

crime  7 
Nay;  Art  serves  Truth,  and  Truth,  si^ 

Titan  blows, 
Strikes  fearless  at  all  evil  that  it  kno^n. 


\ 
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IKVINCIBLE 

taU  I    God*8  full  anointed 
I 

J  die  world  exelainii  "  We  know 
mtr 

by  their  eo\iV§  iravailing  have 
igU 

to  the  wouder  of  the  suns, 
m  etay  ibe  passage  of  the  stars  ? 
DreYail    against    the    thiindcr- 

Mt  flashes  lightnbg  to  the  ground 

,t  not  its  potency  debars. 

ay  strike  quick  stabs  at  Ciesar*s 

make  hb  life  an  endless  force, 

nt  tU  penthouse,  Hashing  through 

?arth, 

ling  those  who  eaildd  about  his 

9* 

ds  dkturb  not  those  bom  truly 
their  end ;  they  can  alford  to 


ES\'0\' 

When  you  and  I  have  played  the  little 

hour, 
Ba?e    seen    the   tall   subaltern    Life    to 

Death 
Yield  up  his  sword ;  aod^  smiling,  draw 

the  brt.*nth, 
The  fir«kt  hmg  breath  uf  freedom  ;  when 

the  tliiWi'P 
Of     Recompense    hath    flutterfd    to    cmr 

feet. 
As  to  an  actor*s  ;  and  the  curtnip  down, 
M'e  turn  to  face  eueh  otlier  all  nlone  — 
Alurie,  we  twQ|  wbu  never  yet  did  meet^ 
Alone,  and  Absiilute,  and  free  :  oh,  then, 
Ohf  tben^  most  dear,  how  sbaU  be  told  tl^e 

tide  ? 

Clasped  lisnds,  pressed  lips,  and  so  clasped 

hands  again  ; 
No  words.    But  as  the  proud  wind  fills  the 

sail. 
My  love   to  yours  slmll  reaeh»  then  one 

deep  moan 
Of  joy  ;  and  then  miv  iii0uite  Aloao. 


€.  i^aultnc  '^ohivitm 


MY   PADDLE    SINGS 


t  blow  from  your  prairie  nest, 
the  ntouutaimi,  blow  from  the 

idle,  the  sailor  too  ; 

ihe  west,  we  wait  for  you  t 

dd  you  90| 

i  favur  vou  bestow. 

our  emdle  the  hills  between, 

0  notice  ray  white  lateen. 

mSi  nnd  tiniihip  the  mut : 
n  lf»ncf.  but  my  wooing  'f  past ; 
will  lull  yoii  into  rest; 
rind  of  the  drowf^y  west, 

mntains  steep, 

liere  tlie  pmirie  grasses  iweep, 

1  slumber  yottr  Inggard  wings, 
'  ^  ftong  my  padcue  sings. 


Auguiit  is  laujcbing  across  the  sky. 

Laughing  while  paddle,  canoe  and  I 

Drift,  drift, 

WhL*re  the  hills  uplift 

On  either  side  of  the  eurrent  swift 

The  river  rol1»  in  its  rocky  bed^ 

My  paddle  is  pUiug  its  way  ahead. 

Dip,  dip, 

When  the  waters  Hip 

In  foam  as  over  their  breast  we  slip. 

And  oh,  the  river  nms  swifter  now  | 

The  eddies  circle  abaut  my  bow  s 

Swirl,  swirl  t 

How  the  ripples  eurl 

In  many  a  dangerous  pool  a  whirl  t 

And  far  to  forward  the  rapids  roar. 

Fretting  their  margin  for  evenoore  ; 

Dtish,  (ikftli. 

With  a  n»jghty  cra*h, 

They  seethe  and  boil  and  bound  ud  tpL 
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Be  strong*  0  pfiddle  I  be  bmve,  canoe  ! 

The  rt-eklesa  wavcA  yo«  iau*t  plunge  into* 

Reel  J  reel, 

On  your  trembling  keel, 

Bnt  never  a  fear  my  craft  will  feeL 

We  *¥©  taced  the  mpids  ;  we  're  ^ahe&d  i 

The  rtver  slip*  iUrough  iU  sileut  bed* 

Sway,  Bway, 

As  the  bub  I  y 

And  fall  m  tiinei  awny* 


And  tip  ou  tl*" 
A  fir  tree  rot 
Swing?,  smn 
Its  emerald 

Swelling  tbe 


AT  I 


I 


At  bnsking^  tit  '■* 

To  brown  at  -        i 

Whose  rus  ht&uikA  the  oom 

Tliat  bnrsU  ils  cui^vaatis  in  seom 
Longer  to  lie  in  prison  shades. 

Among  the  merry  lads  and  maids 
The  creaking  ox-cart  slowly  wades 
*Twixt  stalks  and  stubble,  sacked,  and  torn 
At  husking  time. 

The  prying  pilot  crow  persuades 
The  flock  to  join  in  thieving  raids  ; 
The  sly  raccoon  with  craft  inborn 
His  portion  steals,  —  from  plenty's  horn 
His  pouch  the  saucy  chipmunk  lades 
At  husking  time. 

THE  VAGABONDS 

What  saw  you  in  your  flight  to-day, 
Crows  a-wiuging  your  homeward  way  ? 


Went  you  far  in  cnrnon  qoest, 
Crows  that  wonj  the  amilefld  w&A 

Thieves    and    villauns,    you    ilial 

things  I 
Bkck  your  record  oa  black  jonr  1 

Tell  me»  birds  of  the  inky  hue, 

PlundcTous  rogues  —  to-d&y  hAveJ 

Seen  with  mUchievous,  pf  jin|f  ejii 

Lands  where  earlier  autis  arbse  ? 

Saw  you  a  lazy  beck  between 
Tree^  that  shadow  its  bremst  m  gr6 

Teased  by  obstinate  stones  that  He 
Crossing  the  ourreitt  tauntingly  ? 

Fields  abloom  on  the  farther  side 
With  purpliug  clover  Ijing  wide, 

Saw  yoti  there  as  you  circled  by. 

Vale-environed  a  cottage  lie  — 

Girt  about  with  emerald  bands. 
Nestling  down  in  its  meadow  lands 

Saw  you  this  on  your  thieving  raid 
Speak  —  you  rascally  renegades. 

Thieved  you  also  away  from  nie 
Olden  scenes  that  I  long  to  see  ? 

If  O  crows  !  you  have  flown  since  i 
Over  the  place  where  I  was  born, 

Forget,  will  I,  how  black  you  wert 
Since  dawn,  in  feather  and  charaot 

Absolve,  will  I,  your  vagrant  band 
Ere  you  enter  your  slumber-land. 


Strtljur  Wait 


SNOWSHOEING    SONG 

HiLLOO,  hilloo,  hilloo,  hilloo  ! 

Gather,  gather,  ye  men  in  white  ; 

The  winds  blow  keenly,  the  moon  is  bright, 

The  sparkling  snow  lies  iirm  and  white ; 

Tie  on  the  shoes,  no  time  to  lose. 

We  mast  be  over  the  hill  to-night. 


Hilloo,  hilloo,  hilloo,  hilloo  f 
Swiftly  in  single  file  we  go, 
The  city  is  soon  left  far  below, 
Its  countless  lights  like  diamonds  g! 
And  as  we  climb  we  hear  the  chime 
Of    church    bells    stealing    o'er    i 
snow. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^K^^_^-^^l^l^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 

^^^■^^^■^^^H 

^^r                ETHELWYN 
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bUloo,  hUIoo,  hOloor 

The  chimney  fire  is  btazing  high,                   ^^M 

iiiditig-'iheet  about  the  dead, 
ill  atid  dale  tbe  itiow  ts  spread, 

And,  richly  stored,  the  festive  board             ^H 

Awaitd  the  merry  company.                           ^H 

lenoea  imr  hurried  tread  ; 

■ 

lies  bend  low,  and  to  aiid  fro 

Remove  the  fragments  of  the  feast  t       ^^^H 

igpiet  tooa  itieir  boiigbi  overhead* 

The  steaming  coffee,  waiter^  bring          ^^^H 

Now  tell  the  tale,  the  ehoma  sing,           ^^^^f 

hit  loo,  hiUoo,  hilloo  1 

And  let  tbe  laughter  loudly  ring  ;                        1 
Here  ^s  to  our  host,  drink  down  the  toasty           J 

igh  to  scorn  the  ang^  blast. 

ountain  too  is  gained  and  pa^^t. 
It  licgiiis,  t  ii  ever  fast  — 

Then  up  \  tot  time  is  00  the  wing*                ^H 

■ 

lort  quifk  run,  and  toil  b  done, 
Msh  tjie  welcome  inn  at  last. 

Hilloo,  hilloo,  hilloo,  hilloo  1                           ^H 

Tbe  moon  is  sinking  out  uf  atght,                   ^^H 
AcroAS  tbe  sky  dark  clouds  Ukc  High^  ^^^H 

6Sf  shake  off  the  clinging  tnow  ; 

And  dimly  looms  the  mountain  height  |^^^H 

e  the  shoe,  the  Bash  uniief 

Tie  on  the  shoes,  no  time  to  lose,           ^^^^H 

^que  and  mitteiui  lightly  by  ; 

'-'"-""  I 

^^^f           <&tf)dto{iti  2Drtf)rralb                           ^^| 

rHE  WIND   OF   DEATH 

The  wind  of  deaih  that  tendefly           ^^^| 

Is  blowing  'twixt  my  love  and  me.         ^^^^| 

ind  of  death  that  softly  blows 

^^^H 

it  warm  petal  from  the  roN^ 

0  wind  of  death,  that  darkly  blows         ^^H 

it  dry  leaf  from  off  the  tree, 

Flach  separate  ship  of  human  woes                ^^| 

bl  mm  oome  to  breathe  oti  me. 

Far  out  on  a  mysterious  sea,                  ^^^^| 

I  turn,  I  turn  my  fMe  to  thee.               ^^^^H 

was  a  time  I  learoed  to  hale. 

^^^^H 

reaker  mortals  learn  to  lore  ; 

^H 

tasion  held  me  fixed  as  fate, 

THE   HOUSE   OF  THE  TREES      ■ 

i  LQ  my  veins  early  and  late, 

^H 

iiow  a  wind  falls  irom  above  ^ 

Opk  ^our  doors  and  take  me  in,             ^H 
Spirit  of  the  wood,                               ^^| 

Iij4  of  death  that  silently 

Wash  me  clean  of  dost  attd  diii|      ^^^H 

Nideth  friend  and  enemy. 

Clothe  me  in  your  mood.              ^^^^H 

waa  a  time  mv  soul  was  thrilled 
teen  ambition^s  whip  and  spur  ; 

Take  me  from  the  lioiqr  light          ^^H 

To  the  sunless  peace,                    ^^^^| 

ister  forced  me  where  be  willed. 

Where  at  mid  day  standeth  Ktghl  ^^H 

ith  his  power  my  life  was  filled, 

Signing  Toil's  release.                         ^H 

DOW  the  old  time  polaes  stix 

^^^^H 

All  yonr  dusky  twilight  stores         ^^^H 

lintly  in  the  wind  of  death, 

To  my  senses  me  ;                      ^^^^^ 
Take  me  la  and  look  the  doofi*       ^^^H 

bweth  lightly  as  a  breath  1 

Show  ma  bow  to  Uve.                  ^^H 

ice,  but  once  at  Love*a  dear  feet, 

^^^^H 

Ided  strength,  and  life,  and  heart ; 

Lift  fmkt  letl^  roof  for  me,            ^^^H 

ik  tnmed  bitter  into  sweet. 

nrt  your  rteldtng  waJla  i           ^^^^| 

Leit  me  wander  Ungeringly              ^^^H 

Thr«yiigh  yoof  soaated  balk.        ^^^1 

ile  made  all  the  world  oompleta  ; 

wiiid  blow*  loTet  like  leaves  apaH — 
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Opc  your  doors  and  take  me  in, 

Spirit  of  the  wood  ; 
Take  me  —  make  tue  next  o£  kin 

To  your  leafy  bttxid. 


THE   SNOW   STORM 

The  great  Boft  downy  aoow  fltonn  like  a 

eloak 
Descends  to  wrap  the  lean  wofld  head 

feet ; 
It  gives  the  dead  anot} 
It  buries  all  the  roofs  1 
Seems  like  a  sool  thair  4*v»u  iw 

broke. 
It  broods  moon-like    upon    the 

wheat, 
And  visits  all  the  trees  in  their  rs 
To  hood  and  mantle  that  poor 

folk. 


I 


With  wintry  blo<mi   it   mia   thQ  hanbvl 

grooves 
In    jagged    pine    stuixip    tencei,      Emj 

sound 
It  htishes  to  the  footstep  of  a  nun* 
Sweet  Charity  t  that    brighteos  when  a 

moves 
Inducing  darkest  bita  of  cborliah  git^imd 
To  give  a  radiant  answer  to  the  sun. 


TO    FEBRUARY 

high  yon^  white  and  da^tUtig  pd- 

acesi 

Dgthen  your    bridges,   fortify   joe 

towen, 

>orm  with  a  loud  and  a  portentotu  l\^ 

pril  with  a  fragmentary  brecie^ 

half  a  score  of  gentle  ^Iden  homu 
■ill  leave  no  trace  of  your  item 
WQtkmatiihipb 


^ 
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ftjor  IliuuphriiiM.     ^J  ,  William  Al- 

H,l-r       .fl<.u*ra^     1  I  I,    rrv      i  r»     I H.-^, 

tnd 

-ly. 

jiteii  rh^      r>iiii<iii\  i><M»k  oi  i'4KTi  V,    Ml  the 

"Goldu  TrMsary*'  8«rttti.    D,  L^mdandvtrry, 


AT"    '"""    Henry,  divine 

.kl^ndon,  l«10i 

d.   '                       1^7 K      Eihantfd    at    Trinity 

C*oir  ,,                       1..S   !<H.k    .;    f» 

ll<mnhip  in   IKH. 

Frviu  l)<*a  tu  I  to: 

111  thu    Qu^flwo 

Mivi^t  Cliapt  K     III  1 

i  'd  Ut  thir  d«£aji- 

ery  rf  ''    -  -^ 

r  of  tUt^  ''Ohb 

term 

n>r  of    a  |H| 

diil:«  1    ' 

r.Mek  TcataiaHB 

Th«  fourth  imLuuu  of  hit  pM^uu  app«and  bil 
18rt5. 

AliLnrOHAM,  William,  eilit<n-  and  ba^  | 
ladkt,  b.  BaUyihannon.  i:vJ4;  d.  Whithr,  Om^  | 
Contributed  to  tht-    *"  Athena-um "  and  otli«r 
p«riodicak,  and  (edited  "  Fnuer.*'    In  1K50  hia  I 
ni'vt  volume,  *'  Fo^nia/'  apfieared,  iiad  in  IHAA 
an  enhuved  (KUtion  of  "  Dav  anr!  ^'    '^  ^      -  '♦ 
illustrate  by  Hoeaetu,  Millais, 
Author  of  **  Soogflu  Poem^  and    i  , 

••EviJ  May-Day"  IKK^i;    '*  A*hb>    iLtuur,*'  a 
drama,  IHH,'!;  and  '*  BWklierriea,^'  ltiH4, 

ANDEBaOir,  Alttxander,  railway  labonr, 
h.  Kirkconnel,  Dumfriwshir^,  Scotland,  lH45v 
Adopt*'d  the  n«eudonyin  of  •*  Surfaceman,**  and 
ha4  pubHshvtl  "Somti  of  Labor,"  1^7:1;  **Tha  t 
Two  Ani^nfls  and  oth«ir  Po«»mii :  with  Inlrodue- 
tory  Sk«ncb  hv  Gwirifi*  tJilfillan.*'  1«7.V  ;  "Soniri  ' 
of  the  UaiU'^  1877,  1^1 ;  **  Hallada  and  8oo^ 
n«t*,"  l>4iy. 

ARM8TBONQ  (K  F.-S««  G.  F.  SoMft- 

ARNOI.D,  Sir  Edwin,  edHor  and  tktwrit 


nebular,  h.  Sue 

ford,     W 

Sanvrit   < 
T*niv.  i-ii  .  i  I 

Euvl.i'-'!   "-I  ■' 

rhich    bi«    bnmirhi 


IK.^ 


Eduoatad  at  Kinff^lj 


Hiynry 


,     hi  r-'il  he 

tho  «tAff  at  tibt^ 
during;  bid  etMUMeti 
nbuut    the    aap#<iitiii>n  of 


tho  Queen 


Smith  ttt  Awfyria  in  1H73,  and  thjit  of 
M.  Stanley  to  Afrim  in  1874>     Wbea 


proeUlmad  £iii|ii 


of  India 


ha  wM  uanuid  a  CompMuon  of  Um  btmt 


Wk«M  ftn  amhor  ku  dM  ilaee  tkt  iirepenitkia  of  tketv  bl«(ratdilM  tke  date  «f  Atmtm  It  i 
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India ;  ihe  Kins'  ^^  Slam  conferred  upon  liim 
tb«  decoration  of    the  Order    of    tUw   Whitw 
Elephant ;  (Uid  in  1^70  Ue  receivtKl  the  Sticoiid 
LliAssi  of  th*?  loiiH^riid  OtdBr  of  thb  Mt^djidjo 
Irorn  the  Suit: tn  uf  Tii'*key»    ViiiinMl  AjucrieHa, 
IbitJ^  ttjid  gava  i-wid      »  frtna  bin  pcH^mfl,     As 
wiil  be  aeen  from  t hif     tlbwiut^  list  iA  his  priiJ- 
dtMil  |io«LiL^^  wufka,  ^     has  d^vot^d  lua   niiiM 
to  the  ideal  Lzatlon  of    ii>a  Urientiil  ti^t^eotlajrjf 
and  (spechLlly  the  Bai  llitstt  f^th,  TiiiLkiiif;  this 
m  field  of  Mb  own,  tus  ,  jni|«ired  witlj  auy  En^ 
luih     poet    Buice    >Nir     Wuliain    Joueii,      Wiui 
kniirhted  by   the  Qncuu 
''  Pnems  Nairativw  aiid 
aelci^  xuid  other  FD«nia. 
Oreeee,'^  IBUt^;   **  The 
"  Indian  Poatrjr/M*^ 
18i43;  *^  India  KevN 
Jewel"  1887;  *^TheJ  f 

**  JttpoiiiiMii"     181H ;        *  ■• 

flther  Poem»/*  lliyi     (D 

AUNOIjiB,  Mnttb*^ 
and  beHuft  h,  l^ialel 
d.  Llvurptjol,  15  At 
Dr»  Thomaa  Aniuld. 
HiiKby»  Educated  a 
BalUol  CoUege,  Oif* 

184^^;  wiiinBr  of  the  ^i^,.™^™.^  i**C»  «^  .,«j 
jKjem  Mf  *' ('rcjiiiwt'll,'^  IM^I ;  Fellow  of  Oriel 
«"[pJk-i;!^,  1^45,  Froft!«»or  of  Po^^tty,  Oifurd, 
lS"i,7-(»7.  EiujHyijtlv  a  iiiiiv4?rsity  iiiixn  aTil 
t*qu!iUy  an  iriflt'pH?n.df  nt  thinkt-r,  ht*  rnndi!  ^ml 
r^tzkitit^d  bm  ludd  tm  tj^lartl  thuEiji^ht  iia  no  other 
nifln  of  hia  gunt^rntitin*  nriitiaiii|^  yuuuijtfr  tniudbi 
to  a  fine  enthusiii.'ini,  Wns  a  euiiiradi?!  of 
I'loufjh,  —  tht!  Hnbj«H!t  of  hh  poiMw,  **  The 
JH'holar  Gjiiay,"  and  of  the  pafitorul  ek'^', 
"  Thypii^/*  —  and  witli  blni  e3tii*jrii^nt2*iil  the 
11  nettling  effect  of  the  Tractainan  Tnovumeut, 
A  noble  tn-ATnelnily  tbt-net^f^irtb  titiKt^d  hia 
w  ri  till  ^^.  Ha  arri  V  ed  at  Hia  HI  lU  J I  i  II  (^  1  i  k  L*  n^ios- 
tiL'iAnit  D^nd  WJirreil  Aff>ii»Bt  itttjcma  iti  every 
kind  ;  hut  eniaiR'i}iat<erl  tb^n^lit,  and  wju  thiJ 
rebnkerof  vnl^imty  and  thfj  armritle  of  tnie 
cult  lire.  Wits  thf  KTssHtt^st  of  \  igtuHun  urit- 
ica,  aa  may  be  seen  from  hia  laetiires  "  On  Trsui!^- 
In^tinijr  Humer,*^  l.Stil:  **  Celtic  Liti^ratiiiv/' 
1H(>'^^  eft'.  ;  and  from  hia  typicAl  liiMikw  nf  so- 
cial and  theoltinfieal  critici-5m  :  '"(""Irnre  and 
Auarfhy/'  H^'H^;  ""^t.  Pitnl  and  Prutefl^tatit- 
ism,'"  IrtTO ;  '"  Literaturt*  and  l>fjjfina,''  1^T»^ ; 
'*  Literature  ami  iriciwnce/'  IKSii;  His  earliest 
pouTUfl  wertj  '*  The  Stniyed  Bewll+^r,"  etts» 
]H4H^  '' Erapi^dttflea  on  Etna,'^  iJ^a'i.  Tlit^ae 
were  followed  bv  "Mprope/*  IWil  ;  *' N^pw 
Pueinfl,'*  iMiX,  The  prefac4}a  to  Hrmie  of  biii 
o^'ii  f'tllthjiiKi,  and  ttj  editions  nf  \V»nLs\vurtli 
and  Byron,  are  uf  the  bicht^st  ordt-r,  f'or 
yeni-s  li«  liebl  ufKetal  p4:AiHonft  aa  iTTSiieotnr 
of  Si'htmbi  ami  Cinnmt*tfiioner  on  EA  ii^^ion^ 
R«eeived  tbi*  follow  injj  detjreee  :  LL.  D.^  Ed- 
inbnr^h,  lS^jll■  OjcfonL  1H70;  Cambridfre,  1HK3, 
C'p.  '"  V^ietttriino  Poet*,     chaps,  iii,  xil,  [e,  c,  s*] 

A8HBY-STEBHY,  Joseph,  essaj^U  pcwt, 
and  noveUftt,  b*  Loniinn,  1k;5w,  Resident  in  Lon- 
don^ wbere  be  ia  on  authority  on  matteri  ooor 


netted  ifidth  pkiwope-bcwting  an  the  Tbuaeik  d 

wbieh  he  has  always  bven  «a  ibwient  d«iiijift< 
Much  of  hk  vm^jog  i«  idbced  Ut  hk  oui-tb* 
1  i Iff4 .  BoRidea  hia  CMJtttTib%tti47iis  to  migirinw.  h» 
liaa  writ  ten  resruJarly  for  the  pi'HH^  ud  l|  i 
metjiber  of  thts  editi*Hal  staff  ^  th* 
*  ■•  Grapbic.  *'  A  m .  j  1 1  lt  k  i  a  bi?*  t  kno%rsii 
"Sbattlecwk  Piipti-.,"  l>^7:i;  ''Tin?T\w«k' 
1ST4;  "Boodoir  BiUlmU/*  iHTt;^  ^^  Cqevmbi 
Cbcunides/'  imi  i ''  Thfe  Lm^  Minstrel:"  lS*Tj 
'*  Nutshell  Novek,*'  IHHO  ;  **  A  Nanjflitjf  Gi4 
1S93. 

m,  TbdmsH,  infltmetor,  b.  ^^Hrlnart^ 
ire.  1^14);  d.  IH^.  Wm  irrwliu^  i« 
*tm%  Carabridfiie  ;  was  ord«ifi«d  m4  W 
a  ten^htif.  Alterw»rcls  ^am  ctt^all  rf 
Itonit  Northampii>iiKkiTie^  hn%  In  i  iImr 
Ded  and  rvsuintid  t«*AdyQ£*  And^ 
yolttmeis  tif  vome,  the  ftfst  appMtr 
Fnbll&bed  a  drama,  "Tbo  ^ofmw* 
rle."  ''NongH  Now  luid  TWti'"  if 
iT5,  and  in  1{^H6  a  eompiot«  editKni  d 
Inm  WRa  Uaueil. 

iTZST,  Al&ed^  jouTHAlist  a«d  critsiv  b. 
iftglef*  DCOJ-  Lm^hi^  IKt^.  E4.i[ic&t«d  u 
Intst,  and  at  St.  ^i^ry'n  CuU^e^^e^  Cb«i& 
a  de^TOB  at  the   University  m  hcmim, 

i.^«,  wftft  rnlle^fl  to  the  b,ar  in  ISHT.  but  <J^ 
vntt'd  biniboU"  almost  uiitirtly  t^*  litL-riiur^ 
Has  hyen  a  writer  for  the  **  titaiidard  "  mm!  ti» 
**  Quart erljr  Usview,"  atid  editor  of  the  ""NV 
ti'md  R**vjHw/*  Aiithtir  nf  nntnble  criricKa 
on  "The  Poetry  of  the  PertiKl,'*  of  latrvra 
eaKny^i,  thrt-y  nrjveh,  and  of  iittioy  TiLdonMS  d 
poeni^  anil  prwtie  dratrut*.  Amrm^  th**  lit*s 
are  :  "The  Hnnian  Tnij^edy/ '  l**?i,  IHTiS ;  "5*^ 
vonj«-i^bir'  ^^"^1  ;  *'  At  the  Gate  of  the  G» 
venr/'  IHSfi ;  '*  En&li^h  Lyrics/'  1^^*11 ;  *"  Prij« 
Lucifer/'  1«»I  ;  **  Narrative  Poetns/'  l'^'^ 
*VFortunatu9  the  Peasimiat/*  ltiL>2,     Se^  p^H'L 

AYTOUT?.  William  SdmonatooQa,  iffr 
f^^or,  h,  EtUnbttrtrh.  iHi.lj  a.  Bhu^kliilk  bo' 
El^rin.  1>^!'».  Author  of  '*  IjHyn  of  tln^  Sysou^ 
t'avalif  r«,**  ll^K,  and  many  tiUuT  jioens.  u^ 
also  of  fltnri*^  ]iubli^ed  in  "  Blarkwo^'t' 
He  wa"?  nt  one  tinio  n  n.if  mb-er  of  th**  vuS  *i 
''  Bh«rkwo'>fr:>"  and  theti  piMf**j!fcj»,*r  .if  rMsri 
and  hi*Hi'M-b't(:res  in  the  t^niversiiiii'  of  Ei^ 
bun,^h.  In  addition  to  hia  otb^r  Vit#rwT  h 
botfl.  be  collected  and  ^nnotate<d  th**  balbi^^ 
Hootland,  "  Fir  mill  an,'*  lHr>4,  wa.*  a  briHi* 
take^-ttf,  Rafiminf;;  the  '*  SpwisriViidie  S^^Kl»J' 
of  pletr?^  Tbo  tnvy  *'  I^p*»  Oualtk-rs  l]*v4Ld 
Bntlfidft/'  1H,"M\  was  tbts  joint  work  of  Ajia^ 
ami  Sir  Tiieo.  Martin* 

BA.ILEF,  Philip  Jamea,  b.irr^'<^f^r.  h.M 

t^ni^ham,  lM<v  Stndied  at  tiie  Ctn^i^pitT -^ 
GhiAiri^w.  Admittetl  to  the  bar  in  l?»4n.  **F*^ 
tiifl/'  biB  extended  fioem,  was  fii^t  pnblalwiJ* 
IM^J'.t,  and  after  numerona  editions  the  eiiiup^ 
**  Jnhilue  Edition^'  waabroug^ht  out  ia  l,Si^,«^ 
iiK'lufl«*d  most  of  his  other  jjuc^iua^  ^ii, :  *'  TV 
Anjcel  \Voi'ld/MHi-»<J;  "TheMyaiie,**  "Tbe^^ 
itiiid  Legend/*  and  "The  LoiTez^  BjW 
liMJ^.    (D.  Nottin^hjim,  1LIU2.> 
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BAIXANTIKE.  JAxnes,  jirtuit.  b.  Edio- 
bun;b«  INIK  ■  d,  1^77.  PiiUHhIk^J  **The  Galwr- 
IntutvV  \V;iUet."  l.V»:t;  "Tt»t>  Miller  of  Dtsar- 
butiifh/'  i^nil  .1  uolk^ettve  CKiitiun  i»f  his  jtoottis, 
ill  IVMi.  Ktii»wTi  niiio  110  n  |>iuuti*r  on  JS^'^"** 
boiiK^  of  hi*  art  work  lujiy  \m  found  in  W«it^ 
iniiuitL'r  PaIacc. 

BA.NIM,  John,  dnim«fi«i  lutd  nnvelbit^  b. 
Kilkeuuy,  ITiiS ;  d.  IH-li-.  **  "  ^4  br«Hher 
Miclmel.  wnit»s  a  ^jH^h  of  1  nu  with 

IrUMir..,     ^'T.Kseif  (!n:(»  ;s^*  viv- 

♦Tiiuiiii      ill.   !.  11*111,  ..*  .i,-^_i,^ ,.....„.-.  for 

th**  Irihh  iVople." 

B  AKHAM,  fllohard  Hmrria,  cli^rical  vrii^  b. 
<  .  17^ ;  d,  lS4o.  Known  w  **  Thomim 
1  ^  ^  iind  t-'ntittihatod  a  tienes  of  qtl2iUit 
jui,,i  .  .  .1.  ^  »l   Hf'ir:  ■' '*  T!ui  In^tdditfaj 

i»MV    ;(i   '■lv^,lnl-   '  .    -'U    fr,rm,   :ind 

airii  HiUI  l;ittiuus   iw  th'ii   kind.  ^  11 

ti«»V(4,  *'  My  (.'ousin  Nkholiia.*'     ^■  mi- 

nor CiUiiiin  of   iyi,  Paul'«  luid  b^«.:.....^    ....1;   uf 
tlte  i'ity  churched  of  5i.  Au^ubIiimj  and  H* 

>' GOULD,  8ablxi«^  ol«iiqriiuai,  b, 

]  L     Tf^k   thu  d<i«?rae  oTM.  A.  at 

I    ,  ^'    -^^-^^  -      — .       A--     r:'->|  in. 

-of 

of    Iikt« 

>v«4ii   if.»   .^<»ii>-    i^<  I.    Uii'v^..    ..>   '.  uovulist, 
btouffhc  out  Ji  ▼idume  of  pociuii  in  1hiis« 

BABI«OW.  Quorum ^  h,  Ixindnn.  l^  J7,  Edn- 
eaied  ttt  H  1  and  nt  h  tw, 

Osfortl.     it  k.  "Poeiui.  ^,'* 

l"-"*       .  -   WJM  an    in.'!'  ;  .  :-;ii!Mal*.\ 

S  1.  :J !  V,  f-,1 .  y.  ]'.<■■  Uiut  M-ril- 

IV^L.uiL  ui  LiK-/'  I6b.%  hoA  icained  tho  moot 

BARLOW.  JatieJ''  '   r  Hub- 

lin,   lHli<>.   ill   ^hliicVi   hu  r^- 

*M.  .1      Dmclit^r  oft  1       1  *w, 

l^nvfFsity,      iltT    V4*f«*r«  |*iiiurinff 
!  mil  jientimunt  have  hc^*n  l»uod  in 

1  "  •'      United  SUt«.     **Bc^ 

'  t  IxKjk,  waa  iiubliWhMd  m 

wt^i   Inr  *'  Imh   Iiiylw/* 

iirded  to  UieM  ak«tehM 
:   ...uw  U  futTHe^^d  npoii  oih«r 

'*  riwj  End  of  Klfiiiiowii/*  a  fairy  tale 

M<,  nnd  ''Ml  ELujf  li>ih  n^ndtrinif  nl  tbv  *'  Ka» 

frAcrK^niyotnachia,    tre  aniiouncy^d  for  jmblio*- 


BARHIBS,  WiltiAfn.  rlnrfrrmati,  b,  Dnmiii, 
l.S»»]  ;  d,  l>^>**v  WjI*  an  enirrnviT  in  hi*  wnth* 
but  iueAii%bil«3'  ttMtk  II r»  th*?  study  of  Ori*»ntal 
IttDirtiaKf^,  In  1>47  lM*fam«i  rur»nti  of  Whit- 
COiBibe*,  nnd  in  lhtV2  ntctiir  of  Wtnt^rbaatti* 
C»ni**«  IliA  p(x*tii«  in  Donet  duJisci  wvrt  pub- 
IbbMl  b  1M4,  and  «ciaii  In  IdOli.    **  PoMOt  oC 


Rnmf  Lrff?/*  186»,  b  a  trannbtian  itit a  ordinary 

I  r    §omo  of    his     1       i    poems. 

>r.  alMi,  of  tm[H  .  beoxin^f 

!,„  ,...,.  ..,;y  und  tsarly  Eiii-ii .), 

BAYIiY^  Tbomas  Haynei,  si>nir-wnl«fr,  b. 

HutJi,  I7',»i;  d.  B(»uU»jfijtri*ur-M«*r,  JKlil,     fvtud- 

iod  thi>olo^'  aj»tl   Invf,     Br^tm  writing  poetry 

\¥h*'n   y«*i(nii;*     At   out*   time  hi«   VM>l1nd»  woro 

iljir  HiMoii^  tJu^  Kii^flij^li  '    ^•«titi  I 

>  lM*nt  kiui^^n  ;in\  *  .  hai 

*'^i*i^/'  **0,  no!     S\v  Mtion 

iltfi,     iLUil  **  (.*Aiiy  tbti  Troubadoui/' 

BBACONEWIBIjD,  Bax^amln  DimdU. 
Eari  of.  novulist.  »iat4:tfiuun.  and  Prt'Tiu<*r  ol 
ilir  Hi-uliu,  h,  London.  U«  4  ,  d.  LoiuliMi,  1>^KK 
h^lncati'd  under  iutiu^  Kuimd  I'lii  li  Lm»»iit 
l>Ni7.  rbanc't^llor  of 
aifain  In  1^%^,  nnd  ]' 
IHli  m.  In  l>^77  V  . 
and  rr».'Jit*d  Kati  *»f  1  ► 
*' ('oninifi<br,"  l^-^t,  a 
hitK*ni5M*d  c»*Hn'' 
and  CRVip  bin)  m 

l4>  ll 


i 

3>nd 

'  inm 

I  titni 
in^ 

rlier 

iip- 

tho 

..■..i>    of 


work*.     "  1  l?v  \\  ►' 
^(•ftit^d  in  IKnI  ;  "'hi 
'K«voUttiiiiinry    Epu, 
Count  Alarcm/*  1?*^*.     '*  Kzuiyiuioat 
novel,  wits  imulhI  in  tH80< 

BEATTY.   Pakenham   Thomas,    K  IWB. 
Aiitbor  of    *' Tit    n»T   Iwidy/*    1^7^;    **  Tlinm  • 
Wonun  uf  the  PoopL/"  issi ;  and  "  Ma»cU«  H 
TnMi«Mly/'  l>vM. 

BBDDOE8,  Thomaa  IjOvoU,  pbyatotofHit^ 
b.  Clifton,  IMi:*;  d.  Ba»lf,  Nant»Haiid,  UM1». 
Son  tif  Tiioiuiui  B«Mld«Mi*,  M,  I>.,  itn  nminKnl 


tHford; 

bnt 

UM\iiiK'    III' 
teffd  and  -^  I 
A  tin-coci<ii. 

whib 

Tni 
Vur  *  1 
**a  b^'lat 

>l"fn* 
i«<.d 
ruul 

inoni  po%« 

apfM^trvKi  - 1 ' 

lertion  of  bi«  plrty*  »iid  i»«j«i?nt»,  I'V*! 
BEBUIUNO.  Henry  Charlew, 
b.  JKV.    K*H7U»r  of  \ 

k/' 

rlcrsr^'mnn, 

! 

■omc  of  Shako4jH<jit> 
witli  J,  W,  Mackiii) 
**  IjOYn  in  Idli'U'tHM. 
**  [x»vn*«  L«»f»kin|if  (i 
of  Yimu*,  Autbiir  of 
of  lyriw,  1H1V>. 

BCIil*,  H.  T.  Mackaosl«»  r 
pool,  IH.VI     fli«  haA  had  an  ■<" 
reer»  contrihntini:  tn  ihr*  "  And 
p«riodS«i]^ 
rrmphiMil 
nob&iliAcri 
187^5  "V«ww  irf  V'ahi»d  tale, 


Lii  .'i  *«;inltii;i,      ii  miurna 


l^Qii 


tSa 
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Yeiir  L*?aY^»,"  18«3.  a  1S84  brought  out  a 

bufgrnipliiciil  aud  en  tic  utonoiiEtiihli  on  L'harliMi 

Wljite'itiad,  of  vrbiuh  enlai^ed  editiwu  hm 

Rtui^e    3i|jpti.%rvd^    *'^]  i^'A   ItomorUlity   and 

othvr  PtM?  ina  *  ^  w AH  Jflsi  ui  1  mm.  ^  b  now  »l>u  ut 

to  pubU«ili  tt  mouoKTH-p*  a  ChjTBtiini  Roa^ttL 

BENJfBTT,    Willi    a  Oox,   jotirualist,   h. 
Greeiiwith,  l?i'20.     Haw    Iwaya  takt^n  au  iictiv^ 
Tutereat  in  edncfttioiiAl  '    ^tteTs  and  in  tlie  oitub- 
liihmetit  of  locsal  instit    iona  for  the  benefit  of 
the  jnHiple.     Has  wtit     n  aeverftl  voluine*   of 
vert^.^  the  Eriit  tjf  whiel 
ft  member  of   tht'.  stnt 
pfttcb,"  tlie  Londnn  ' 
odienb.     R^fceived  th^ 
tbe  University  of  Tnar 

BB^&TSOrr,  Arthur 
b.  WeUintftoD  CoUtfps  . 
then  liead-mftsterK  We 
]iurvi¥]nf£Moii  of  Edwa 
biftliop  of  Canterbury. 


biftliop  L .    . 

Kms^  College,  CAmb 

in  tE»  C  " 


In  ttw  Glaseioftl  Tripoa 

ftt  Elon  College,  188!^^ 
holdA.  Han  pubtkbed 
Haniilto«,"  18S6,  tin. 
*' Christopher  Ciwr;**       *.„,«fc-^,, 

Lauit,''  lH.sr;  "  Poems."  18**3  ;  "  Lyrics,"  1H»5- 
BESANT,  Sir  Walter,    tsoe   /lEJc/fn^a,  p. 
710. 

BIiAGKlE,  John  Stuart,  Tirofeasor.  b.  Glaa^ 
co\^,  IMKI ;  d.  l^itM.  Eihicnted  at  AlH^rdcen  and 
Edinbnnfh  Uujveniities ;  nku  atudk'd  in  Oer- 
ninny  aud  Italy.  In  1?^1  bfC4*rne  rri)fes.wr  uf 
lluniauitv  at  MjirisLbaJ  C<jlle(^,  Aberdeen,  and 
ill  imi  ^^ofcB&r.u■  of  Greek  In  thti  Univemty 
uf  Ediiiburgb.  Author  of  "ilnmer  and  tlie 
Iliad,"  1H*JH,  and  "  Lays  unci  Lecenda  uf  Aneltjnt 
Greece/'  IWAI.  In  I'siifl  hia  '*Lyrlenl  Pobuih'' 
appt^artfd^  and  in  lHti:i  *' Mu!»a  BursehicsoHa,"  a 
bmtk  *A  ruMitking  utiidBUt  boukh.  Mncli atnrdy 
and  eharacteristic  verse  eame  frum  thw  pen  of 
thii  lino  old  Greek  and  (Jenimn  sehtilar.  Hii 
niitare  was  of  a  Scoteb-tteuifris;  tt^t.  UU  ]»^rHnn 
and  niaimL*r  not  to  be  forni'utum.  und  lir'  lift  Iiisi 
impresa  upon  jdl  who  eame  within  hi.^  rjiUirM. 

BLAIKIE,  John  ArtliUP,  b.  I^trndon,  iHTiO. 
Was  on  f he  ataff  of  tbtt  **  t!iatiirday  Rtview." 
PiihUshed  hh  tirst  lMK»k,  *;  PiJfina  by  Two 
Friends,"'  with  Mr.  Edmund  Gossi** 

BLANCH  ABB,  Jjamau,  jnnmriiLst  find  ha- 
inorirtt,  b.  (ir^at  Varrnouth,  IHiW  ;  (h  184-1.  Be- 
came Hi^cretary  ta  the  2k)i>lof^eal  bixiety  in 
]H2T,  Ii^aued  his  first  book  of  piiems,  1H2H. 
Wrote  for  many  uiAEra^neft  and  papers  i  editor 
of  the  *'  i^ourier'^  and  aub-c^ditor  of  the  '*  Kxam- 
iner.*'  In  IJ^7»j  *.n  edition  iif  hb  poenis  wjii* 
pablisbed,  witb  a  luenjoir  by  Jihuichard  Jirrold. 

BLAND,  EdltK  (Nesbit),  b.  IKW,  Wmte 
TerHfs  h'ffurv*  hi*r  twelfth  year.  Ht«f  first  pub- 
haht'd  fHn^ms  appear**fl  in  the  *' Sunday  M^wa- 
zine'^  and  ^' Gond  Words,''  In  IKTO  marnttd 
Mr.  Bland.  Published  'VLats  and  Legenda," 
imSj^  and  *'  Lem^  of  Life,  '  18dH.    Has  also 


been  ft  successful  writer  of  cMldivo^s  itj^ciit 
and  verse. 

BliUW,  WUUaJn  John,  clerg^ntiAn,  b,  ab^at 
mui  I  d.  1 81J4,  Waa  grad  imt^id  m  Wadluun  Col- 
lege, Oxford,  iKk};  ortLiiii^^d,  14^32.  H^ui  pttlr 
Etfued  aeveral  reUgioua  workjit 

BLINP,  Mftthllde,  b.  laSO*     A  iuit««(vt^ 

iirtif.de  ojt  Shelley  wbich  appeared  in  thm  **  Wmfi^ 

milliter  Review  '  waa  her  ftr«t  pnb1kb#d  wwi. 

**The  Protybecy  of  Op»«.**  a  tmrr«itiv«  patm, 

waa  iiianed  m  l^Sl ;  *'  K«*ather  an  Fire,"  1^; 

djH'iJut  of  Man,"  a,  poi^to  *m.  e^cjiiciuii. 

Sc^iifcrti  jind  8anni?ta,^  JSai.     Trandatftil 

-iml  of  Marie  BjutlJclrtaeff .     D.  Iis9t>. 

NT,    Wilfrid    Bc&wen^    b.   €r»bl«t 

Crriwlpy*    .Susseic,     IMO.     Educated  il 

tnt,  and  at  ^i.  Mxry^m  CoUei^.  Osettit 

r  of  ihw  dipluiwj*lic  Mfervice   fnjm  Ifr^W 

I,      In    ilte   ly^tter    yeax    mnrrivd  Ladf 

Bfthi-dla  No<jK  g-randdanitiitvsr  of  hm 

Haa  apeut  mueh  time  in  ibe  E«si.    H9 

;  |h«  caiiae  of  Arabi    Pa^iA*  and  is  la 

idvocate  of  3Uiti(>e  Uf  IrwUiid.     Autbut 

I  I^ve  SounetB  of  Proteus,"  1K8I ;  *"Ii 

[/'  and  *'  The  N«w  Fil^iinn^fe,"  batk 

1  im», 

AB,  Horatiua,  divine^  b.   Edmban^, 

IWjH.  Eilurrtttd  at  the  UnivfT^ity  of  Eiia^ 
bui^L.  In  is;;?  wjiK  ordiiiuwj  ;  bec^itti*^  tb 
pqjstor  of  the  PreHbyt4.*rirtn  ehurL-h  at  KtbD^ 
and  whilfj  tlivre  be^u  the  ptiblitstion  of  the 
'■  Kelso  Tracte."  J^iiued  (he  r  ret:  Church  movir 
UjHtt  in  1H4:^  and  ai nee  IWrfi  lirts  l>een  lhem*tar 
of  the  Chalmers  Mptnorial  Fm-e  Cbuneb  in  £dii^ 
biinjli.  At  *me  time  editor  of  ^'The  Jauival 
of  Prophecy*"  and  '"'  Tlie  Chriatinn  Treaaoiy/ 
Pu binned  several  volumes  of  bytQiia. 

BOUHDIIjIjON^  Francis  "William,  edwn^ 
tor,  b.  WtHdbe<ldins,  1Hrj2.  Sou  of  Rev.  Ff^adi 
Bourdillrm.  atttbor  of  many  reli^on*  wor^ 
Educated  at  Worcf-iti^r  College.  Os:f*»rd*  F* 
BiPtue  yi^mra  pnvate  reeiflent  ttitx>r  to  tht  wmm  <i 
Prinee  and  Priueefjs  ChrtHiian.  Some  i»f  i» 
pnblinhed  works  are  '*  AmonGr  the  Flowers  wd 
oth«»r  Poemt*,^'  1K74;  "  Ailes  d'Alonette,"  it- 

iniblished  in  thn  United  iStates,  l****l  ■  '*  A  Lfltf 
;od>'*  }^*^^2;  and  "Sursum  Cord  a,"  iHSKi 

BOWBIKQ,  Sir  John,  BcUoUr  and  dipi^ 
nvatist.  h.  Kvi,'t**r.  I7l»t;;  d.  1K72*  An  editor  ai 
the  "  W+'-^trtjuHtiT  Kevievr.*'*  Totik  au  acti?* 
]iart  in  iMtHrtcal  Hud  aoeial  queatioia.  Qmmv4 
u>  Parbatnent  in  1^.15,  and  afterwards  filM 
fiiplnoiatk'  piwitiona  in  Cl»iii»  and  IndJa.  W* 
kni^ilited  in  IJiVl.  He  U'as  widely  fjitnota  li  * 
linffuist,  and  nublisbed  translations  of  the  p**!? 
of  many  landn. 

BHIDQES,  Robert  Seymour,  pbjniidaB.  t 
1H44.  Kilnc^ited  at  Eton,  aiid  Corpus  Cbrafi' 
College,  UsforiL  After  traveUln^  in  fdr«C* 
eon ntrieH*  studied  nieilieinei  in  London  andptaf 
tiaed  until  19^2;  A  number  of  hia  poenyt,  av^ 
tbe  title  of  *'  The  Growth  of  Ijove,  were  bi*** 
tifntly  printed  at  the  private  prt^^s  of  a  fri«»i 
'*  Shorter  Poenia,*'  publish^  m  IrtiHl,  a»d  «" 
larged  in  1894,  oontaiiu  the  ^rei^ter  pcntKH  d 
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hit  IjTieal  work.    He  hu  vntton  MTenJ  ob*- 
ftieai  plajrt. 

BBOirrft,  Kmiljf  awI  ▲nne.  Emily,  b, 
forkAhiro.  1H18 ;  (L  IH4H.  Anne.  b.  Yorkfihit**, 
IKfll;  d.  1K41I.  l>ftuirht««  of  R«jr,  Patrick 
Broutil.  Educated  nt  borne  and  nt  a  «c*l)ool  fur 
clerinrmi5»'»  dAUs^btera.  Emily  adopted  the 
pBoufionrm  of  *'  Elliit  B«IL"  And  Auriu  that  of 


IV 


In  conjunction  with  their  Bt«- 


coniuj 
'  M  Bronte,  ibey  pabtiAhiHl  »  book  of 
Tt:^  ,  i  LiftB,**  lH4ii,  Emily  abio  wrot«  one 
ttovei,  *' Wutherinjf  H«i»rlit»,"  lH4ti;  and  Araie 
pivdnoed  two,  '*  AniBA  Grtsy,'*  lH44i,  luid  "'  Tbo 
Tttiuuit  of  WildfeU  HjOI,"  li^* 

BBOOKB«  Stopftord  Amrmtm,  clenrynian, 
b-  Letterkentij,  Donefnil,  1832.  Educjitefl  at 
Trinitv  CoUc««,  Dublin.  Cumt«  of  St.  Mjit- 
thaw,  Jdju^lcboot,  mid  aftt^rwimLi  of  Kenaiu^ 
fen ;  miniiiter  of  8t.  Jfmn^*  Chapel.  lMtilK75 ; 
maomntnd  ChapUin  in  Ordinary  i<i  the  Queen, 
toTIi  Mkd  in  lH7<i  became  mimaterof  Bedford 
Chanel.  In  ISSO  leoeded  from  the  Churvh  of 
£Qgijuid.  He  hanpuULiahed  several  thealoiacal 
beiidm  '*  Kiqnet  of  the  Tuft,''  l8Htl; 
1«K8;  **Tennyion:  Hi«  Art  iii  Re- 

.  to  Modern  Life/^1894;  and  '^Life  and 

Lettrrit  of  the  Ute  Frederick  W.  Robertaoii," 
which  appeared  in  l>i^. 

BROtrOH,  Robert  Barnabas,  dramatutand 
joamalist.  b.  \>^'2H ;  d.  1>^^>.  His  early  literary 
work  euii5^i.^tod  of  amtuint^  dranuis  nrodnead  ttt 
the  Olyiupii'  luid  other  the^tna.  and  of  joamml- 
iimi  in  w  Liifht  vein.  Later  endea^oired  to  do 
inotv  ieriouawork.  Pablwhed  '"Scmf^f  of  the 
Ooywutng  nimrf /*  1h.v>;  and  a  coUectioo  of 
**tiilee  in  pmae  and  verse. ^' 

BROWN.  Pord  Madox^  artiat,  b.  Caliuji, 
1821  ;  d,  IK<^,  A  vi-terau  leader  in  the  Pre- 
KApbaelite  school^  and  wrote  and  lectored  on 
Art.  Wiis  citt^i^Ki  for  eleven  yean  oci  a  fretOD 
feoriai  in  the  XLuieheitet-  Town  Hall« 

BBOWN.  Oliver  Madox.  aon  of  Ford 
Hadmi  Brown,  b.  Fmohley,  1M55;  d.  li^74.  He 
poifwmid  unwonted  litewv  und  Artutic  ^fta. 
Sidiibited  picttures  at  the  Royal  Aeademv,  and 
showed  marked  precocity  as  a  writer  of  verve 
mad  prose.  "  The  Black  Swan,"  hie  ppone  ro- 
auuiee,  wan  revised  and  publlfihed  aa  *^  Gabriel 
Uranrer,''  but  the  original  and  better  text  sp> 
pews  in  hii»  collected  works,  edited  iu  two  roir 
nmea  after  hii  premature  death,  by  Mr.  W.  M« 
Boamtti  and  l>r.  Hoeffer. 

BBOWimra,  MlsBbcth  Barrett  (Mool- 
teD-Barrettl,  the   tooat   inspired    *<f    woman- 

rerta,  h.  Coxoe  Hall*  Durham.  (>  Murcb,  Ift^Ki; 
Flormpe,  Italy,  29  Jane,  IHtil.  The  record 
of  h«r  birth  ia  now  rabatantiaied,  it  liaving 
hmm  ^^Btu  until  reoeatly,  aa  "  at  Hope  End, 
li^dhory^  lf%09/*  She  wa%  therefore,  six  yean 
older  than  her  huahand,  and  in  her  fort^HhiTd 
f«ar  when  Robert  Barrett  Browuitti?,  their  onlv 
child,  wae  bom.  Her  jonth  was  paaeed  in  Led- 
bvry,  at  the  home  of  her  father,  a  Hph  Ja^ 
— ,  Mi.  MouJton,  who  had  added  the      -  - 


of  Barrett  to  his  own.  In  childhood.  ht»r  pro- 
ooeity  and  love  of  study  were  niorveUfXto.  hhe 
wrote  verse,  delighted  in  the  cbisaicii,  and,  aa 
she  gT«w  older,  learned  Hebrew  and  ItAliaa. 
She  read  Greek  poetry  and  philoeophy  in  the 
orifiriual  texts,  and  even  the  Greek  Christiaii 
Fathen,  —  often  in  oompany  with  Hnjurh  Munrt 
Boydf  as  exqiiiaately  reiiited  in  '*  Wine  of  Cy- 
prus/* Pabuahed  anonymously  her  tirbt  book 
of  verse,  **An  Estiar  on  Mind,"  lMi7»  Her 
transhitioa  of  the  "  Pronietbeas  Bound  '*  ap> 
peared,  with  poems  of  her  own,  183^1.  In  1KT7 
she  ruptured  a  blood-vessel,  and  thenceforth 
was  always  frai^le,  —  confined  f or  vca*T>  at  a 
time  to  her  room,  where  idie  oursned  her  work 
and  studies,  and,  until  alter  ner  marriage,  mw 
only  her  neaf  and  devoted  frienda.  Mcantinio 
her  reputatioo  ioereaesd  with  "The Seraphim/* 
lh3H  *  ^*  The  Romaunt  of  the  Psir«t'*  l^^** ;  »u><l 
'*  A  Dmma  of  Exile,*'  1H44 ;  and  in  the  ImmL- 
named  year  she  broosht  out  the  fint  coUei'tive 
editi<>T»  *'*  ^•*'•  '>"ems.  John  K^Miyou  nindt?  her 
acqnu:  '.  with  Robert  Browning,  who 

wasK'-  '^n  ollnsion  to  himself  tti  '*  Ijuly 

Oeraldiiie  »  t  ourtahin/'  The  i>oets  foil  in  love, 
but  Mr.  Barrett  absolutelv  forbade  his  dauKhter 
to  oontraot  marrioire*  Uiaregardiufp  his  man- 
date, she  wedded  Browninif,  12  Sept.,  I^k  and 
went  with  bira  to  Italy,  never  og^iin  iMH'inK  her 
father,  and  being  reUnitleMly  unfofKifrcn  by 
hint  to  the  end.  Alter  her  marnjce  ha  poeuj 
beftuty  and  power :  sAe  wrote  her 
led  works  and  noblest  Ij^ricH,  and 
her  fkme*  deapite  her  leohniool  sliortcitminin^ 
heoasne  woHd^'wide.  Anieika  loved  hvr.  sud 
waa  loved  by  her  in  turn.  A  noet  of  hutnmiity , 
freedom^  and  enthnaiaain,  ahe  saor  «tM>nt»- 
neously,  and  inmn  a  glowing  heart.  Her  ina*- 
terpieoe  of  art  and  feelini^  is  the  "  »Soanots  fpon 
the  Portuj^nesot**  IH50,  —  inspired  by  her  lii?a 
and  marriage,  and  unequalled  by  any  EneUah 
eonnei-eeries  exceut  Shakespeare '  s  own.  *  *  Cooft 
Guidi  Windows,**  IWil.  is  her  cliief  tribute  to 
the  Italian  cause  ;  '*  Aurora  Ijei^h,*'  her  lollf* 
est  work,  a  htshly  subjective  romantic  tjua* 
embodyinic  hex  hunuuw  and  liberal  news,  ap- 
i)ear^  in  )HA4>;  and  "  Poema  before  CottireM*^ 
in  IMciO.  Her  ''Last  Posnis*'  were  edited  b? 
her  husbaod  the  MToAar  her  death.  Heroolf 
prose  relies  art  her  laden^aiid  thn  K^t\'m  ott 
the  Greek -Christian  mad  £i«h^^     '  oa- 

tribvtsd  to  the  **  AthenawiC*  re- 

tnoins  lie  in   the  EwHah   hnr)!: 1   at 

Florenoe. — Cp.  R.  II,  H*wnt^  J,  htnpnn,  and 
**  Victorian  Poeta."  chap,  iv*  [%,  c,  s»] 

BROWmKO,  Bol>«n,  the  poet  of  drttraalta 
nsycholoey,  and  in  yean,  eeniiiSi  and  fasn*  the 
laureate  s  only  peer,  b,  Camberwi^ll  ^^mt  r^^m. 
don,  7  May,  IHVI;   d.   Venice.   1  -m. 

On  his  father's  side  he  wse  of  «>'  im* 

ble  English  stocky  and  inberiti"!  i  in 

oreole  blood  froni  bt«  fuitema)  > 

On  his  mother*!  side  be  was  Sc*rr  <  .*  r- 

man.    His  father's  means  wem  Unn uhI.  bui 

Iyounit  Browninir  attended  leetartts  at  tb»  Uni* 
venitj  of  London,  and  was  alfeerwiinl  enoyed 
to  tiBvel  on  the  Contineiit.    Fkvni  the  fiat  h* 
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showed  origiiuktity.  am  whd  Httle  iiiffect«d  hy 

otitirent  mcidefl  of  Hrt  p  thought.    M.m  eaz-Lieiit 

book  waa  the  fntfiT"*'  ^T   "  PsiiJluw,"   iH^iji, 

afterward  Hupprti^tit'd  jt  latii^rlj  iuGhided  in 

ike  *'  oot)iph:»tt!   edidu  '"    This  wew  followed 

by  '*PamL'tilaus,-'  IK^  wliich  setm^ed  for  the 


1  adherents.  *'  Straf- 
li-UTnji,  was  played  by 
rden,  1H37.  Th«  eoik'- 
!(),  Timde  it  plain  tJiat 


noet  a  small  set  of  1 
ford,"  hb  firsit  aetinf 
Motiready  at  Coven  £  i 
luuticJiil  '*  Sordello," 
he  was  no  eHndidd,te  f 
but  took  hw  appeiii 
Froni  1H4I  tf>  lK4(i,  h 
beau  tiff]  I  and  drama' 
out  m  the  mghi  par 
gransites"^'  which  ei 
sem^  of  enrlierdramp 
*'KiTii>  Victor  and  Ki 
R^tiiru  (if  thto  Dmsei 
'SoiJtch^im/'    1H43 ; 

imi    These  intenMcli 
etudiea  of  hnniun   IJf 
ataii«;e,  ffirvid  widi  c 
learnine^t  came  ftoni  t 
be  A3  nielodiouB  (*r  as 
at  will  impai>fiicinHl  of  _ 

oarefol  readetn  1*1  tU  hLh — - — _ ,  „_,_^_«« 
to  vetiah.  tlie  t'i>niini>n  people,  or  gfi^tti  the  fArne 
then  i%'oii  by  IVunvAon^  until  the  afternoon  of 
hia  v'igtironjt  life.  My^antinie  htt  wrote  ceaja&- 
lesaly  ;  hU  nirim:iic;e  with  MLaa  Barrett,  of  it- 
self, with  their  Hfa  in  Rome,  in^^esfed  bini  with 
iiiter««t„  tmd  ilnnUy  anch  works  us  **  Mnn  and 
Women,"  iHTi^,  ''  DminatU  PerBonm,"  1W*H, 
"The  Rin^  and  the  Bo<jk,^*  iBtiH-^iW^  wt^re  a* 
eagerly  welcomt^d  by  the  Engliah-readinii;^  world 
jut  hy  thoae  who  so  lon^  had  reoninii^ed  his 
ffift-ii.  After  hin  niarriiigie  {related  in  the  pre- 
t*diniE:  notice),  the  thoroughly  jdt^al  life  of  *'  the 
weddeil  poet'^  ^''  was  iionietQiiiig:  that  ]iiiJi  become 
historic,  no  other  uiiioii  of  two  poets  bo  indi- 
vidnally  ^r+ [it  having  ever  occurred.  When 
MrH»  lint^vjiiijii;  dted,  Browinng  left  Floroneet 
and  ri'*siflfMl  ^hii'tly  in  I^mduu  for  many  years, 
Anum,):,''  hiw  vohinies  hitherto  niitnentiEini'd  are 
*' BahitiHtioti's  Adventure/'  li^Tl  ■  **  Fifine  tit 
the  Fair,"  IST'i  ^  "  Rod  Ctittou  KigritrCap  Coun- 
try," l^Tl^J  "  Amtophanea"  Apolo^,  IHTo  ; 
"The  Inn  Album,"  XHin  i  **  U  Sai»ifu,"  1H7«: 
'*  Drama  tie  Idyb,'*  li^?9.  1HH(> ;  "  Jocosoria/* 
ISRI5  "  Feriflhtidi'a  Faneies,"  1HK4  ;  "  Parley- 
iuKs.'^'  etc.,  IS-HT:  and  ths  small  collection  of 
biij  last  lyrieii,  '*  Aflolando/'  18H9,  Browning', 
ttfti?r  all  thirt  prodi^l  work,  and  a  halo  and 
optimi-itic  old  ai;;:e,  died  serenely,  and  was  buried 
in  Wt-Httninstt^r  Abbji^y*  Fur  yenna  before  hia 
death  his  name  had  been  as  Bplendid  Ofi  It  was 
fomierly  uba^urv.  Theonjfinal  Browning  Club 
was  founded  in  188L  for  the  Ktudy  and  exposi- 
tion of  his  wurksp  Min  extrynie  votAriit^  rank 
hirti  with  ^ShaU!fHpej!lre,  praise  him  for  bis  more 
iuYolved  and  prosaic  laborw,  and  look  askance 
at  other  modern  iM>etB,  —  Tennyson  not  ex- 
cepted. But  thetie  are  they  who  care  le^s  for 
absolute  poetry  tlmn  for  nietaphysica.  Of  late 
a  tiiicir  diBcriimnation  ia  «xeFCLfi4d ,  and  ths  poet^s 


fii*rhost  qualities  ar«  more  clearly  cooup 
bended,  even  by  the  Browninier  ^tuoietiai.  ok 
truest  lovt^r  is  one  who  tAktia  bim  at  his  him^ 
as  an  affluent  artist^  and  tbe  unMt  ptvt&aBO. 
modem  reyeakr  of  the  bunuizi  soul^  iriikisi 
oTer^tfaluiiig  his  exec^  of  analysia  suid  did^el^ 
dant«    Cp.  ''  Victonaa  Foeta^ "  chftpa.  ix*  xiL 

BUOHAJTAJf ,  Bobort.  ^romatbt  &ad  iw^ 

eliat,  h,  <ila^guw,  1H4L     Educ4it*-Kl  *tt  th«  Uai- 

vcndty  of  Gliisgow.  where  he  mat  the  |Mjet  D«irid 

"  ifith  whom  he  afterward*  oevupi«d  k4f- 

London.    He  Is  a  r^tv^tile  and  poksisat 

'  letters^  has  won  distuictj  on  tn  tunvm 

Dents  of   literatuj^,   and   ia    an   acdrt 

of   pla^    for  th@  Mtaj^.      Haa  b?<fa  « 

oontnbator    to    the     *'  Cotittftuporvfy 

' "  for  a  liuntiber  of  yeafs,     Aut&or  tJ 

ft4>nes/*  \im  \  "  Idyk   and    Lei^wid*  id 

am,"   1HH5;    "London     Po^tuji,''    im-, 

Wk  of  Orro,''  1^70 1  "'  HaUad^  df  life, 

Hd  Humor/'  1882.    lie  haa  ako  viteft 

ooTela,    Among  his  i»Iaj»  a^m  **A  TUn 

JueW'  **Lndv  Clare^''  **  8t4wm-Biil^ 

A  "Sophia,"   A  beanttfnl  edition  of  Us 

in  thrive  yoliime»,  coine  out  In  li^-l.  C> 

fian  Foeia/'  eh.  ¥.    (D.  London,  IWIJ 

jsujj'WEB,  Sir  Edwacd  Ijytton,  See  1^- 
tforf/,  XorJ  Litton. 

BURBrDOB,  Thomaii,  b,  l^ia  Author  of 
*'PueQia,  Loti^'eif  and  *:5b(>rt<*r,^^  1K38  ;  '^^Huun 
juid  l)a>ii/'  l^d.  Published,  in  connei.'tion  wiik 
A*  H,  Llongfa,  **  Aiubarvalia^  and  othisr  Poums,^ 

ByROK,  Mary  C.  Q.  (Majy  C.  Gdling- 
toa>,  b.  Cheshire,  lf<Bl,  Became  akBocijite  U 
the  lioyal  Academy  of  Music,  IhwT.  Majrit?*! 
Georjire  F.  Bj-ron  in  1H11:3.  Joint  authior,  'tfiiL 
her  Slitter,  of  '*  Foenia/*  l^LHL*,  and  is  a  contnV 
ut^jr  of  both  Yerse  and  prosfl  to  £4i£^liili  «qj 
Ameriean  jcvnrnali. 

CAIjI*,  TVathen  Marks  TRTHka.  t^fortoer, 
b,  iHi  7  :  d.  t  HW.  Was  ^niduate4  at  Cambridge . 
took  J  loly  Ordera,  but  withdraw  fmni  the  dbflfdl 
in  lS;j<j,  Contribnted  totbe  ""  I  reader,'"  and  tlie 
"  W'nw  t  TTi  i  ni?t.(?r, "  *  ^  Theoloj^  eal^, ' '  and  '  ^  Fok- 
nifrbth  "  Keviewi.  Litereat^  In  aticial  4aJ 
ihvlitiisiil  rt^form.  Published,  ia  verse,  "  Be?efr 
benitions,"  1K42,  and  "Golden  Hisstoriea,*' is 
addition  to  an  early  voliiine  -which  oootaiittd 
some  fine  trftuslations. 

OALVEHLET,  Charles  Stuaft.  educate 
and  leetun-r,  b,  Slartley,  Worcester&hir*^  l^^U 
d.  1HH4.  Ednnitcd  at  Balllol  CoB«^,  Dxfbci 
and  Cbrist^B  (.V^Ue|?e,  Canibridgv;.  TrttaslilyJ 
auceeasf nlly  from  tbe  Latin,  and  wrote  tl?^ 
pnrffdies  and  hninorous  %'erae.  Puhlisb^i 
*''  Versies  and  Translatioim,"  \>My2  ;  a  "  V*?^ 
Translation  uf  TbiHicritu^/'  is*?.»  ;  "^'F^ 
leaves,"  l8Tli.  Resided  in  CambridK^  6^' 
in|>  imti  leeturinpratfollei^,  Studied  1b«,  lal 
bee-ame  a  tneniber  of  the  loner  Temple ^  1^^. 

CAMBHON,  GoorffQ  X'Tederlok,  jounplfl^ 
b.  New  Giaseow,  Not&  Scotia,  ISdl;  d,  1^ 
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Ed  nested    mi  Qveen^t   UniTMntjr,    Kinffitoii. 

K<*<i«i4«d  in  the  riiited  Sintea  forH^vrjiil  jean, 
Aiiil  wrutv  fuf  tile  Afuvrii!itii  j^d  Carmdlfcii  p»> 
ritHUc^iiJii.  Author  of  "LyrwH  ou  FriMidoiii, 
Lcivi',  utjit  tM5Ath/*    A  wrilvr  of  proniiMi  wIiom 

OAMPfiJCIX.  WUliAia  WiliJrad,  goreriK 

nMUt  iervir**,  h.  We^trrr  <>nTnn*».  In$1.     Edu- 

liit  I'»  ■  '  iiid  t.'i*m- 

Mi  Wiiuricui 

tujiirH/iiit-^  ,,  jt    in    til* 

''  t    III  ili«  i>v^tviAtj  vi   iSiMe  at  CH- 

IMKI,     Author  ol  *^Liikp  LyriM^" 

' '-'■  wl  Voy*p/*  IMKJ ;  ** Murdrnl. 

<i   'Vilildebnuad/^  dmtiiAS    in 

QANTON.  William,  joiirriHltift,  K  UUiid  of 
CIlttMtii.  o^f  thii  vitiiHi  of  C'htn»,  1^4r»,  l^Mmied 
Jli■ohi^  "  '  .Iniiinioa  and  wii»  rducitt«^l  in 
Fhuit<  -d  to  Sootlaiid  ami  kiinvni  thn 

Steffi!  -ow  **  Hemid/'   **  A  U«t  Epic 

mitd  oUiet  i%f<Miii»  **  wttii  itithliAlitiHd  in  1S87» 

CABIiYIjE,  Jjw«  WoUh,  b.  Haddington, 
l«ni  ;  a.  London,  IHiai,  Married  Thofniw  Car- 
lyU".  IK'jil.   A  c«dlection  of  hi?r  lotteni  was  made 

jj,.j    .1.1    r.    t     V     Kmude,   1>VW.     Her  veree, 
nUe  mrote  a  gre-at  deal, 

%%..  ,    ,,    ,  ,11, J, 

OAKI«Y1jBI,  Thomas,  eaaayiAt  and  hiiit4^riau, 
b.  Kerloftrhuii.  Srothmd,  l7a'i;d.t1ieWa,  Ltiii^ 
c!    1  i  liuhtirKh  UntT«nutX. 

>  It  srnv^  that  np  for 

Li    ..         liv   ttl»«ndon©d.      II« 

taji^i  aiihuol  iiiid  VI tm  tuUir  tn  »  |>nvut«>  ffifutly. 
Owunr  to  hiJi  ttuhvidmJ  Htyht,  Iim  did  nut  take 

life  ppoppr  plwTO  in  lit«iwtiife  witil  tha  pmblioft* 

<if  hiM    vemi*    waa   mmtrlbutad  ii»  tnagatlnti 

Iv  f  »H:«i,     Wjm  madf  Jxird  R<H*- 

t  U  tTnifPiiiity  in  l^'*\     Anionif 

li  w   -.   .     f>^.,,ft,.tiia,'*   iK;i:t  M  i 

itii:  uw«ll'ti    Lettem  and 

^pfi^hv*,"  1^4.'*;   "  llUtory  of  Kiwlsriok  tha 

CABMAI7,  BHaa,  riwin  .  f  *  '     T     ' 

ictoii,  N,  H,,   jSi.l,      \V;iH(rr 
▼eraity  of  N*'w  lirtitt^wiek.  .      ...       ...^ 

4«KrM  of  M.  A,,  IHM,  nunnir  tiie  iNtai  lew 
yiiam  ha«  renided  fhu'flr  in  th«  Lfnited  Station, 
h<>  hiui  Ihv  I.  *      n^ni;^  AMan  «»rlitjir 

writfT.    M«  <^  cdltf»nal  wtaff  of 

I»entMluiii  rtj;   fho    Xhv*    York 

**ItKi©ptiitdt*iit  **tUHl  tU«  CUwi»|ro  '  '  k.*^ 

/«,  fM«4if«fn(    c*4mlri1iut4ir  of  n(M!itr\  :J 

otisk*  to  th<*  nmvHfiiifV.    Hi«  pn;. :*.... ..  ..^P.^ka 

mm,  **Low  Tide  mt  Omnd  Pr^/'  l^'i^^:  and 
**8oaipi  from  VaipalKtndiaJ'  with  Richard 
BtfVfty  aa  ioinl  author,  WM^ 

**04HB0LU  lH>wU/*  —  S#fi  CAar/#f  L«r- 

OABTTLLA,  BttMl,  t«iidant  of  VtetoH*, 
AnstimlU,  **  An  AjufUatiui  Otrl  **  wtm  oun- 
tribolMi  to  1  Milbosnii 


GIjABJDI,  Barbeit  Sdwla,  h.  Chatt«rla, 
Liltf  of  Ely*  iHAi*.  Kdnc«t4^*d  in  «choolM  eon- 
duet&d  by  the  SM^ty  of  Priruda,  of  which 
diietioiiuuittiou  hJji  rmjvijta  w«r«  intauWra*  PuV 
UiihiKt  *'^oMgH  in  Exilw/*  ISTDj  **fc>tonn- Drift," 

CI^CPHAJffB,  Eliafttiath  Ceeilia,  b.  Edin. 
bwnrh,    tH:«i  :   a,    MnlrtMu«      }hm,      }Ur  p^^nt, 

—If,,,    v;-  ,    V--  ^^  .       .  ,       .         ..     , 

in  til.  "',"■■ 

this  "  i  hri^tifiU  A^^in 

CIjOUaH,     Arthur    Hnsrh,    <^Jt»fJitor.    h. 


piioil   u£     I>r.    Artiuld.  liu    tiMik     tht«    iialluil 
Schularshit»  in  iHiUi  and  uri^nt  to  OiffinK     Nub^ 

ste^iuuntty  u«  w a                 *    ^  *^*  *^  '     ^^rat 

Orttl,     Vi»it«d  ic  a 

nr.t.iMp  >f«'H4»i  1^  In 

■IIUi    t«  tiit'     i  -i     '   -•.:il;- 

■;.wlf  at   I'ai  H  lii  f.     j,o 


.|..^ 


pffl 


iilm  iukI  d> 


P.old 
lli» 

.Ur 
:  ho 
thii 

Mcit, 

ihii* 

■i  io  iMH, 
»,*'  which 
-t  "tT*  il   ift 

(Mji,  l^rJ,  With  a  mi*muir 


of  iulH  r 
ami  n  \it\y- 
h*«  irrot«  \^ 

»*riutanl 

oy  litM  fri«<mi,  IVof,  i\  E,  Norton. 

CO'T^'^-'^IB,     HATtiay,   mm    nf 
Tavl  :-•.  b.   ri«?v«*don.  iTi^ 

Att'  i,r,,ll..:..<)xf.,|,l.,.,i, 

a  Fi 

lit«rr 


•i   a 
it*.d 


hia    tltMUj.      t  uutiiLut^d  ;  »," 

]*tih1Uhc*d  a  v<ilitmi«   of    i'  HEi 

work*    wiTv    i*dit»»d    and    j   , .,v*i    ,->    Ida 

brother  In  I  Hi' I. 

CX>LERinnE  finra    .1,..itrl.*,r  of  Samnal 

Ta>Iof  C.  ^  d.  1A%2. 

Furatoifn  wHh  hiT 

tmrl'-    ''  ■  * 

Talii  i  1 ' 

^*   Phiiltt^UiiliiMlk.  M    tliif>     iMl*^^   mitlMHUV>*i    ill    iN^T. 


at  i^itiH'n  Ehxabaih «  Coilagv, 


CBS 
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tJ454>  ^:ive  up  thii  pcktiiHon  and  devoted  himoelf 
entirfily  to  writini^*  **  tjtinim^r  hung?  "  H|j- 
p&ured  iQ  180U.  Waa  the  author  of  a  number 
of  novek,  of  whioh  "  Sweet  Amm  Paee,"  1868, 
m  one  of  the  Lest  knowtt*  Contributed  to  newe- 
papt*!^  and  uiagastmua. 

COOK,  miEa^k  So«thwark,  1R12:  d.  1S8S>, 
In  ht'r  3'uuth  her  writiugi  were  puhliahed  in 
iwriwticnlB  and  attrat^tvd  ih  great  deal  of  nutioe. 
EsLibliahed  *'EUia  Cook*«^rt»iwiftl-'*  a  ttrrtftklv 
ji^rkHlScjxi,   l^^K^  but.  uw 
diBcontinued  it  in   ]^>l. 
Harp  ^^  appeared    in  183 
*^Fot*ro»/  imi;    "New 
**  Diamond  Jliwl,"  lH(i5. 
wide  popularity  and  bare  ,  ,  _ 

01IJ)  i;iditiuns. 

LeiccBter,  I8a^>|  d,  imi 
pufsned  hifl  studies  ttnde^ 
Took  im  active  part  in  pi 
Toted  hta  time  to  lectu 
Sentl&iul,     Collected  bia  ^ 

OOHT,  WllUMn,  edw 
Known  as  William  John 
part  of  hi»  life^  aiid  wl 

ptiblinht*d  *Mn«H*a/'  a  L.^«  ^>  «»«.-«.  .«, 

quiriile  Yei'Hi\  1N"hH,  and  several  text-hooka  on  the 
clajistL-H.  Wtm  educated  at  Eton,  and  held  a 
F^Howsbip  at  KinjK:*B  ColIe(^e»  Cambridge. 
Aii£ii^tant  nnij^ter  at  Lton^  L^7  71.  Soon  after 
k'rivli!^  Eton,  nd!*pt*?d  the  naoiitj  of  Cyr>%  £wd 
bruu}4:ht  unt  a  *"  Gtiide  to  Modern  English  His- 
tory.''  A  nuw  edition  of  "' loiiica  ^^  appeared 
inlHin. 

GOTTBBEIiI*,  QeorEe,  journalist,  h.  Wal- 
Hall,  in  tho  Knj^dbh  Midkinds,  IKJtL  IStudied 
law  and  praetiHt^d  for  some  veiLm^  but  aftt^r- 
Wi^rfk  entered  literature  i^a  a  prfifBSsitm,  Far 
eii^ht  years  he  has  been  the  editor  irf  the  ^'  York- 
8hji?ie  Daily  H**r#ild.''  PublkhtHi  ^'  Poems :  Ohl 
and  New,''  181^i;  also  two  privntHy  printed 
voluniea  uf  vwrse,  IKTc),  1887,  The  **  liauquet/^ 
a  tiatin.\  appeared  in  1884, 

CO0HTHOF13,  WUliatu  Johti.  h.  Sntmx^ 
1842,  Educated  at  Harrow  and  New  Colletre, 
Oifi>rd,  Contribnt*?d  to  the  "  Quarterly  Bij- 
view,'^  nnd  was  one  of  the  founders  of  the 
**  Natloiud  Review."  Appuinteil  Civil  KerFitie 
Conimtasioner,  18H7,  At  ureaent  Fellow  of  New 
Collt'pe,  (Jamhriidge,  and  the  most  prfiuiinent 
caiididjite  for  thtsClmit  of  Piwtry  at  (Vaffmrd* 
fiijoii  tu  be  vacated  by  Prof.  Pali^fTsive.  Author 
of  "  Liidiijria  [.iimB,"  iHTJi*;  "The  Panulise  of 
B  i  nln, "  I  HTt  J ;  '  V  A  ddiaon  "  in  the  *  *  K 1 1  j,^l  bb 
Mi^n  of  Letters^  ^'  1SS4.  '^flie  tirst  volume  of  bi;* 
masterworh,  **  A  History  of  Englinh  PoetJ^',** 
has  now  ilHlO)  appeared. 

GKAiaMTIiIJ,  EliEabetli,  PubliMhed 
"  Puerns  and  TmnHtat|un«t-'  IHrtti ;  '*  A  Handful 
of  Fannies/'  IHWm. 

ORAIK,  Dinah  Maria  (Mulock^,  noveliit. 
b,  Stuke-urHHi-Treut,  l^L'*i ;  d,  1W7,  Married 
GeoFE©  Ljljie  Cmik,  Jr,»  IWiA.  Iteceived  a  pen- 
lic}|]  of  £iiU  in  cunaideratiou  of  her  Uter^u'y  labotis. 


Puhliahed  her  firat  novel,  **  Th^  OKtlTiff,'^  m 
her  t  wenty-thiwi  year,  '*  John  Malifax*  (tviitk 
iuan«*^  her  best  known  work,  appeared  m 
185ti-r*7 ;  "  A  Life  for  a  UUr  l^K  C^f^xd 
h^r  ptmwB  in  a  volume  entitled  *'  Tbirtj  V««ei« 
being^  Poema  New  and  Old-^"  ISKl. 

CBANE^  Walter,  painter,  h.  Li^eipiKil,  !ftl\ 

Also  a  decorative  clesitnief   and  iUnstftlisr  d 

bookfl,     Preaident  of  the  Art*  and  Crafti  ^In- 

Uthm  .Society,    foimded    imti.      *'The  Sim 

a  poem  written  and  Ulastrated  by  Isks- 

tenked  iti  1Hn.i,    He  is  al^u  the  autW  d 

ed  books  for  clilldreii, 

WVOBD,  Isabel^  Valaisc^e?,  h.  *hm 

L   Toronto,    iwr.      Fubli^h^d     '  Citii 

1   Pass;    Malcolm's    Katie,   and  otW 

'  m  IH«4. 

OO'OHB,  liOulBO  (Macartney),   0» 

ictive    ctrntribiitHiir^     to    (  hi^^'^^nia   mA 

"  Me  ttY^f K^i  tun   M  nf^zi  n^i? ,  ^ '     fk^ienii^ 

ISSp  she  pnbliabed    therein  a  mm^  oc 

iepapliical   Sketches/'    and   ako  ei- 

$  with  Prof,   F,  Kiebolla  CiwHch.  tk 

vwn  eonjpofter,  in  the  tfi^^Te  of  #e»wiJ 

f  sonipi^  nhe  writiniif  the  wotrdA  im  b 

**  Kathleen  MaveriLnit^ii,'*  aa  giv»  a 

_ —        iholog-j,  npptJired  in  "  Echtiea  fero  tl* 

I^ik(?=,     tiift  hrst  ni  the  st^rie^s.     It  was  ^nb^ 

cuiently  elontn^twi  for  dj-nmatic  r^prea^ntitii^L 

liy  three  auiipLementaiy  aoii^,  in  the  Aame  met- 

aure,  of   wWb  *' Dettuot    A«t<jrts '*   btgip*  ■ 

follow*  i  — 

*■'  Oh»  Dermqt  ABtort  1  botwi^en  wnktnjr  and  tkcftef 

I  iitmrd  thy  d^Ar  voice,  and  wept  to  ita  La;  ; 
Every  puUe  ot  my  haart  %Jm  «we*t  Escueunirv  ww  taif 

Till  Kill&.nifly^B  wllij  echoeii  hmd  bortte  it  ainj /' 
CBOS6,  Mary  Ajon  H^^-axia  (Ij«vrt, 
*"'  George  Eliot,'*  novelist,  b.  Kirk  HaIUmi,  L^ 
bywhire,  1HH» ;  d.  Lcmdon,  lM8iK  Edocatrd  * 
the  vilhiRft  sehoid  and  at  n.  boardine  arbonl  it 
Noneaton.  Became  aaacwiate  ^itor  t4  tk 
*'  Westminster  Review,'*  and  meeting  Gffw 
Floury  Lt'^si'H*  she  formed  an  alliniic^  witii  ki 
nlthiiofrh  for  lepal  reajsotv*  ther  could  not  imr? 
Mr,  Li'Meft  died  in  1H7H,  and  sKe  "fraM  nuMrida 
J.  W.  Cross,  IH^^X  Her  firat  bot*k  of  firt*a 
vtm  "Scenes  from  Clerical  Life/'  wriOiSis 
18.'^  I,  atid  published  nndt^r  the  pitendoii\^  ^ 
"  George  Ehot.**  Author  ako  of  '\\^ 
Bedi^,"  mij*;  "The  MLD  on  the  Fltas/'  I>i^ 
*''Silaa  Marner,"  I8dl  '  "■  Rnmola*^*  If^ti*  "F^ 
Uk  Holt/'  l^^i  ■  *'  Middlemnnjh,'^  1^711^: 
^'  Daniel  Derouda/*  1^  TIj,  t>f  her  p*^' 
**  Tbe  Spanish  Gypsy  ^*  was  pnblLiheii  1^ 
"  AuTitha.*'  \im  ;  "  The  Le^nd  of  JuW  e" 
athep  Pfjema,*'  18#'i4,  *^How  Lisa  loifti  !^ 
Kiiiif  "  aptJoiiTed  after  her  dei^th, 

OlTBBrE,  Mary  Montffomana  iIa^ 
Lady,  h.  1W-,  known  aa  '*  Vitdi^t  Fatted ^ 
t-nt  daughter  of  bavlle  J^Iontf^meiy  Laavi^* 
Beaufort,  Snsseif^  nnd  i^n-at -grand daudit'-' ^ 
Aitliihald,  Eari  of  Eelinton*  Was  eiAm*i^ 
Hip nry  .Sydenham  Singlet „n,  IHIJI;  iffp?  ^ 
death  in  IWM^  she  beeaine  the  wife  of  S.t  I'tii 
Curiie,  Biitiah  aiuba^aador  to  Turkej,  i^  ir 
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sides  Al  preient  in  CoiutAotinople*  ilc^  fint 
Louk  ol  verse  appeared  in  IHT2,  Since  then 
•be  hMA  published  nve  iraliini«a  of  poetry  aind  a 
number  of  prose  works.  An  edactio  edUJou 
of  hirr  Pot'tiUt  ill  tvo  volumeSf  appeoriKl  in  \^f2, 
CU8Tj(U!fCfi,  OUf*,  b,  Weaton  Pjirk,  Nor- 
wich^ 1^74.  Diiiii^hicr  of  Colom*!  Ciutjyioe, 
Her  work  appeara  in  th<»  leading  Kngliah  peri- 
edieab. 

DABX*E7«  O^oritB,  crido   and   fnathenm- 

Hcian,   h.   HubUn,   I7a*i ;  d,   1^4*i,     Took  his 

B.  A.  at  Trinity  Coile^,  Dublin,  1H20.    Qoii« 

to  Ltrndon,  he  wrou  critical  and  other  p«pen 

for  the  itiaiFaiiues,  and  finally,  after  a  period  of 

ttmvH,  went  on  the  staff  of  th*  "  Alhenrounfi.'" 

kt  inter vaIji.  from  the  firsts  he  pr«>duoed  hiirhly 

frical  dramas,  children  of  the  Elixabethao  Lva- 

. ,  bom  out  of  time.^    Of  these  the  most 

Mo/tr^  and  peptic  i^  **  Sylvia,  or  the  May  Qneen/* 

|^>»27.     Da 4 1  1  called  by  Mr,  Infrram  *^  a 

ftutvate  if  '    To  hi»  eonp  and  melo- 

iien  ^vmi  i :  i  tiology  the  fomrwii^  lyrio 

ay  be  added  e»  a  ioil :  — 

THE  FALLEN  STAR 

A  «t»r  Ui  ticmm !  m  t^w  U  gome  1 

There  la  ■  hhuik  In  H«ibir»ti| 
One  of  the  ctivrub  cliotr  tiu  done 

Hi*  aJry  count  thia  c 


B^  nt  npoo  the  orb  of  Are 
That  Uuiir  ^  NIM  there, 

And  teiil  hia  muaic  to  th«  ebetr 
Tbttt  luoBte  ttie  lOgtitly  ^r. 


Bat  wbeo  hte  thouMnd  yeui  en 

Wtth  »  cbereblc  liffb 
H*  T^nkkhod  «rf  tb  ilk  ow  st  loatf 

For  eTen  oherabe  die  1 


Hear  bow  hli  ftox«l-brothan  moura  ^ 
Tha  mlnatmb  ot  tiie  vpherea  — - 

B»i'h  <ihrmtn|  «idlj  Id  bta  turn 
And  dropylnc  nrittadld  te&ra 

Th«  pUtjrUry  kliten  all 

•fotn  In  iht"  fatAl  con^, 
knA  wM^n  titU  M[ii<iwi  brother*!  till 

Who  kaof  Willi  theiii  to  leoi. 

Biit  ^^t^pmk  Of  tfifl  ehor«l  bead 

Tbe  Liuuw  Spirit  liiifrt. 
And  with  m  beta  Mcordtuit  hAiid 

Sweeps  mil  her  snUsa  atringa 


Wtnm  Ihe  detp  Shwnbett  of  «h 
Wbtre  ilespileaB  Uriel  lies* 

Bka  hmIb  barmenlc  tlmndara  o( 
Mlegled  with  miglity  aigba 


The  weoderlnr  ftletea, 
dljula  to  Ghsut  tlie  diriES  ol  mm 
Who  fell  Joct  BOW  (nna  U«»ir«u. 


SABBOSSTirrSB,  Aicnes  Mary  Franoea 

HoblnaonK  b«  Ix^atnin^on.  lA."*?.    StudiiHl  at 
iic  l'nivi*rsity  Co11©k*»»  [*''»}'» hk  wperial  ottt»ntion 
r|o  Greek  lir-'-'^"*^'     Waa  niarniod  to  M«  JKmos 
rti  iient  OrtmlaUit^  in  IHtiH. 

id  in  Park.     Author  o( 
L  volttiuee  gl  verse,  among  wbiob  are  ""^  A 


Handful  of  Honeysuckle,*'  1878;  "An  Ifc 
Garden,"  l>iii'>:  ** Lyrics,'*  IWl ;  and  **  Retiw-^ 
epect^"  JftKi.    Has  written,  also,  a  novel  and  eeT- 
eral  prose  essajm,  and  trans Lati^d  the  *'  Crowned 
iiippolytus"  of  Euripides, 

DAVIDSON,  John,  b.  Barrhead,  Renfrew- 
shire,   lN!i7.      Educated    at    the    IT -^^   *  Vn 
Academy,  Gre>onock,  and  E<linbur;fVi  I 
His  *'  In  a  Mnsic  Hall  and  otlitt  1 
p«ared  in  1801 ;  **  Fleet  St  r 
**  BidUde  and  Po«niiA,"  t 
these  he  has  written  seror.il 

DAVIS,  Thomas  Osbom^  b.  Mallow,  County 
Oirk,^  1H14 ;  d.  Dublin,  1H45,    Wu^ 
f rnni  Trini t>  College ,  K '<<  *,     1 1 « t 
he  WJM  imts  of  tiui  tiiiiet  elfeclh 
the  "  Natioii,*' —  tK«  revoi-* 
nal  establinhiHl  by  Chus. 
His  noems  and  eenavM  \^m 
death  and  publiabea  in  l/uil^  a 
Ireland.  * ' 

DAWSON,  ^^*r—  T.^.-     1  r        ;in,K 
Tnwcwiter,   N^  i>t«rod 

the  WWiti'vnii  II  ^ij^iied 

from  the  \Vesltj>.tu  iuiii4MLr>    and  tmu^rtxl  t)i(» 
Con^rofnttttnud,     Has  been  a  suet'eMsful  htstori* 
cal  lectarer.      Hin   "' Arvalon,  a  timt  Poetn,' 
appeared  in  1K7H ;  *VA  Vision  of  is>u]s«**  1»84 
and  "  Poems  and  I^yri«,**  ISIO. 

DB  TABIjEY,  Lord  (John  Bfrn^  I*( 


'l^ibtary  - 


ter  Warraa),   h.   l>wi'i. 
Clirist  Church  CoUt-j     ' ' 
the  Bar,  IHinK     Hm 
theasaumed  naruv  «( 
Author  of  ""EclofTuc^  ^ui  i 
"Ofvstes,*'  a  drnjiui  in  ^ 
sals,"  IHTO:  *'V^-  '    ■  ' 
S'oldier  of  r  oi  r 
tirement  as 


Tiw»k   Um 


CalMto 
trodnadar 


"■  Rehear* 

Mi;  "The 
irs  of  re- 
brouffht 


out  his  later  "  IVk'tili.  1  s'^  Mid  a  ^^^JodsariM. 
IHiH.  Both  these  coUw^Litine  am  disliafiiishMi 
fc»r  rare  lyrical  qnaiitiM,  asid  liave  bsfsn  waimly 
received  by  si'Itct  lovers  of  poetry,     D.  1805. 

DI!  VEHB,  Atibrey  Tbomsa,  b   Cnrraith 
Chase,  limerii-k,  IHU.    Tliini  mm  of  Sir  Au- 
brey da  Vt'r*'  Hunt.     £4^urAl«»(i  »l  Trinity  Col»  ( 
l««re,  Doljlin       Aiidior  of  '*  Tl.r  WnliU-ns.*.*  j  oT 
thi*   I 
P^, 

PO.! 

smJ  * 

in  New  Vu*k,  ui>l,    {{}.  butl»i 
DICK£N8,  OhArlas.-Sei  . 
BXaHAIIIiI,    Benjamin,  -^  5e« 

DIXON.  Richard  Watoon.  dsmnM*  b. 
London,    \i<^\.      Educated   at  &iw  JUNravd** 
Sehoi>L  Birmingham,  and  Pembtoko  CrAlogw, 
0«ftird.    With  Edward  Bnnie-^Jonv 
Mtirris^  and  othara,  started  Ihi*  'M  • 
Cambndire  Macasine  '*  as  an  ailvoc^;< 
Baphaelite  ideaa.     Cnmte  at  . 

and  latar  rioar  ol  Warksaorth  WmI  L 

oMMMi  of  CitfUala.    Anthor  of  *' Cluiat^k  < 


^K4j  **  Lviiea]  Poema/* 
■   ul  Euduem  and   Iwar 
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ptny  and  other  Poem 
*'  Odes  and  ficlo^es,'* 
1886:  and  ''The  bt( 
Brothen/'  1888. 

briMik,  Ke  ti  t,  lii2l ;  d ,  'J,  t^uccet^dtid  his  father 

in  the  i*ine  imrte.  bw  'auud  time  to  produce 

aeverxl  Tolunies  of  po*  y,  mid  A  noUticnl  pam- 

pblet on  reform  in  113 r  m^ntar^' lAeiitimis.    Kia 

mtivorlc*  "The  Ro  in*''  a  drHtimiie  ptwiw, 

apraearefl  IHTrf};  fivUov  1  bry  **  Bidder/'  1K>J: 

Time  of  W»r,"  JhTj^L 
peu-ftATiit*  111  "  !!?ydtifli 

DOBBOir^  Henry 
Plym-jutli.  IM^O,    Edi' 
Continent.     In  1H5(I  i 
Boanl    cjf  Trade,   ai 
oiiicinl  Mh,    la  th«  (i,^ 
att«ntii>u  by  novel  and 
but  tbomnikrhly  poetio 
of  bla  first  collect  ion 
and  Vera  de  t^oci^t^/ 
a  new  and  artUtie  n 
bad  urm^n^    From  tb 
art  and  fueling,  he  b^ 

own  ei;;Kfwil.     l.i  the  fo*^ _   .=  , -^r-'-  — 

nuKle  of  Qneen  Anne^s  timi!,  nnrt  qrei^e  imfniBd 
■with  its  atmosphere.  Sinuti  lHi;i  haR  isawM.  in 
vei-se,  "  Proverbs  in  PoiTcluin,"  IST7  j  *"Ojd 
World  Idyls,"  IH.^3  •  "  At  tlus^Sj^ni  fpf  thn  Lyre," 
l^H.^) ;"  Ballade  of  Beau  UriKude/*  ISUtI,  All 
of  these  have  been  brou^dif  out  in  Hclect  and 
ele^nt  editions,  both  in  Eni^bDid  nud  Anierieu. 
As  a  prose  writer  lie  has  f^vuii  iin  Livt*s  of  lio- 
g:arth,  Fieldinq:,  b^teele,  and  (vcddsinith^  and 
various  critical  works.  Cp*  "  \^ktori£in  Poeta/* 
pp.  27.*^  47.*^. 

DODQSON,  Charles  Lutwidze,  ckr^yman 
and  scholar,  b.  about  18*U< ;  d.  I.'-'.IH.  Pypiilnrly 
known  by  his  paendonyni  "  Lewis  CnrrolL 
Educated  at  Christ  ChunL^li,  Ojifuid,  Entered 
the  Church,  but  becanit!  a  k*etHrer  on  inftthe- 
matics.  His  first  story  for  diildren,  '' Alice-a 
Adventures  in  Wonderland.'^  was  publiHhtfd  m 
ISOf).  Author  also  of  ^'Phantnsma^^oria,''  a 
collection  of  poems  and  pfiroilieft.  li^fiil ; 
"Through  the  XookinnrHjlafls,"  1^7'Ji ;  '"Tlie 
Hunting  of  the  ISnark,^'  lH7(ij  ^VDoubleta/* 
187£  ;  and  "  Khyme  and  Ht?aiion,'^  li^'6, 

DOMETT,  Alfred,  colonial  atateaman,  b, 
Camberwell  Grove,  Sunvy,  1^11  :  d.  lAHirlon, 
1.SS7.  Studied  at  St.  John''*  Ciillj^Be,  Canibrid^'e, 
Was  failed  to  the  bar,  1N4U  AVent  t"  NtwZna- 
land  ir.  1.H42.  and  remained  theh*  furtliirtyyenrri, 
diiriuji  which  time  he  hnld  inipoHant  ].H>liLieiil 
offices.  Published  his  first  bni^k  of  potmH  lu 
liv^?.  Some  of  his  verat'fl.  whieh  appeared  in 
*'Iilackwood's  Magazine  ■■  iti  1K57.  artruftpd  a 
gr(>at  deal  of  attention.  '*  Raublf  and  Aniohia '' 
was  issued  in  1872  :  and  "  Flotenni  and  »Tii^taam  j 
Rhyniee  Old  and  New,"  1H77,  Ht  was  ihoufjht 
to  be  the  "  Waring  "  of  Browiiin:g^s  poem  by 
ttiat  name. 


DOWDBH.  Edward,  critic,  h,  Cork,  im 

Wag  ifTiidujift^d  with  buJior*  nt  Trioity  Cotwin^ 

Dublin*     A  diviuit  V  Fitudenf  ftn  t  \\  <  >  jvai^,  and 

later^  Presid'.nt  of  the    I^hiltj»t»phi£:iLl  N?rt#Cj 

At  tlie  »g^  qf  twenty-fuar  waa  A}?i^inC^  IV 

feasor  of  Entflish    Litemture    nl   Trtatty.  Ai 

aeconiplittbed  Btwd^ant  and  editor  of  bh«kp*M»^ 

HiK  "Ptx'nis  **  ap|)eared   in  1W77,    *'Miiiii««B 

Lit«mturw,*'  187M,  \m»  been  ^upplf^mraied  hi 

cciUi^tion  of  mows  recent  esaaya,  **  New  bi%dm 

in  Liters ture^"  IKV*,!.     One  tif  the  mos*  mtjkm- 

ant  of  hU  later  works  U  tlie  *"  Life  of  reaj 

s  Shelley,"  in  two  volmxies. 

.¥LIlfG,  Bartboltimew,   h.    Lunerirk, 

i,  I*!:!'*     Wna  derk  to  tJie  triianii«r  •/ 

rporation   of   Lirwerick,     B«%id^  for  i 

n  the  Ut&itf^d  StAtes,     1b  known  xtfi^ 

"The  Brigade  at  Fantenoy/'  and  by  *'Th? 

"    The  latter    |»oeiii     haa   be«n  crfs*«- 

.ttrilmtt'd  to  Alft^Ml  Dtmiett, 

^HlUG,  EDen  llary  Patrick,  bXcrl. 

L  IKtiOi     In  hfej-  youth  ciJtitribtjT«d  ia  lit 

an,"   and  ^aa  known  lu  '"Mary  dl  tbi 

ti 

riiU,  SirFranoIa  H^fftj^ea,  barHst*^,^ 

pleton,  Yorkiihirtf,   IMii?;  d.  1k,s^.    Edit- 

at   Eton    and    Christ     Chiit^h,  Oif*ird 

to  tbebar,  iKll.    Held  mi&ppcnntnMata 

.t.n.  ,_„atorn3.  nnd  was  nirtd^  Proft'SM^rof  PtiCtrr 

at  Oxford,  I-<m,    rtern|>yii>^    tli*^    chair  ftTT  T*a 

yenrs.     PubH.s]nfl  his  !li>,t   vfdTiTiie*  1>^4",  '»\&- 

tioiia  from  wliirh   \x^rt-  rK^prirtod  in    "ThpF^ 

turn  of  tin?  GurtrcU,   and  atlitr    Popnti,  '  l^ii^ 

Ilia  "^  lleniiniRcenoe:-!  "■  ai'iieiiri  d  in  issti, 

DUFrEaiW,  Helen  Selina  iSherldtE', 
Ijady,  aftc^rwarda  Ij^dy  Gifford,  |:n"^ui,ld.tn."b[t: 
of  Hich'trd  lirinsley  ShtHdan,  and  si^t^r  of  Lt-' 
Hon.  Mrs.  Norton,  b,  IH07  *  d.  1W(*7.  MamK 
>lr.  Price  l:JiaQkwcKKi,  who  becnme  Lord  I>u, 
ferin  in  l.H;'.^i,  and  ditd  in  IS4K  hb«  wn« 
rnsmy  beantifnl  aonfra  mid  Ijrricsi.  A  pcnthitti»^ 
colleetiun  of  her  pot?nm,  edited  by  berscia^W 
DufTerin.  hasi  nrcf^ntly  fliSli5)  appeared, 

DUFFT,  Sir  Charles  Oaraii,  jonmalist^K 
Cork,  isni.  Editor  a ud  ony  of  the  fonnd?*^ 
of  the  "Nation*"  Joined  the  Iriali  Confrii?- 
raey^  a  hninch  of  the  Young-  Ireland  Partj.  »a 
IMT,  Went  to  AuBtndia  in  lH5ei,  whm  V 
held  flevertil  Imptirtant  olfiees.  Was  knirhtrti 
in  1-^77.     ill.  Nice,  llMj^^,) 

DDTT,  Tom.  b.  Calcutta,  lfi5fi  i  dXaltntu 
1H77.  in  im>,  hi^r  frtther,  a  high-^aate  lliuli 
took  lii^r  with  h<?r  sii%t«r  Am  to  Entvi*  * 
study  Enjjliab  and  Frc*ncli»  After  rUitineltAl* 
and  EiiKland  she  rt^ turned  ti*  her  Iiidiiit  Ji*:Br'i 
in  lS7:t.  Hlt  first  book,  '^Sheaf  GW<aed  1= 
Fit  nch  Fitdds/'  waa  pnbliHlied  nt  BbtJ^ain^ 
|ioi^,  lJ^7(j*  The  little  valtiTne  of  her  t**^ 
"  Ancient  Ballads  and  Le^eTids  of  HindnstJifc' 
Tsith  a  memoir  by  Edmund  Qossv,  came  uoi  0 

1^>i2. 

DUVAB,  J.  H— See  John  Bunffr-th^'^' 
EliMESTOl«r,    Jamea,    architeet.  K  Wsr 
pmp,   London,   17^11 ;   d.    Homertoiu   l^h.  i 
weU-knowo  writer  of  kyniufl.     Publbhwi  \» 
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fitvt  irolume  of  pofrnis  in  1^17.  and  uiotlier  in 
1H47.  rtii*  liittfr  l>«^iii(f  a  «plect  eolleef ion* 

"»Ij10T.  OKUuQK/' —  8«e  M.  A.  E. 
(LrtiVii^  GVo*f. 

tfr     f   ^  *        V   Cnrnofnrs  mid  «i«t^t  of  III* 

•  '  litt!ik«  W.fc*  niBrrii'd  to  F»  F» 
S  iiu^liMin  in  I'^K*,  HerMieond 
JiM^Liiul  ujiH    Frederick    Boilciiw  KUuit.     H»?r 

*  \}»*diiK»i  piTid  ritKr<r  P<iem»  "  Hpfiwired  m  IhTH, 
a;l*LIOTT,   Charlotte.   ]k   '•'   *       ..    lim; 

1^71,     H»*<%ifHf  M   cmitirm  hut  (or 

stiiiiy  y*>nn"   ifditf^d    '"  J'h«»  '  lli'inpni- 

bmncor  p4.>ekt*t-Hook/*  Biideuiitrkbiit^fl  liirir«»ly 
Ut  And  re\iited  tli«»  "  Iiivnlid'a  Hymu  liuok. 

EIiIilOTT,  Ebene / 
L«w  Hhymer,"  b.  \' 
ITHl  ;  d,  AwU  HiU.  1    :  -  :     :    -   . 

Mid  elttfk  in  An  iron  fimniiry,  him  opiHirtuuititw 
ff»r  iko(|«]iHnfr  nn  fiducution  were  LiiiiiUrd.  The 
h-  i"  '       l>UHiti«»  cm^r  wiw  ti  failure; 

l<  :  ted  iu  an  ironworker  in  8Kpf- 

jh>  '  wan  able  to  rc'tirt' tu  n  ^hiiJl 

tti*<'itnd*"r  of  liis  drtyii,     **Ct»r!iL.n  ,'^ 

-n,..  p  ,.,*,.,"/*  Appenml  ill  I   -.  ,      iUe 
\  "1  ^ -'*  • .     Was  rtlao  II  oont  ri  b  o- 

tii  N'ew  Monthly  Mfi+ta/in*,'* 

£VA^S,  Sebaatian,  barrister  Htid  journal- 
iwt,  Iv  MHrkft  BoRwarth,  L«*ic*M4fi'ri»binf»  lH,"i*». 
\V  '    if<.*d  At  KmniAni^    '    ''     ■.  Cam- 

In  Keeeiveddevt  ►..  l>Mi«. 

K^i      :  I  •  **  UirminghAHi  I '  it«'*fi»r 

liinw  yHftTH.  C«ll<?d  to  the  l»ar,  i-sT.v  and  some 
jtMiB  Inter  became  editor  of  thf*  *' Pt'opli*/^  n 
eotwenratiro  joomaK  **  Brother  Fabian  a  Maiiur 
•enpt  and  other  Poems  ^'  WM  imifid  lo  WS^ 
«f94|  **  III  the  Stiidia'*  in  IH7«\ 

FABBK,  PredeHek  WUllfim,  cbiircbman* 
b*  Yorkshire,  tHU  ;d.  iJ^ill     E«lnr*if.-d  «f  H-ir- 

row  ai><l  ''  ^     '      Entered  H    '  "        '     '  '' 


Waa  n  ro  the  Or  i 

Ntri,  and  ia  IMU  wna  :it  r  uf  iht» 

ONvtory  &t  Ixindon.     ^  <!   proee 

works,  hilt  i»  known  t'iw  ,ty  »•>  ■<>-«  i^smna,  a 
ouutplete  edition  of  which  appeared  in  18(rj. 

"FATHEB  PBOUT.'*-See  Fraacii  Ma- 

FEBGU80N,  Sir  Samuel,  iebolar,  h.  Bel- 
fifc*t»   IHIO;    d.    1»*^.       EdiicatiHl    at    Trinity 
-Colkire.    OuMin.     Admitt*^  to  the  Hnr,  1^.'^. 
Was  rii    "  "  M..  HecH^rda  of 

InJjinrl  and   elocted 

Pwnd^  !  tdeiny.   IHH'J, 

Avtborul  i^ytof  tht»  Wi^^u^rn  (SavI,*'  IM'V: 
^  Coniesi**'  an  epic  poem.  IHilT^  and  of  eeveral 
Itvtiele*  an  IrUh  antiqiiitiee. 

VHiLD,   Mlohael,  the  Pamnwiian  nntneof 

reMrti!  in  pr  ;.i- 

Ml  fTuihl.  ur 

Bnaainnnd/^  I'"  i  ;        i  ne   rariu^ra    i  nic^ni 
•to.,  1886^  **CAniit«  tbeQit»«t,'*  1887; 


•■%: 


Tmieie  Mary/^  1^^,  and  other  viirorfiua  poetic 
dmxnas,  aa  well  nn  the  Ivriciil  volunie!i  entitled 
^^Loiw  Ago/'  l^<l:  *'Nv'htaiid  S>n^s**  18112, 
and  *'lTmri;r  ihn  U»i»>rK,"  lM>:t. 

FITZOBHAIjD.  Edward,  b.  SufTulk  JH(%); 


d.  N.^rf.Jk. 


!»t  Trinity 
fr*jni  the 
moet  of 
^        the 

:i»d 

^  in 


*  '1(**^,     His  1 1 

f\.  nml  li 

quality  of  the  ong\h 

ptwtic  feeling  na  to  b.  , 

thi^nuelve*.  Hi»  bexl^  kiiu\\«-  tninnjuliuito  are 
'*  Euphrnnor,  a  l>i;i]ci)rnt«  on  Youth,"  \K*l  i 
'*  Polouioa,  a  CoUection  of  Wise  ha»«  and 
Modem  luttnncee/^  ]HiV2;  ''Mx  Dnumui  of  Cal- 
demn/*   IKWi;  and   iho  *'  Tlnlniivtif    of    Chnar 

'     .  :,^fvrb 

u-d 

■   -    ■  t  <le- 

bloliKht  KUt  Ui  KV^. 

70X,  William  John  son,  pr«iiKiH»r  and  mitn 

V  -         '     -    ^v  *i        -  '     ••;  '      Stoditnl 

,  hvcnme 
jitid 
Ion. 
.  lo- 


ut   tUc  oiUhr^Uul    i; 
Wnrito   for  various  fn 


FHASEB-T  Y  TI*EB, 


C.  C  — btwCWAeriae 


to  Uura.tuJr«.     '*Al*i 
IS1I2,  followed  by  *M  ' 
Conntry  Mnaer  8eoouii  .  viLt/T>,      ui 
*'A  June    Romance  ^^  (jiroael    and 
Sonin/'  \>m, 
6ARNETT,    Blohard. 


Mttaeam  at  i 

hit  proaetii 


i?2,  Edu- 

liiti),;,  luit 

'  iiTindy 

1  ill 

A 

*        V.    lUld 

"  f  ticket 

i  iry 


t  'mviTiit} 
the  deerer 
Foenia  *  api 

*4J      i..„     _^. 


ill  UrJpht, ' 
coUeotive  edition,  18*K), 


'her 
.      ----_-,,     .-Olj 
IMM*;  and       K«^m«/' • 
(D.  London,  llitvtj 

OUjBEBT,  Willtum  Sohwetick,  dnifnaliaU 
b.  London,  1><U>>  KiluvntiHl  »t  (ireat  Kalinc 
and  at  Kindt's  ritlU^ge.  ObtMined  a  darkabip 
atid  aften^iu^ln  l>«'c«iine  %  barriat^r,  but  finsUj 
irnTe  all  hi«  time  to  literature,  flan  eollabaralipd 
witb  biir  Arthur  bullitjui  in  tlie  prudnctlua  nl 
many  popular  liitht  one  nu.  Author  of  ^^^B^b 
Ballada  *^  and  a  uuxnner  of  dmniaei, 

QIIiTmiiAir,  Robert,  b.  ihinf«rmlia«, 
VVMi  d.  Leitb,  IKTjO.  The  aon  of  a  tnwNr 
weaver,  be  waa  appvntioad  Ut  a  eoofwr,  b«t 
after  aetiiu|  aa  mawJiMiia*  clerk  for 
jearv^  fiualTv  HM^nnin  ^wdliM^tdf  nf  t^iltt' 
Leitb.     r  '-b  pert- 

odicabanti  Hinkte.'* 

AooUeetion  ut  nut  works,  v^wu  h  prrfaton  bl* 
ccmpliy,  waa  piiUidi«d  after  bia  doatb  in  IMSL 


6^o 
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OHiIi,  Franoei  TyircU.  Vietorift,  Awntralia, 
Nci  ctillectiou  of  her  potioiit  has  been  iiiado, 
althuu^b  «he  ooiitribiited  much  ^o  Ai^tmimn 

■  QILLUJQTON,  Alic«  B,,  b.  Cheshire,  Is 
the  daiigjit^r  ui  a  clergymnii,  nnd  has  pa«acdl 
much  of  h«r  lifs  in  thti  Wtitli  of  EnKiaii4.  i^m- 
5t>iTitIy  ivith  Uar  sister  she  |nibHHbeil  **  l^^^ii^is  " 
in  IKlKi.  Ij9  a  freouont  i?oiitribi](or  Ui  periodicals 
ill  E»grhL"d  ^ii^l  ^'iti  Unitsd  &tatej», 

b,  ]Hr>j.  Eduontec!  j 
head.,  and  St.^  Geor, 
m^it'ini^  at  Ealing 
jaara  at  Bi>rtli^h«r] 
tfai«Ni  Berioa  of  Son 
iwarins  in  18^4.  **  L^, 
wft9  lAaiifd  in  1H03. 

Aaonjfi.  IH;13;  d,  li^'J 
£iii:1iijh  affic^r.    A 
cation  and  develo 
atl venturous  spirit 
Houth   Australia, 
the   mounted  l^olic^, 

various  oc-cnpationa,  L«.-  „,»*,^-.^  h.^..^..,^,^^.  =,»ij- 
cusfi,  Aluftit  lHt;7  he  ae tiled  in  MtObonme,  and 
Wfts  coMairiert»d  "  tho  best  iiinattur  attJtijjlu-cliaae 
rider  hi  th*j  colon ies/*  Ht^rti  by  piibliabed  hia 
first  Imok,  *'  ^fa  8]vray  and  ISinukti  Drift/* 
IHE,^,  His  rncy  baHads  of  tbf  IimhIi  and  turf 
niade  bim  thn  niotjt  strikiiiij^  Hffiinj  aninn;^  thij 
AuMtrftlian  poets.  DtHjiiijtointnirnt  and  ex- 
fioanr^  tuidc^noined  bia  health*  and  in  a  Ct  uf 
dcBTiair  he  dipd  by  his  own  hand.  ColJectiva 
edhif^ns  of  his  ptwmfi,  with  a  rnomoir^  are  pah- 
liahod  in  London  and  Melljonrne- 

0OSS£],  IMmund  (WiUiam>.  critio  and 
lir*'niry  historian,  b*  I^ndiin,  lM!t  ^^on  of 
PliiUp  Henry  Gcase,  the  natumlist.  Wa«  ai*- 
sifitajit  lib  pari  an  at  the  DHri^li  Miiseuin,  IHtSl, 
and  nfter  IM73  translator  to  thn  BcMfcftl  t*f  Trade, 
Elef'^tfd  Clark  Leuturer  in  Erigliah  Littratnre 
Ht  Trinity  College,  CatnbridL^e*  and  dnring-  the 
scitsnii  of  lH*<4~Hri  delivered  the  Lowell  Lt?c!tun^ 
in  the  United  States,  Mr.  Gos^e  is  a  Noree 
^hol^ir.  and  an  orithoritattYe  T*'riter  npon  Scan* 
diniivian  literature.  Is?  fl4?ti%ely  tnt^apred  in 
critical    joumalifim.      Has  tmbbHhcd    "Madri- 

fak.  Smp^  nnd  JSonnetii,"  ISTO;  *'(hTi  Mol  mid 
intfl,"  1H7;i  ;  "  KiHR-  Erik,'*  a  drama,  niid 
*■  New  Poetiis,'*  1W79 ;  "  Firdanai  in  Exilfl,  and 
stWr  PaeniflT"  IBJjii ;    **  In  Huaset  and  tjilver/* 

GRAVES,  Alfred  FercovBl,  Civil  Service, 
b.  Uuhlin,  im*t.  8™  of  the  Bishop  nf  Limer- 
ick, Educated  in  England  and  at  Frinity  Col^ 
leife,  Dublin,  Haa  bebl  various  pcisitionn  in  the 
Civil  Service,  London,  Hia  "'  Sonj;r«  of  Kdlar- 
ney  ''  was  pnblidh&d  in  1H7;*  ^  *'  Irish  Song*  atid 
Unlifld^,'*  IHS:* '  *'Sonji3  of  Irisb  Wit  nnd  Hu- 
mor/' WM;  '^The  Imh  Song  Biwk,"  m»4, 

QRAT,  Dairjd,  b.  KIrklntulloch,  l^*^i  d. 


imi.    Hii  hora©  wan  on  the  bsuika  of  tlit  Ijt 

fie,  the  little  atream  celkihmt*^  in  bis  ^MStk 
n  IrAMih*'  went  to  I^ndun,  but  m«t  widi  d3*- 
appoiatmenta»  and,  hia  healtti  failing,  h«  *£* 
hottie  to  die,  **  The  JLuggie  and  oth&  f  i^*-," 
including  a  aeries  of  Buiinevta,  **ln  tb«  S^ 
dova,**  woA  published  nf  ter  hi^  de»tfa,  vH^  m 
iutrtjdaction  by  Lr>rd  Honght^jii, 

GHE£::crWEIiIi,  Bora  tXlorotby),b.^il> 

family    estate,    Gtb^bwcU    FojtI,    LAiKber^-i, 

DnrbatiK  1^V!1  ;  d,  Clifton,   imi.     KemAiUiJ  n 

ni««nwel]   Fon3   until    tN48.       Afbinwdii*- 

at  Not'thnuilwrland,   Flmiiamt  !■!  1^ 

Contribcit^d  to  the    *•*  Coaltsmpegmfm^ 

"     Aathor  of  aeverml   books  fll  |»«ifT, 

i^ivhieh  Ar9  ^^'Cttrmiim  Crucia,'*  l?slt*^ 

yp  of  SaLvatioti/^  tbl'X 

lIFITBr,  Gfli^d,    noveiiat.  h.  Lii«ni*. 

d.  Cork»  1M«,     Wttut  to  J^cmduu  ai  lb 

if  nineteen.    In   1:^7   publiah«^  k«  fat 

aeof  IfUb  flt^fSt  "'  Holbmd  Tide/*   tis 

oil  owed  by  iir»otIi#'r  keries  i>f  ialfl«iadV* 

ivel»  "  The  Collegiitna^"*  Jotneii  dsi-  <j^'. 

»  Christinn   BroUitJt-s  in  IH.^*^-     Aft^-r  b 

I  bis  worka   were   brought   ti3ig«tllct  ■  * 

rm  edition, 

lKE.  Tbcnnsa  Oordcm,  tamtatpkL  ^ 
^  i  Ifm;  d.  IKH-l,  Ed  neat  pd  at  nir*s» 
Chnn-h  School,  London,  aiitl  :5tudie>!  nie^in  li- 
ft t  Edinburgh,  the  L'niveraity  of  (ila^iw,  is. 
in  France.  Became  a  sji^cialiirt  in  enrpjaruit^ 
osteolocy,  and  wrf>t«  a  tiiimber  of  treatiae*  ^n 
that  aufl  kindred  subjeeta.  Published  *'3M:" 
lin.*  and  Other  Poems/'  IHTl  ;  ^'  Tarablo  nJ 
Tales/'  IH72;  ''New  Symljola/'  isiri;  'U 
^vnds  of  the  Morrow/'  lS7li  ;  ''"  Maulen  h^ 
Ptaijy/'  iaS(l  I  * '  The  Serpent  Play,*'  l^SJ ;  "  T^' 
New  Day/'  a  book  of  aonnet«,  Ir'^NLi. 

b.  Maidstone,  Kent,  J*il6,  Gmduate  td  Cji«i* 
L'ni  V  ersi  ty ,  Pastor  of  A  i  bi  on  Cb  a  pi«  U  Unl  L  ^  ^ 
8iirn?v  r^hapel,  London,  Often  visit**!  An* 
ic4i.  His  fbwrcb  tower  wn«  nameil  *'  UiKob. 
aftyr  the  Emancipator,     |D,  Ijoodon,  li*t^i 

HALL  AM,  Artliur  He  017,  b,  Lea^A 
m  I  ;  d.  Vienna,  lH,Xt.  Siju  of  Heoir  HiBifr 
historian,  and  comrade  ai  Teimyscin*  whfl  «*r 
memorated  him  in  *'  In  Menaoriani/'  TcwkJ" 
decree  at  Trinity  College,  CiwnbridK^,  l'^ 
Author  of  some  t»otewc»rtby  e^navs  and  of  fwfl 
\\'bich  were  to  liave  been  piibli^i^d  «iilt  tl)« 
of  the  fnetnl  ^hu  afterward  became  bjaei^ 

BAMIERTON,  PMHp  ailbert.  uiiat  a^ 
art-^Titici,  h.  I^ne$idt.%  L>3ucta«hire,  lS4:i 
BouJojrne-anr-8€ine,  18m,  Edu*!3ite4  at  B<^ 
ley  and  Doncaater  Gratiitnar  Schools,  sM  P^ 
pared  for  (Jjtfnrd  but  did  not  niiitiicii** 
studied  art  in  Paris,  and  in  IStU  took  np  a  ^ 
manent  residence  in  Fnuiee.  In  Ij^©  fp^a^ 
**The  Portfolio,"  which  he  edited  umil  *» 
d eath ,  Hia  **  Etcb inir  &nd  Eteheni^ ' '  l^*.  ^ 
never  h«*en  Bupi*lant«d  as  blu  aatlioritt«a'> 
art  of  ct«binir.  Author,  also,  of  '*  The  W 
Icctual  Lifts"  IHT:V-  *' The  Graphic  A^ 
1882;   *'Hiimui  Inten^ourae/*  ise^tt  **1^ 
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•eatK*/*  IMKA:  *'  Maii  in  Art,*^  I  WO.    Kin  enrlv 
volume  of  pnnttry*  **'nnj  LiIm  of  Loch  Awo, 
apiH'Ared  in  1K*#!», 

HANMEff,  John.   Itt  Lord,       '  .    b. 

1K.HK     l"jluc'j*t.-fi    Ht    Eton  und  <  i  v<'h, 

Oxford.  All  advocHtti  of  {HtHticnl  liiviiiiK  Tub- 
HaIkkI  *'  Km  Cj|K»lU  aud  Oihwr  Touma/*  IH:*!*  ; 

HA.RPUB  Churl  o«.  KOYWmutnt  iorrioc,  h. 
New  South  Witl»m,  IM 7  ;  cl.  lM»&i.  Etliu  uf rj  i»t 
thf' (Mivrmiuetit  ISohoaL     (•  'f*»r 

Ai]4  fjintKT,  \u  wa«  appoint'  an- 

niit*ii'iic'rs1iiipat  Arahien  in  1  -  '^^.  1  (intit^iMd  a 
voluuit'  uf  Mtiiiicis  in  1H41\  and  aii  i*dttian  of  bis 
{KK-ntjc  npfuraivd  tu  LSH;i. 

HAHBIBOlsr,  8.  Frances  (**  Seranos  "\  li. 
Torotitj),  r.-mfidn,  of  Imti  parentaf^.     In  \H7\i 

Emarri*  I       ^T      V  W.  F.  HarriKiim,  an  En|f- 
prpfw^  blie  has  contribuU^d  to 

•dinn   j;  for  a  iiumbor  of  years, 

luiiiK  the  ifeMitiitloijyiu  "Seranita.'^  In  addition 
toiler  mi«nifi,  "  Pine,  Rose,  aiid  Fleur  de  L}'*/* 
iliiO»  iiH«  halt  comuili^  an  antholuffy  of  the  Ca* 
midtaii  poeta,  atm  haa  prodooed  a  to1uiu«  of 
ahort  fftorioa. 

HABTLEir,  John,  a  Yorkshire  niinf?r, 
whi«4?  Volume  uf  ixitfrns  waa  imbliiihed  in  iH72. 
Hin  pof<Tn,  **  To  a  JJawy/'  wiw  jg^Yt^n  tn  iho  pres- 
ent editor  from  memorj  by  Mr,  Ihtvid  Chmti« 
Murmy. 

HAVBHGAL.  Franoea  Bldl«7«  danirhter 
of  Thp  ll.^y.  \\\  H.  Havpival  b.  Astley,  l.<'<i ; 
cS  South  Wa)f«,  hST'A  A  tiu«  uiusiciiui 

^i  Contributtid  to  mliinous  iteritHlt- 

c .i.ia  publislied  several  little  rulatm«of 

hjiiULM  i\ud  vorae, 

HA^VKSR,  Hob«rt  8teph«n,  olermnan.  b. 
PIrim'Uth,  1N«:  d.  Plymouth,  lt<75.  Educnt*»d 
»t  I Vm broke  Colle^re,  Oirford*  A  iftalwart  and 
heroic*  chanicti?r.  In  Jk:u  became  Vicar  of  Mi»r- 
iKf'tmtow,  .1  Uuuly  (uiriHh  on  tb«*  Coniinh  coast. 
His  "  Iv  hoe*  frnin  Old  Toniwall  -^  amwmriKl  in 
JM,';  '  I'nniiHli  Italhwh,*'  in  IHlHi,  Jctintd  the 
Rimmn  CuThoUc  I  hurch  shortly  before  hm 
dejith.  Him  jioi'tical  iworkfl,  memoir^  etc,  were 
pabliahpd  in  1^71^ 

HEAVYSEOB.  Charlet,  joumalUt,  b. 
Vorkshirf,  \hU]  ;  d.  MiaitreaK  imK  A  wo<h1- 
carvHr  by  tmd**,  and  niaiiily  i»elf-*dut'at«*d. 
EiuiK'^nited  to  Montreal,  IKT*:],  whctri  )h*  Itrrnmo 
B  wrir^T  for  the  prejoi,  **f^nnl:  n  Drnmn  in 
thrvf  PrtrtH/'  apiiearfMl   in  Ih'T,  tind  jmpr\«»ed 


Nathaitii'l  Hawiiiortu' 
to  auch  nti  **st4Mvr  th 


I  nt  Liviir|x»tii, 

4ht  it   to  ihf) 

rv  '*it»  whirh 

ir  f  l^  ivvwtTf'ii 

-..Oi'.'ti  l)auKb- 

l^T  "  VLT'.'  imblixhi^d  ill  IVk'i. 

HERVEY,    Thotnttn     Klbbl©,    editor,    K 
Phi.I.v,  I?M:  if.  K.'.ir       ^  IxHwUm,  IHAO, 

StnHi.',i  inu.  hiit  ^.H^t  .  '  1  tamrr oar^eer, 

Wi'Kt   to  London  iihrM<  ^  o«AriD«t*d  lo 

llM  "Art  JiHuual/'  and  wdiidd  tlw  **Atli»- 


narnm  **  for  several  5'earB«  His  poeoia  were  ool* 
lected  and  publinhiidf  with  a  tneiuuir»  by  Ills 
widow,  in  im\. 

HICfKBY.  Emily  HenHetU,  b.  Weitfofd 
County.  Ireland,  IH^."),  Couti-ibutud  to  Uie 
**ConihiU  Masimnc,^^  *'*  Academy/'  anil  other 
penmiicahi.  "  A  feculiitor  and  Other  Poumii  *' 
ap|*«^ar«d  in  IHMl,  ana  in  the  tuimu  yi^nr  ihe 

aasiited  in    foundinir  the    Tr   n^^    Society. 

**  Vene  Tales,  Lyrics  an  1  >tm'*  Mmc 

Itubliehedin  iKM^i,  and ''M  ufs,Id«ftl- 

ist,  and  Othvr  Po«tnii,'*  in  l^l'l- 

BXNKaON,  Katharine  (TynanV,  b,  Dub- 
lin, IW!,  Educated  at  Uie  Dominicau  Conirefit 
of  St.  CHtherine  of  Siena«  Drocrheda.  Pnb» 
linhed  her  first  book,  "  Looise  do  la  Vnlli^re 
and  other  Poems,'*  IMM.^  **Sbamrfjck8''  ap- 
peared iji  1HM7  ;  *'Balh»ds  and  Lyrics,"  in  iml; 
and  *'  Cuckoo  Songs, "  in  1*^,  C^nt tributes  to 
leadinj?  joomals  in  Ku|^latid  and  tlie  United 
SUt«i. 

HOME.  F,  WyvOle,  b.  Edinburuh,  tn5\, 
Authnr  of  *'  Smtr^of  a  Wayfai-er,"  1^78  ;  **  Lay 
CantieU^  and  Other  Poems,*'  UiSa ;  **The 
Wratli  ol  thi*  Fay,''  1HS7. 


HOOD.  Thomaa,  v 
d.  Ixmdou.  If^VK    Sti 

Iimlt'iAiuu  diitttfiTt'rin: 
lis  attention  t^*  T 
aub^itor  OB  tti 
early  work  «ofii; 
stvlt«  uf  eimiiMi 
celled.     Tlie  tv 
tie»  *•  appi<are(i 
\h^  now  entin?]: 
Then  came  the 
ricii,**  th«  dmtimtie  nnuMiiee 


hut,  timt 

!nititirTird 


■  1  ex* 
'.Idi- 


iyl- 


nev  Hall/*  and  nianjr  exiiuiHiti*  twniKS  and  bal* 
laiiB,  "  Miss  KilniatiiM>f:g/'  n  lyrical  extravBKau- 
za«  is  the  best  exsniitle  of  hi*  serio-ciiniie  ttylu. 
"  The  Song^  of  thf  Shirt  "  nnrf  "  The  Bridifo  of 
Sijths"  are  e?»'i  r.     Wan  iiditor 

successively  of  nd  the  **  New 

Motithlv  Macii^:!.  ,  adn  e«tabU]ihtMl 

'*  Ilood  s  Masazine. ' '  and  piibiislicd  thu  '"  Couuc 
AnnuaK"  lie  had  tin*  fiwMihv  of  hh'ftdin»; 
mirth  aud  jiatlu     '     '  '      '''     Uim 

own  *»itp*«rien<"«'  I  >  rty 

ted 

jrent" 

iuMTii. 

of  tilt?  Shirt/'  Cp*  "  \  IctoiiiUi  PunLi*"  chop, 
ill. 

HORITE,  Herbert  r         *  -  -  T\  Loudon, 
P-Vri.    .\btmt  l»K2.  bt  !  art  with 

NKv^"  Inuit:*'.  riiitl  v:  'i,  atartsd 

till*  '-'  '  '  Uiit  ^tit^rwarda  MSttjned 

th^  '  that  tiUMBiisine,    An  eai* 

fft  .  Mfhin  and  the  deeorft- 

oloraa,**  a  small  vol* 

UOEUl^  Blohaf d  Heosiat  (aricinaUy  H«Qr 


SSL* 

Hon  < 
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T' ),  dmrnatUt  aud  pi    t,  b,  London^  180S ;  d, 
Margate*  IH"*.     An  i    ifentitmim  wanderBr  of 
the  piirelv  English  ty;      of  Trelawny^  Dnmett, 
and  Oliptiant.    ^pent    re^m  in  Auitralia  lind 
bthcir  Ijiiidik  iMid  aerv<       in  the  M^Jiic-nn  army 
dannjT  l^e  war  with  t    '  Umted  States.     In  hw 
old  age  »»tt)ed  down  i    London^  poor  in  lueafM, 
tml  i%  ptGtumqae  a"     iiu|ire«eiv«  fi^tii9.    He 
began  hk  Utenwy  kri     t  m  ISSH,  with  a  poem  in 
thtJ  *'  AtheniButn/'  ai      dflTelopfHl  viriJe,  ftlmoat 
ElixiibeLlian,  dr&m&L     gQiuiu  im  a  poet.    He 
WHS  throughout  life  f     rotific,  uneven  writer  of 
proiie  and  verse,  but 
am  '"  C^o^mo  de'  Med 
Harlowe,*'  1837  i  "C 
dAa  I»eariot,"   1848  5 
BriuKer,"   IWi.    H" 
ppio  of  **  Qriau  **  wi 
of  ft  farthliiir.    In 
Brow  111  UK  and  Rob. 
Kew  l!ipirit  of  th^j 
^ssjiys.     It  was  ftften 
he  styled  himself   * 
inR^B  mtters  to  him  v. 
nmcB,  JS77, 

HOUGHTON,  HI 
liord,  pjurliATnentarl 
Vichy,    im\    Edum  ..^ 

t'nnibindkjp.  whftrti  he  iu*mpd  inendaliitia  wi^th 
Teunj^iiiii,  (lulliiim^  Trench,  and  othL^rs.  En~ 
tf^red  pTu]i:iTiiiMit  iij  1?^'17»  and  during  his  pobti- 
ijEil  capeei'  tnok  an  motive  part  in  l^adiiig^  m o ve- 
in en  U  of  the  time.  Wa4  raised  to  thti  peerage 
by  l^rd  Pftlnieraton  in  lH(i^i  Hu  v^m  nlwaya 
r«ridy  to  bi^fKf^nd  young  writera  and  artiat-^s, 
mid  leathered  about  bini  ft  ciroh^  nf  the  nioi^t 
briUiarii  nmii  of  tlie  day,  Fublbbed  flt*venil 
volumes  of  travel  on  th©  Continent,  aud 
'VPtMnns  of  Many  Years.^V  IHTW ;  *'Meniorlak 
of  Many  Seaanns,"  IS4U  ;  '*  Poetry  fur  the  Peii^ 
pie,"  1K40  J  **  Poems,  Legend ftry  ftiid  Historic 
ra1»"  1S4I ;  "'  Palm  Leairea/'  IHU  ;  '*  Life  and 
Letter*  of  Keats/ ^  1S4><. 

HO  WITT,  William  and  Mary,  ml'icGlla- 
neons  writers*  William  b^.  Derhyahire,  171*2; 
d,  Home^  l!S7!>.  51ary  lLh>tbam!  b.  Coleford*  in 
the  Forest  of  Dt^ftn,  about  17^*11;  d.  Horne,  ms. 
Married  in  lHl*i^,  and  worked  tti^vtheV  in  a  kind 
of  lltemr-y  purhiprshjij^  PuULsht-d  their  tirst 
volume  of  p'>eTii3.  "The  Fon.^st  Minstrel,"  in 
llS^jy,  folio vvi^d  by '*  The  Desolation  i*f  Eyam," 
1K2T*  Willisim  llowitt  was  the  author  of  *'  The 
BiHjk  of  the  Seji*>iis/'  ]f^31,  and  '"  The  f^omes 
an*l  Hiiunta  of  tVw  liritinh  PtieLV*  1*^-17.  Mm. 
llnwitt  tnni^iiat*-'!  the  works  of  F roderika  Bre- 
Toer  into  Kiifrlish,  and  wrote  a  number  of  i?hil- 
dren^a  Htf/rinJi^ 

HUHTER-BtrVAH,  John.  h.  England, 
1K:I().  Fljifl  liverl  inont  of  his  life  in  Canada. 
Foratimt,^  lie  hi  an  ii«p:thUment  hi  th*j  CanA- 
disn  Civil  ^ervic*?^  liis  prose  and  verse  have 
appeared  in  Enj^lish  and  AmeHcan  iHirloflicalSf 
and  he  hua  tiiade  A  nutohtir  of  trtinniltions. 
Piihlished  '"  Ue  Kobervah"  a  drama  of  early 
Canatlioti  rrmianee,  18K.Sj  **The  Triumph  nf 
Cnnfltannv/*  IM— j  "VAunala  oi  th«  Conrt  of 
OberoJi/'  isy5p 


HtryTiTlY,  ThaQia«  Henry,  Bcitmriit.  1^ 
Kolinf?,  Mlddlfldex,  Y^^Z*;  d.  EAi«tb<nin»«  Stt- 
an«,  m^t.  In  1840  took  the  diplouM  m  ttl 
Hoyal  CoUeige  ol  ^nre^ous,  mud  ^aMmmA  iBm 
royal  navy  aa  aHostaiit  suiKeoii.  Ibuwlof^^ 
nence  at  11^  bioloi^t,  amd^  hsts  held  tu^ay  mt 
port  ant  prof  es9or»him.  Was  n  strotEij^  saiipcwKr 
of  t\w  Darwiniut  theovy,  aiid  ibe  c*aEaf«ili  d 


Tyndftil  and  8pe»oer,  Autltar  of 
wcirkii  of  the  bi^hetft  i^mde.  Pr«»tdt?ni  of  ib» 
Royd  Sc*ciHtv.  lW7^i'^^,  The  foUowinf?  liaw, 
written  by  Mrs.  Haxley,  have  be«-it  eatftic 
lis  tombfltone,  id  ouiiiplijiunoe  with  ha  tmt 


^r  Ood  itill  flviitb  m*  bfaov«a  titwp. 
Ait  ta  endlui  alerp  H»  Willi  —  ^  md  t 

lOJ],  Selwyn^  artini^  b.  atHMtt  VSk 
ted  at  Bri^'hton  Colli?^^  and  MariboiniCli, 
>tjk  a  degree  at  N&w  ColkRn,  fliM 
Waa  ordained  in  tho  same  y««rt  ^^^^ 
in  orders  until  l»Hi^,  when  he  b«i»  ^ 
il  work  altogether  nnd  btfirttti  the  «iiutj  if 
ilV'ith  Mr.  Ilerbert  IloiTie,  hv  stafW  di 
by  Horse,"  1886, 

}EIX>W,  Jean,  h,  Boston.  linenbHlpfi^ 
Jk^,..«  \K\(K  In  inlditioii  fo  her  p*>rtic:d  wh. 
hns  written  ftevend  piijjTiLir  novek,  and  mw 
jitones  for  ehlldren.  Puldisibed  *"  A  KhTHuer 
Chrunk'le  of  Inciidptit  atid  Keelinir,*'  l"^'!";  • 
firEit  series  of  *'  Poenis  "  111  IHcit,  wbich  iiisrafltJt 
won  the  puhlie  a  IT  taction  in  both  EngldLiKAi^ 
Ameriiyi,  and  was  followed  by  ciihen*  in  I'f*- 
lhii7,  !H7!^  IHSK  and  iHStl.  Died,  L**ndi..n,  l*^": 
"  INQOLD3BF,  THomaa,"  —  5k^  /?icis^ 
HiiTTiii  littrhii  m + 

INGHAM:,  John  K«1U,  politicsJ  eemKnra< 
h.  Nevvrt**  nt*flr  Eelfjuft,  1^2^%  Feliow  »(id  r- 
feswnr  of  Trinity  C<dlej;ft^^  Dublin.  H»  |*-:t. 
^VNiiiety-Eight,"  fir-*t  U|)f»eiLred  in  the  Uoi^ 
'"  Nfttion/'    (D.  1907.) 

JAMESON,  Ann*  Brownoll  h.  Dfl^ 
17tU^  d,  Ealing,  Mldille^^i,  l^tSTi.  ^dtf 
daii^htpr  of  D*  Browne  11  Murphy,  a  miauEB'- 
pftinter,  Be«ime  a  governe^ji  at  the  air*  of" 
teen,  and  in  1^2,1  married  Habert  Jamesoo,  ll 
IMii  she  visited  It^Iy  to  collect  nmteri^  iat^ 
'*  S^wsped  and  Le^ntlary  Art,^' 

J  APP,  Alexander  Hay,  joomalijtt  and  ria 
b.  Forfjii^hirf!,  Scotland  s  l>i-Ml,  f^ucat^  Atii^ 
University  of  EdinbnF>jh.  Became  a  (wncri* 
tor  to  fScottbih  journals,  bnt  tvtriov^^d  ti^  L* 
dnn,  where  he  formed  eonne<^tioi»  with  ''fi»J 
Words  "  and  the  *' Sunday  Ma^njdn*/'  B» 
been  an  iudu^trions  and  succi^^tsfiil  wricff,  aP! 
iui:  the  pseudonym,  **  H.  A.  Paix^/"  tn  nHaji* 
hifi  most  iniixjrtant  works.  Among  \af  ^ 
liouks  are  '"Three  Great  Teachers  of  * 
Tinie,^'  **  Thomas  De  Quineey  :  his  Lift  ^ 
WritinR^i"  ftud  **  UonTft  in  niy  Gardfa*^  & 
latest  vfdnmes  in  verse  are  *'  Circle  of  thtT«^ 
ft  tkmnet  Sequenced*  privatelv  printed  ia  Si^ 
and  **  Dramatic  F^ictm-es,  fenuHsh  Kiffi* 
Siinntrtfl,  and  other  Ver^t?,*'  IS94,  ^  D  U.W&) 
JOHNSON,  B.  FAuHno,  h.  on  the  Gi^ 


I 


BIOGRAPHICAL  NOTES 


693 


iftTi  Re»prvo,OntnHn,  ti^fi?.    Drmprhtrr 


K    lMi«>.     \Vi«i  riMti'cd  in  K 
rt.>,  hut  bc'uiijr  of  ti  ituMHiuti- 

I  .- *tniifit  tuoKt  irkjtf^n  '    '•'    k 

pill  Ih:>7.  uiul  at  tlu'-  Ajuiit^  > 
work,  whieli  lit*  pitr'^u^-d  ' 
pd  liiM  )MK»k  <  !  I  ^  ijj 

to   pf\««  itlCIU 


Urfi out  Ch arlr 


rlin. 


f  ^*Tlie  Bnttle  l>uv/^  IHTm;  "/fUe 
I  Viipl  *i«l  otlitT  VVavi^ii  of  W»r»" 
wydbri  and  Other  Poeiii*,'*  IWjCI, 

|«  Bobert  0wyer,  phvnciAii  luifl  jour- 
GlitiKmlu^ott,  Comity  Limerick,  1H;Ii)  ; 
,  lsK:i  Wiint  to  tho  l'riit«!  StAt*^  m 
|Mk  up  lii«  »*itid«>ncf!  in  Be w*  ^  ■  -  '  -  -^ 
■^  metlic'iiitf  and  wroti»  < 

•  I  I  '  UivftJry  *"  wure  first  cnlk'i'ti'd 
I  ton,  IS72.     The*ft  Mrrr  fnl- 

L..4      .^,..uj*  by  **  I>eirdrA,"  nu  Imh 
I    **  BUtiid/^    th«    former   of    vhieJi 
to  author  tiito  f^opral  r«pnte. 
S,  Jotia,  dirui«,  b,  Fmrfurd^  171*2; 
liuootiK   imi.    £due«t«>d  at  OTfonl. 
B   cuUegc  tutor,    and  nft< '      ■  ^    - 
cnmcy.    W}i»  proft<j«sc»r  of 
^U'4L     Vicar  of  Hursif> 

Antlior  of  H*»viTnl  prti-st"  wmku 
'Th«  (-'hrifttian  Yf'Ar,**  1^"J7 : 
«ulmm/^  IMo ;  and  *'  Ptwrna,'* 
^vr  Kiii  dvath,  Wh»  a  li;ad«fr  in  th« 
Ittroh  nxtromeiit .  aft^rwjkrds  called 
Ki'ble  CollepL*.  Oxfnni,  founded 
n,  now  bears  hii  naim% 

Era  (Mrs.  Kevin  O*D0- 

^  »nd  now  liTtnir  in  Anairft- 

titht  rvgular  cuntri baton  to 

tlM,  Fnmoea  Anno.  a<*tfMa.  h,  I^n- 
:  ?         '      '^     '  '     >      '      Kara- 


I  Car 


itt  Oarwpn 

il    tour  qI 

*  X,  itJrt  Butler, 

ryirn^nd   in   IfCH*!, 


)k  uj*  h*  r  r'-'i*l«nco  in   KntrlamL 
prua*  writer,  and  ptiblishrd  two 


IAX«I«,  Henry  Otarenoe^  mrmmmmti 
b.  N«w  baatli  WallM^  ItHi  i  tL  wmt 


Sydnej,  1882»  Held  an  appnintment  at  one 
time  in  the  Civil  ISorvii  >  't  th(?  prvici, 

and  oocupied  several  n^  HtiiuiM.     In 

1^1    waa  made   IiuipccC   .  -tv      T'..L, 

libhrid  "  Ijtfavwi  fn>m  an  An 
IMiO,  imd  "  Sinij*  fnuu  Ow  S 
Hia  coll<*ctiH|  ptkvtuii,  witJt  a  v- 

Mid«r  i^iithiprljind,  were  iaauo*! 

KlTTVDAIiL,  May.   b.    Bm .,,..„     i 

•H.     Author    of    **  Fr«in    a    UarrtstV 

roppiea,'^  "Such  U  I-ifw,"  **  Dnfam 

to  N  11/   IKN*  ;  *' »«ntpi  frotn  Drvnmland,"  IMI^ 

K£KT.  WiUtam  Charloa  Mark  fkiumn 
Charles  KoE^  Ibt,   b,   L<  >  ' 

l*lduciit«d  at    !  k  and  Oti^  > 

Editcirof^ii  .nd  the  *M\  ,,»<-_ 

i»teT."  Waa  c*m*id  t4>  th«  Bar,  IniH^r  'iW*i*pli9, 
imK  Uis  ooU«cted  ''Poeoia^'  app^wW  in 
1  ^70. 

KENTON,    John,  b.    Jumaica,    17^4:    d, 

^  uwMH,  l^-.Vi.    Kfbtcat«d  at  |v*...i ^.    Cto- 

bridge*    TiK'k  np  hia  rceidenr  lUnda, 

S>ro**r^*»t.  Mb#«p^  he  mfide  tin  umi*»  ttf 

Cnl      '        "'      ■  '     ^     mIhj^   UmuW,  and 

fill  «4  n  diAtant  rel- 

■ti  .1   Fir>t  iiiidr  ljt»r 

acq itj&tli let!    with    r  it 

witb  tbn  |H>i»t  bim^  1 

the  belovrd  friiM)  i  >l 

ihousand  ^in*uN  r 

Uionaand  to  h»*r   i'  1 

tb«i  moal  part  O.P4^U>u;it  "  i^ppe^jx^i  m» 
"  A  Uay  mi  Tuoh,  with  Other  VcrM^/'  I 

fit,  t,  ^,j 

KINO.  HaiTlet  SiMiior  rHatnUfon),  b. 
Edinborgb,  \>*4iK  DniLlit*  r  mC  AJtiiiril  W,  A* 
B.  Hamiltun.     In  '   riryS, 

Kinir.     Autlicirot  "'Tba 

Diw-ipb'/*  lH7;^i  '   1  i^^'<, 

KINOSliEir,  en  ui  ;f»  jitid  niiv* 

f'liM.  1>.  Hotnw    Vi<  '      1^1'*      d. 

Kv«r>hv,    i:-7:>.     1  a 

Ma--!  t^'m'  r.iv-  », 

l>'l-  '      ■  L 

b. 

<if  the  * 

liidi«Hl  il  II 

<if^' 

ni'  iko 

Au d 

prrMM*  w  •  *- 

tin,"  1  rt 

Shore,'  M« 

Wal-rj-i  i 

"  Proi»r  !  i  .  ^t 
known. 

KJFIjINO.  Hudynrtl,  rf^m-inf^pT  nw\  ballad* 

t*t.  b.  Bontt-  tirUiML 

but  rptnnivtl  lalfnf 

th«  "  IjihfiMi  ^  "  '>Md 

cNmtribatMi  u*  t U*^  bull  > , 
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a  repiitaticn!  tbrooj-br'^  I  die  EiiKliBh-apeakiiijr 
world  by  his  dnuuati     and  lorigimLt   tjik^  and 

Ijoems  of  Angflo-Indiai  ife*  Mftrrit«l  Mi^  Ut^- 
eatbr,  slater  of  Wul  lut  Buleatisr,  and  Umh 
up  a  reaidtiuee  itt  the  itited  8ta.t«ti,  whtire  he 
now  li%*«a,  Hia  firafe  '  nme  of  verae/*  Ifepart- 
raental  Ditties,*' at  id  in  18^6,  and  *'  Plain 

Tales  from   th©    t  '    in    1!<8J4.      *' Sdldiera 

Tbree"  and  "Bai*,^™  Rcktos  BallA4»'*  wer« 
published  in  Amerind  ^n  18ilL  Haa  written 
two  noveb,  iu  one  u{  tch^  ^^  The  Nauhdika/^ 
he  collaborated  with  liDott  Balvstbr.  "  The 
Junglo  Bocikj"  1HJJ4, . 
live  prtidnetionf  and 
favL»nte  with  yonii}^  a 

KNOX,  laa  (CraiF 
Took  an  atidve  interar 
Odo  on  Bums  woti  tbi 
on  the  occaBiou  of  the 
married  t4>  her  couain, 
don.  Publiahed  her  . 
1856,     *' Songs   of   Co- 

IiAlMQ^  Alexand^v 
17S7 ;  d*  Breebin.  IM^"? 
P.fi88  of  flai-dressini^^ 
pedler.     Contribut^sd^ 

Smith's  Scotiiah  Miii«ui^.«i,  -_,.,^Afi  ..t..j- 
frewsiiliiri?,^^  mid  ^'  Whistle  Oinkie/'^  Piihliaht'd 
a  gullectiiin  of  hia  puf^nis,  c^ed  "  Wayaide 
fflowera/'  in  1>^j, 

liAMPMAW,  Archibald,  Civil  Service,  h. 
W*:Hii^rn  Oiitj^rio,  l>tiK  The  son  of  ati  Angli- 
can clerKTtiifiti.  Kdueatt'd  and  tcKik  a  deji^ree 
at  the  Univemty  of  Trinity  College,  Torrmto* 
Iti  lHrS3  r«cM^ivf;d  ao  appointment  in  the  Civil 
tstTvict'  atOttuwat  where  he  hjia  aince  rBmaiiied . 
His  **AtiHnig  the  Millet  and  0th t-r  Puems ''  waa 
pnhliah^d  in.  lHbJ<»  Uih  lyrics  appear  in  tlie  lead- 
ing Amtricjin  nmf^iizinffu.     (U,  Ottawa,  IHtRJ.) 

JjANBOU,  Walter  Bava«©,  b.  Warwick,  30 
Jan.,  177'*;  d.  Florence,  Italy,  17  Sept.,  m>4. 
Waa  a  claaaical  Lntbii»ia.^t  of  a  very  i^ennine 
trpe,  and  held  a  unique  pcwitiwh  in  litfraturH* 
Never  popular  m  t\w  sense  of  bying-  widely  read 
by  the  i^ntnnum  people,  he  b  known  better  as  a 
prose- wnt+.*f  than  aa  a  poet.  Spent  the  latter 
y*!arg  uf  bia  life  in  ItfUy.  An  ilu  i-pi^^unmati^t 
in  verse,  a  writer  of  elepnnt  bit*  of  satire,  ele^'y, 
gallantry*  and  arniiial  rhyme,  he  had  no  ni:i3tt^r 
in  tbe  Enj^liah  ton^e.  lie  wa-i  a  man  of  im- 
petuous temper,  which  involved  him  in  nnfor- 
tnnate  onarrBlj  and  canipliaatiDnM,  but  all 
through  his  life  he  showed  nobility  of  sentiment 
and  Kreat  powers  of  tendenieBs  and  sympathy. 
He  waa  an  anh'Ut  RBpnbliwm,  ch^voti^d  to  liij- 
erty,  and  acorn  fid  of  tyranny  in  all  furnia.  Au- 
thor of  '^'' TttiajLTiiiary  CouveraEitinns,''  1^24; 
"Pericles  and  A3pBftia,'MS;tt>;  ** The  Citation 
cif  Williiim  SbalceapeoreT*'  IK^M ;  and  the  ^*  Ptfti* 
tanienm/'  IK  17.  llis  play  a  includm  '*  Andrea 
of  llutipirj' j"  **  GioTatma  of  Naples,"  and  *'  Fra 
Kupert."  iJis  I^atitt  poetry,  **Pn(?mata  pt  In- 
senptioneB,''  waa  publiahed  in  L^47.  In  the 
same  year,  the  eiQuiaite  **  Htslltnicsft"  also  ap- 
peare'd,  and  hia  last  lKN>k,  '*  Heroic  Idyls,"  waa 
imuedmlWSS,  Hiilifei^ntlAu&tisE^kiigUi 


b V  J4>bn  YuTsUr,  1^^7-69,  i&  this  det^led  iwod 
of  a  n^tieiia.  veraatiJe,  in  aome  reapiMfti  * 
and    wonderfully    pt^long^d,    liteMiy 
Cp.  "  Victnrian  Poets/'  chap,,  ii,. 

IjAlfQ,  Andrew^  critic  ajid  asaayiEt,  h, 
liy4.  Educated  at  St.  Anilre«^9  i'miTenifey, 
aod  Balliol  CflUei^e,  Ojrford.  Waa  made  a  F4. 
law  of  Merton,  IHii.  He  has  tn^de  oolays 
ttanslatioiia  of  Homer,  Tbcfoeritna,  asd  tbf 
Greek  Antholo^v  aarK  In  proae,  hta*  irrftttt 
nnmeroua  hii^raphical  and  crtd«al  easHva.  <|» 
*i^^  ^f -' Bailadn  and  Lytti»  of  Old  Fmnet," 
*XXU  BAUadea  m  Bine  Ckins,*' K^^j 
anf  Troy,"  l«H2r  "Khyii,€a  h  UMaA^"* 

*  Grnafl  of  PiiniaAatia,''  18SW  *  ahio  of  m^ 
i6k»  of  fairy  talea  i  **  X^Mers  to  jla4 
w,"   imj;   ^*Myth,    Ritual,    and   Iidi> 

1H87 ;  and  1$  in  tbe  front  nusk  &l  tk 
is^r&  and  anthoritativ^  En^li^  ibcbo£ 

raHOHNU,  CltRTles  HarUer,  h.  Bci^ 

n-Twee4,  1318;  d.  184,1.  Kdocatf^  tf 
w  University  and  Oxford.     Waa  ttvif- 

•  at  thi^  time  of  hk  pr«nmatn;«  deuUi* 
rCOGK,   Bamuel,    b,    Marrsden.   Yoffc- 

m5 :  d.  Bla<.^k|iotjl,  1693.  Waa  enafOofil 
111,  but  bei^an  writini^  rerae  in  hii  fMStl 

l^uf,.^,.ied  '*  IjancashJre  Rhymes;  or  Ilrtniflt 
Picturt*H  of  tho  Pvnuk'/^  1Nj4  ;  "  LAOf^talli^ 
Hcmfja,"  l!^j(i ;  "  Lancashire  Poems,  Talcs  ui 
Ktn'itation^,"  1^7op,  iSbortly  before  \us  dvtA, 
hroni^ht.  out  a  colI«;Ciive  edition  of  his  voiics. 

LBAB,  Bdward,  artist,  b.  Holhiwav,  Uo- 
don,  bSri;  d.  San  Remo,  l-SSs.  Heai'd^  ii 
Italy  fiir  a  number  of  yi^ars.  Paititcr  of  «u^ 
mala  and  Ian dif cape.  Published  sevenil  voloBia 
of  cati^hiii^  "■  Xonaeti&e  \''erse/' 

LEE-HAMlIfTON^,  Kuj^ene,  It.  l^oAm. 
1843,  Educated  ia  France  and  Gf.trmany,  «^ 
went  to  Onftird  in  1S04.  Entered  ib^dipl*- 
matitr  ai?rvTce,  but  while  .Secretary  of  L««!mcifl 
at  LkVu^n,  lH":i^  a  cerebrt>-&pinal  divider  de- 
veloped, aild  from  that  time  until  rec«^f. 
whea  his  conditian  ia  somewhat  impttrtnLit 
baa  been  unable  t-o  leave  his  eonch.  Haiii 
balf-bnjther  of  SUss  Violet  Pa^^t  (*'  Vvam 
Lee ").  In  addition  to  several  other  toIqb* 
of  verse,  he  has  piiblii^hed  **  7^*?  Fonntaia  d 
Yonth."  IsfJl,  and  **  Sonnets  of  the  Winfkv 
Ibfun^,'^  IMM.     (D,  1907.) 

IjEFKOY,  Edward  Oraoroft,  cler^Tin""*'^ 
West  nil  lister,  IHTtl.  Eelateil  to  J,'uie  A«V 
and  Sir  John  Franklin.  His  two  aistpT*  ¥«l 
married  to  Charles  and  Alfred  Tefinyson.  li*- 
cated  at  Blackheath  .SchiK»l  and  K^bleGsl^l 
Entered  tbe  chun?h,  and  held  euraeiea  M  LiV 
bcth,  Trtiro.  and  otber  places,  until  11^2.  Ar 
thor  of  "  Echoes  of  Th^ocritiia  ivnd  other  Sar 

LE  OALLlBNIffE,  RlobarO,  K  Birta* 
bearfl,  l^xi,  Eiiucated  at  tlie  I^iverpot*!  C<ilJ^ 
Entered  upon  a  hufijnesa  career,  but  mon  »« 
it  up  for  the  profe^iHion  of  letter*.  IfMiiVt 
miecefiaful  work  in  proae  an  weU  as  t«t*.  fl» 
firat  volume  of  poetry  wits  privately  itnnt^  • 
LSST,    Later  worki  ara  ''Yoloinea  m  Ffl£ft' 
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Gi*UTy7   Mortnlttli :    iicim»  Cliaraipleiii- 

»Ef(irlish    P(wn«,'"   l^'tri^   "Prone   Fan- 

ILttlitt's  "  LiUr  AiuoHa/*  lisiij. 
OHTON,  Hob«rt«  ttierchmit,  b.  I>ai»- 
^;  d.  Liv«ir|»ool,  laW,    Htrnded  ohinfly 

T,  AiDj,  naitmlat,  h.  CUpluun,  tH61  ; 

loo,  IHWI,     H<?r  oarr'Tita  wnr»»  nf  the  Jew- 

ii*    £dacBt«dAt  Vriifhtoii  mid  N(»wiaiiam 

_i    Was  of  a  mifUochulT  t«nipeniiiietit, 

Kl  b¥  her  own  hjuid.     llw  "  Xantippo 
r*r  Piwftid'^  was  publishiHt  ifi  1^1 «  a 
irt  of  th«  Tolumo  t^appoarmir  i"  **  A 
Wt  and  Other  V^ttnw/'  1>^><4,    *^  Rtjubeta 
'  a  ruiv^L  uud  th*»  volarne  of  Tcrae,  **  A 
PiAne  Tree,"  cani«  out  in  IH8SI. 
DDELL^  Cothorioe  O,  (Praaer-TrUer), 
kH,     Murrit^d  Mr.  Edvnrd  LiddelK     la  au- 
**  bonga  in  Minor  Keys,"'  publtahed  in 

PTHAUL.  W.  D.  — Sij«  ir.  D,  SchuytfT- 

I>8AY,  BUnoh«  Elisabeth  (TitaBo^), 
).  1  S4i.    J  >atiRhter  of  the  lit.  Hon.  iUnry 
,  ft<HNiDd  ttMi  of  tlie  od  Lord  Snitluimp* 
'  "  '    Ml      -»■  -    f  rhelAte 

'f^roar- 
■  I'lcHriwi, 
ku'  ul    tli^:    Uj4^i>4.uu>{-   d^^liwc^',  Kiid  a 
tShe  t«  a  HiicctwNf 111  |irti(f(<  ttmirr,  Ktit) 
^ '-''-'  niiinician  and  p.iiritrr  in  waU'r- 
L  in  veriK',   *' Lyrics*.'"   I^HJ ; 
u/*  juid  *"  ASiriinf  of  Baada," 


5 


^mmtm,   h. 


Applaa  of  Heaperna/^ 
vork,  ^%ie  Biaat«ra  ofw. 


r^fkdon. 

h 

'it'ra 
couihbuted 


rON.   WiUlom 

jKotod  aa  a  wnod-eofittirrr 
or,  and  a  anaa  of  btlaiSt  f 
faooo  wood-aaiBiBTtiiK  ia  An^ 
pad  for  aoiro«  yoara,  aad  lie 
J  to  literature  bath  in  proae 
H  be  foonded  ''The  Eni^liitK  Bepuldic/*  a 
lical  devoted  to  acwial  ■oi<*nee.  Claribel 
^er  Poema  ''  was  publiabed  in  1865;  ''A 
rj  of  Wood  £iiffniTUig  in  America,**  1682: 
ma  and  Trandatioiia/'  181».    He  edited 


,  1883;  andaen- 
ood  Engrarinfr,*^ 
liatoD  had  a  notable  oareerf  haviuff  var- 
ied in  tiie  Com  Law,  Iriah,  and  Italiaii 
plae,  and  waa  always  in  the  van    aa   a 
pL    From  bia  private  pma^  the  *'ApDle- 
ai  New  HaTen,  Conn.,  he  Usned  fniH 
naatfical  bruchiiros,  and  nubliiibed  hie 
in^eeneea*^*  1  «>4.    DM  iu  timt  city,  \tm. 

PTtiS.   Zdasle  M,    AnUuir  vi  '*  Ferae- 
^and  Other  Pt»rni»i,"  »>^H4, 
CXEB-IiABftPSON,  Frederick,  h.  near 
lJt!»l;d.    at  bin    placf,   "Hnwfnnt." 
K*  IKRV    Clerk  and  Pr^is  '^  lie 

raltT  for  a  number  of  yearn.  J»e 

Lanifieoo  to  bis  own  after  4.,^  .;-  .,..1  uf 
irtia  LanipooiK  Bart,  of  Rowfas*     ^tlier 


of  his  aeoond  wife.  He  made  a  rare  collection 
of  books,  mantiscripta,  and  autogmiibs.  His 
daui^hter.  nrtw  Mm.  Aii|irni*tit)e  Birrell,  mus  firat 
nmrried  to  Lioucrl  Tciuiyaon,  sou  of  th*^  Laun?- 
at«,  PutiliMlietl  "  I^iiuloii  Lyrics"  in  INiii,  and 
**  P«t4ihwc>ik  '"  (proiMf  »nd  ver»e)»  1MT9,  and  ed- 
ited the*  "  Lyra  Ele^ntiaruni,"  1J^C7, 

LOOAN,  John  £,,  intinrance  adjostor,  h. 
Hamilton,  Ciwiada,  lH.Vi;  about  twenty  yeani 
later  removed  to  Montreal,  where,  with  tJie  ex* 
oiiption  of  a  frw  yoan,  spent  in  tlie  Canadian 
Northwest,  \m  baa  aiaca  lived.  Under  tlie  pseu* 
doii\  m  of  ""  Barry  Dane  ^*  he  baa  oontributed 
a  iiuflib<^r  of  t>oenia  to  the  aewipapers  and  peri* 
tMlit  hU,  but  they  have  never  been  pubUahad  in 
bix>k  form. 

IX)VSH,  Samual,  novelist  and  painter,  b* 
ihjUHn.  \l\t7 ;  d,  Jersey,  mtH.  Was  inc«tt«fal 
as  a  miniaturo  painter,  and  became^a  member  of 
tiie  Irish  Academy  of  Arta.  Wrote  several 
wry  tiopnlar  ballada  of  Iiiah  peasant  life,  which 
bo  fu*i  to  miisie  of  his  own  oompoeition.  W<»nt 
t4>  Londou,  where  be  waa  very  popular.  Hloe- 
trat4id  bis  prose  works  with  nia  own  etchinga* 
*^*Siin\r»  and  Bailadji*'  appeared  in  1839,  aad 
•*  Handy  Andy,*'  an  Irisfc  novel,  in  1842. 

ItO'WJi,  Bobort,  Vlsoount  Bherbrooka, 
ftiiifi-vmnii,  h.  Noitiu^U&nuihir«,  Engliind,  1><H  : 
il   ^       '  *     Educated  at  Winehestar  ana 

E  e,OKford.   Went  to  Anatralia 

•'  held  leeialativa  pedtinna ;  r»- 
( 111  iitfii  to  Luiuion  in  1HM<  PtaMUiMit  fijnire  ta 
Kji;;llfili  iiotitieii  i  was  Cbaneillar  i«f  tha  £U* 
eb«rf|u«r,  1^(;h-187:i.  and  Home  Soerotarv,  i»7^ 
IH74.  "  Poems  of  Life  *'  appsamd  in  Uiodoo, 
1H.VS. 

LTALIi.  Sir  Alftad  Oomyna.  K.  C.  B.,  b, 
Coulstoti,  Snrrry,  XKVt,  hldtiruttHl  al  Eton  ;  and 
entered  the  Indian  ctril  wHirrioe*  in  ^vhioh  he 
has  held  oiUceB  of  tiii;b  itistinction.  Has  pnb- 
iished  a  lMK»k  of  nlitnons  and  SMei«l  Ntudi«Bii  re* 
latins  t(»  Ajum  ;  a  liinicntphv  of  Warrvci  llaAtinea, 
and  a  volume  of  p<N*n]s,  **\'i«rm«  Written  in  It*' 

LYTB,  Hcnrv  Francis,  elefvrvntan,  b.  Bd- 


K.  I> 


..il.«i 


ii    1: 


,}    \i. 


n»d 


nam. 

Edttri 

the  m 

ChaneiKi  jyiiii-nut*  m»\ 

eana     BMiMtnal  enr. 

DwomKni.    Poblislo 

rioua,*'  383a,  i»nd  '\Spint  o(  tlm  P«^»»m, 

An  e^ectio  volume  of  his  poema  was  broitglit 

0Qt  in  1!«5H. 

LYTTON,      Edward,      I^ord      t^Sdward 

Gfc  rira  EnrJf;?  Lytton  Bulwer  Lyttoni,  novel* 
'>  l^mdon, 

I  ry  tmremr 

i  MWi-r."     The 

r  Mr   Walter 

r,.,VrM.t*.        Of 


i,''  1K»,  will  ^ 
In  ' 


yean. 


^.«^iia)i 
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»  more  intellectual  tiiiffO,  fwi  U  s^ti  ,)n  '"  The 
CititoiiH/^  1^50,  4ibd  "*  M>'  Nov>4/*  la'Kt.  Ltkfe 
Dkm^li,  be  Trale  to  Ub  dying  dur,  niicl  foiiiid 
a  world  pf  readem^  *'  Keiieliii  C'hiliiii|:ly  "  ttad 
**  Tiie  ParbtatLit,'*  butli  tK7^,  rir^itu;;  Bf^itCflna- 
lield'A  "  Loihdir  ''  atid  *'  Eudymitjii,'*  Hn  was 
frrndiiAted  at  Camljndg«.  l^^^Jfi ;  wnfl  in  Parllar 
tujent  1831"*!,  lif^-idK  i*ud  mi  »nitiiti<iiiii  orator ; 
TtfMA  Lc»rd  Ki^ctar  i>f  Ulaaj^jw  Ujiht^Tnity,  I^T><j» 
m»d  G^loiiuii  Si*o^^?t^irJ^  iiiider  L^ird  ik^rby,  IN'jiS, 
Rai»ed  to  tlio  peem^e,  li^.y*.  Hb  eikif^rnea*  fur 
fomet  ftnd  lib  rifr^'idle  jjifu  and  iiidiMtiy,  wero 
alw4y»  in  evideoc^,  A^  a  dx^iutifitkt  mtd  pJj^y- 
wri|^t  be  fli]t4^iwd^  wtdJ^  —  *'Tlie  Liidy  of 
Lfoits/  l»y»^,and  ;' Riehwiieii/*  IH;^  still  hold- 
ing: tibe  stsifct!'.  Sifit'H^  industry  and  aiub^tioit 
i»nnot  makfi  a  pobt^  Btilwor^i  int^iiEii^  lon^ug: 
to  obtain  a  Ijrrio  erown  waw  of  no  avaH.  Hia 
**New  Timont**  a  itatire,  1?!(46,  b™u^ht  him 
causfi  for  i>ji|invl.  Ilia  eiiic,  *'  Kiu^  Artbuf/* 
lM4a,  and  *'  The  Lost  Tal««  of  Miitttiifi."  lH4jl*i. 
showed  few  tmca^  of  th«  dJvinfj  tire»  Hla  dror 
ttiatio  Terse,  aft^r  all,  wcui  hi«  beat  nit^trical 
wx^rk ;  but  in  addition  to  the  ejctract  from 
**  EUflbeliea,^^  atid  th*j  aoiift  giTen  in  tkii  Atttbo 
kcfv  it  is  but  jiiat  to  reprint  the  folio wioj^ 
I  wbich  bnv^  pansioti  and  lyrical  qimtiiy. 


k 


ABSENT  YET  PRESENT 
Aa  tlsft  filght  of  ft  liiftir 

Hint  Hj^WA  to  th«  Mtt, 

Mr  iK^ul  niBiliif*  ever 
In  tumult  tu  tbofl. 

4  turofold  enlitfeticfl 
I  Atii  whf^ri;  thou  art  j 

Hv  be&rt  in  Uie  dkt&Dcw 
Buu  date  Co  tl^  taeut. 

Look  u}}i  i  am  near  ihs^ 

I  fue  on  thy  tan  ; 
I  «««  thfi«^,  I  Ihsat  thee, 

I  |(h1  tbIiMi  embnoe. 

As  »  n}Ap»<»t*»  control  on 
Thr  «t««l  It  dravre  to  it, 

!■  thd  charai  of  thy  »«a  oa 
Thfe  thmtghtA  thAi  punua  it. 

And  iImuioi!  Imt  biri|rbtem 
Th«  oyu  thnt  I  tnUii, 

And  ijutiUitD  but  liP^ahten* 
Jht  tpell  ol  thy  lit». 

It  E«  Qot  from  Jtttyf 

Thouifh  th^  Dwy  be  owed»  - 
It }»  not  fi^m  beanty, 

Thouifli  tbat  l«  bestowed  i 

Bnt  iill  that  f  e*™  ter, 
And  All  that  I  know, 

la  thivt,  rtithont  Hherefctre, 
1  woTvUip  thoe  Bi». 

ThTwiKh  fn>vilt#  It  breaketh 

A  tree  tfl  th*  my, 
Ai  k  liniaroeT  fcrraiilEeth 

TiK  plcl  fxf  the  day. 


Hy  Mul  in 


ltnfef«r 


O  dream  to  tb*  grUrwwr^ 
OlifiittotlietXM  ! 


AtvoTold 

I  lua  «hcr«  ttvoB  art : 
Birk,  bttr  la  tba  itlk^iiaa 

Tbe  beaS.  of  n  j  bear!  ! 

liTTTON,  lUirl  af  (Kdw&nl  SotMft  M 

irer'Iiytto&)t  dipUxiiatiMtn*  b.  Londna*  li^«i 
Viithi^  IKH,  Son  of  Edvard,  Livrd  l.^ftl«s 
Educattnl  at  Harmw  and  Bomi.  Becan  lia^ 
loniatic  emrevr  as  «ttadi4  a£  WaabiuctMi,  IK  ( 
and  was  anbMqusat^  oonniectttd  villi  tk*  ttaui 
l^KMtiona  in  most  of  tlla  ItiitMartavt  Baiy 
capitals.  Appfiiated  Vicferoy  to  Ijidii  m  u^ 
and  udTancf'd  in  tb«  p^^ra^e  as  Eart  *d  l^pm 
Olid  Vifloouut  Ku«bwortii,  Ijssu,  bdittkt.Mr 
tzuitlst,  laae^^tFikte,  conrtieir,  find  mail  af  MM 
be  tonebcNl  life  at  ujany  poijitau_  *"  Cl^ 
tbe  EarFs  Hetum,  a^d  Other 
in  IHail  nndoT  tb«  psettdiutiyiii  di  '"^Owa 
diih,''  folb^ed  hi**Ti»Wmmdm&,  A  ' 
tion  of  Fo«ioa  in  Maay  Laitda,'*  )^3ft;  *' 
1  Poem/'  laiO:  "  F*Ui5«  bi  ^bar**^  «*^4t 
"5p«ecbefl  of  Edwftfd,  Lonl  Ljit^in.  wTlfc  • 
Mfstuoir/^  1874;  mmI  "  Qleiui^eFLl.  or  i%«3kli' 
inorphoHfls,"  18S«$>  AmoDe  liia  Uc4*r  wM^ 
wor&ii,  "'"Un' al»  or  the  Fonrl  of  Tfem  1^ 
n^llec^a  the  Pf>tr«b  iTiTati<!al  fie)N>dL  **&| 
Foppy,"  l**t2,  is  a  brilliAat 

MoOH  AS,  O©or»©  Oonioa^ 

TiCfiH,  b.  Scotland.^  lioLb  au  ap|^4iitaM«llidii 
oirll  lenfioe  m  Vict^^ria.  Contntfafvi  Ip  lift 
AuBtnlian  periodioUa  bnt  Iul^  nsxer  polAM 
bis  colbettjd  pocniM,  Hus  emlMxlied  WM>T^ 
tlie  lei^nd^  ol  tbe  alKirifriii*es  in  veraa,  ot  «M 
**  MiinilKk,  the  Britcht^j'tHi  ''  and  **  TW  Si«! 
of  Ilal]i&(tt>adro,^^  botib  publlahed  ia  19Sl^  tm 
the  bti:«it  known. 

McOBI!,  Thoniaa  D'Arcy,  ioufti*riii.  i 
CarliiiBford,  Irelrttid.  1?^^'  ;  killt^d  *it  ()it*Ti. 
C^inada^  l*ltkH,  EmJi^mted  to  AtiK^rii.^.  l^ 
and  became  oditnr  of  the  Bo«toa  "  Pilot.'*  Er 
tuintid  to  Ireland  in  1H45  to  edit  tbe^'Ki^ 
inau'H  Journal/'^  bat  soon  be«aizie  ^ammtmi 
with  *'  The  Nation.*'  thiritiK  thm  TW*a  b  l**v 
be  was  obliged  to  flee  to  Anieriean,  and  b*f»i^ 
nine  years  pnbJwbed  '"  The  New  Tofk  Ki 
In  Ifv-^T  in^tved  to  Montreal,  a^iWl 
the  Canjuliiui  PiiiUament,  Wliili  _  .  ^ 
from  a  nii:rht  session,  he  was  flfmiiriimtl*^  W 
bts  opposition  to  the  Fenians. 

MAGAITLAY,  Tbomaa  Bablti|ttOD«  Ii^ 
hbtoriMn.  b,  in  Ilothltfy  TempV,  Leic»«tif4^ 
imy-,  d.  KenJlin|^'ton,  lK5t\  iHsriUrtfd  w»»k 
able  pr^^oeityi,  n^adiui?  i  ueesajuitly  truru  tlMi^^ 
of  thr**e,  and' po«aeaaed  unique  pow^ni  ol  »•* 
ory  thrfmghoat  Hfe.  Ha  was  ^itetiortis  aaJ 'if 
voted  to  bi«t  Kistera,  and  dit^d  tiiuiialTi«4*  ^^ 
noted  in  Farlinnient^  and  npent  thtw«  f^atjmmd 
a  half  in  India  03  a  member  of  the  sapif"" 
oooncil.  **  Tlie  History  of  EngUutd  "  *«  i* 
frTvateKt  literary  achieve ment,  utlio<aK^  h*  ^^ 
the  atttbor  of  mHr\y  bHlLiant  «aiyiya^  ^mkS^ 
mostly  in  the  '*  Edinbnrgh  Rerriew,**  aoJ  tM 
ootlected  into  Tohiraos.  His  poetrr  (wwaia  m 
the  *^Laj9  of  Auciettt  Rome**  uai  ottm  bv 
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ladA*  He  iM'onnifr  a  poer  in  1H57,  He  wa»  buried 
in  WesUiaiuiter  Abltey,  9  Jjin.«  IHtifX  His  ^rtLwo 
li  In  Um  I'tMrtA^  Cunivr,  lU  ihi}  fvol  of  Ad<l»(Uii^« 

MacCABTHY,  DenlA  Floreno#,  b.  Dub- 
lin, r  t;  .  *l  IvS'i,  Eaucfttud  AtTriuItv  Cull,  VM  ; 
f-  1^'  Bar,  lull  ittivaittil  it:  itv 

T  %     CtJiiiributtMl   tc»  ■  ;/* 

1  —  M  -4  l*fwtty  in  th«*  IrUh  i  ■    I  Hi* 

iri*f«itT.  i'mtiaiiitt'd  KOYeriil  of  Cftlderou's 
imtntwiuto  Kii^lUh  rei-se,  A  C(jll«ciiv«  edition 
.  Iim  o«Q  puL'Uu  upltoitlvd  tu  lHb>l. 

MAODONA1.D,  FrederikA  RiohArdaon. 
Au'Jior  of  ''N»thame1  Van^^hau,  IVit»t  and 
Man/^  1H74 ;  **  Puck  nnd  Pwirl ;  WaodariiigB 
frf  two  Ettg-Iiib  Childrfiii  in  India, '^  IHHti. 

MACDONAXJy,  Oecnce,  noT«lbt.  b.  Hunt- 
lev.  AHt*HtN«n»htnr«  1H24.  TcM>k  his  de|n«« 
fr^  -  College,   AberdMn*    btttdiod  for 

tl  . ,  and  wa*  Hmt  paiftxir  of  mi  Inde- 

5<  uix'b  at  AniudeU  fur  «  Mluirt  tin]«« 

oiiK'd  Ui«  Clnirt-h  uf  Kn^djind  and  et^ttlvd  in 
I^dindtm.      dfvotine      hiiii^wlf     to      Utoraturu. 
*'  */    ■'  ■        1^  ^*  itluint/*  a  dramatic  ptH?m«  wiw 
'  ;  ''A    Iliddfu   Life/*  »Hr>7 ; 
;  ka  and  Otier  Poem*,**  itiCl. 
Auiliur  of  luauy  aoyebi.     (D.  Loudon^  lOOAJ 

MACKAIL.    John    Williain,    author    of 

Wwev'  l»*l ;  ««1 
Pnii»,'MH«5.     A* 

Mid  Mr*  J.  B.  B*  NiL'haU  in  the  pnMiuetion  uT 
**  Lovtt  in  IdlfntMB,'*  LSKi,  and  '"  iL.ove*i»  Look- 
il^MrlaiM,'*  IKd, 

MACKAY,    Ohar1@»,   J4fiim«iti<ft    And   fton|^ 

\» !  ."       '     !*■"''■■:      "    ■  T         '  '  I    *!rst 

of 


tl.  I 
of  the  World, 
rovr  Arjfiia/* 
New*/'  uw\  f 
JLecttired  ifi  ^ 
UUg  theCirii  1 
fnfthe  "  Time^. 


Atitui'v^<iiili»ttdiu>riit  tiitf  'LiUm- 
and    "  Tlie    Ilhutnttttd    LiTndon 

.....1 »  .1.    '    I     :-ilonR*Tiew.*' 

r  xV^^aoddnr- 
>  <L»rrc«poudaiit 


MACKAY,  Brto,  b.  Lcmdmi.  1851.  Snn  of 
file  laU*  iJr.  Charlw  Mjickoy,  Educttt*»d  in 
t^datidt  and  aft^^rwardii  pa«#*cm1  a  iiuniln'r  of 


"r:.ri," 


ail" 


[..M^      i 


i.Ll.M^u-d    "'LrtV*<    L«itl**r>i 
cl  by  **01imIv»i  the 
uii<<*/*  Hi»     Kepi» 
wgrk«  appeared  in 


ism. 


MACi^UD,  Fiona,  -  S«c  H  ,7.' 

MAOUrN,  Wimam.  b.  Cork.  1 
lon-oi»>Tham«i»,  IMX    Attondcd    iM.niy  *  .u- 
las*!  Dnblin,  when  but  t«n  yt'4un  uf  ac«,  and 
W9om^nd  the  diwrue  of   Uh,  Ih  at  the  /^ee  of 

*'  Blaek- 


tweot j-tKm.     \v  iM  0cinn<Krt«*d   with      

ipood^e  "  and  *'  Kran^r^n/*    f  I  is  imrirnlar  habitji 
•tood  in  the  way  of  a  eucoisia  umpurtior.  i*-   t- 
liM  r^nioii,     Aatbor  of  a  aenee  uf  17 
Ballad.. 

MAHONY,  Frtnol*  BTlremimt  C*Fal^0r   i 


Front  **),  pncat  and  bumarist,  b*  Cork,  1806; 
d.  Pari*,  INMi.  Wiw  urd]«inttd  tta  A  ptioAt,  bnt 
in  lH.t7  ado]ite<l  the  pntf^^jnt  of  lituraturv. 
Ci^ntributed  to  '*  Frw*v'r*»  "  itn<l  iilh«»r  fxjnudt- 
cals,  and  uollectcd  hi*  mut^mun'  urticlo*  in  a  vol* 
unie  entitled  *'  The  UeliqueM  uf  Futher  ProttU*' 
A  brilliant  author^  witiy  \imi  luirciuitic. 

MAIH,  ObarlAB,  b,  1H4a  PrtivitM)i*  of  Ontario. 


Educated    at    Qne«*tr 
HU  l<^tt«rs  to  Canadia  • 


J. 


'■  '■   *  :tnn. 

Mtiui- 

au  ;i4.Li'bu  |iart 

b*d  by  Loids 

■"  n  time,  bttt 

'  V   work. 

ikaned  in 


d     Aolclj 
**  J>r.  i.l  other  Pr^ 

iWkH,  und  "iecuiuaeli^"  a  dmnuK  m  tiv^i* 

MANOAH.  Jikm—  G)mroiio«,  b.  Dublin. 
l^^Ci;  d.  1.^4U.  Kecetved  a  eommoii  eoliaol 
education,  and  at  tbu  iJC«  of  flfteen  entered » 
solicitor  a  onic*-.  ll«re  he  r^'ouiiiud  for  iK-veittl 
y«ivni,  the  ardv  sapp*irt  of    '  k\nig 

fiartv  nnd  lat*».     In  l>Ctt»,  b*  ^  ru* 

T-     "^'    *'■  -^    ■    '-'.    ■     '     1'  ,,nH 

«    .      ■     ■  ,  ,  .     .       ■  iri 

fur  "  TIhj  Nuh^aj."     Uixsiitutiiiii  *  ud.  hltd  bw 
constitution,  and  be  Aiicoumb«d  to  an  atttick  tif 
cholisra. 
M  AfiBTON,  John  ^Weattan<i  t .  k 


Boston,  Lirn"« 
law,  bnt  r>  ' 


Jrisliir- .   isj 


d. 


pUy, ; 
wneut 


Th. 


he  Was  twt'iH  >  ' 
app^tred  in  I 
eereral  other  drajuwi. 


bed 

attn*.    lliiilinit 
,'*  WMN  written 


oUeetiona  of  nur  k«(X'ul  ArUa^/'  Fur  many 
ymtt%  li*d  tlie  life  of  a  Ix»nd<in  iMlit4>r,  r^m tribu* 
tor.  Olid  man  of  lettvn^ 


MAHSTON.  FhlUp  Bourk«. 
IKA):  d.  Ltindon,  1?*^T  Onl^  ^.n 
land  Mantou,  and  p*" 
lock  rMi»,  Cmik),    It 


br  I<<r>ndon, 
J  l>r   \V«t- 

^'  tria  Mu- 
•tdrcAMrd 

viitlnilaiid* 


ber  Boeni  '* Philip,  Mr  i\vi^. 
Inif  dIi  blljiduvflB%  oaoaed  by  an  injnry  %a  hla 
vvrH  wh<rn  he  waa  a  young  child.  \w  b»pu>  to 
-^vn  frtini  bjA  <farly  youth.  The  Iooa 
itb  of  biM  iMftrotbi-d  iMiwi  NcebltL 
ii>^  ii,vM  F<i«teni»  hie  Imithi^r  -  in  -  Uw,  Artliur 
O'Sbani^hnfWsj,  atid  hii«  frimd.  (Hivrr  Madov 
Brown,  all  orriirrtrd  witMn  tbr  npiKv  of  a  few 


of 


Ko 


nina^  and  Mid 

M  "worthy  of 

I  %  rteol    mnoda/' 

nm  *'  wn<i  iwrnM  tti 

All  in  All  "in  1H7*\ 

'      '■'     -        fall 


Ubp 

VOt^   I 

lWr>. 

MABTnr,  AHbur  Palolistt,  jnumAfi-l,  K 
^laiui.  1«^M.  ttiid  taken 
vx,    EdiMAlod  «t  MalbMrti* 
.,,..    u  .  1  anappotntBMal  b  Um  etvil 
lor  a  tune.    Wm  one  of  tt»e  lottwUwa  ni  Um 
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And  i\M  editor  for  six 
.  8weel  Qirl  Grado&te '' 
Mslette,"  18781  **  Fem- 
moB  and  Tersti,  pnbliahed 
d  repubLlMlied  tu  Loniion, 
lere^  Jester,  und  Qtlitjr 

iirtot,  b.  Ncirwich,  1802; 
:«  of  free  thought  ana 
luminoiift  writer  on  pqlitd^ 
Bkud  biography.  Con- 
hly  Kepuei&ory  '   and  the 


,  Trill' 


HtTtfordsbiro, 


'*  Melbourne  Reviow, 
r«ara.  Author  of  '' 
and   "An  Etutier  C 

in  Australia  in  lid^ 
IHHTm  and  "The 
VeM^,"  1895, 

d.  1S76.  An  adv< 
acriiial  refumiT  and  ^ 
cat  eccmoiiiy,  liiac<] 
tribiitcd  to  the  '"  Mi 
**  Daily  Newa/'^ 

MAkziAXS,   Fr 
1840,     At  fui  early 
ofEce,   whi>rQ  he 
vaviona  biographies 
ries  of  "  Gf  ejit  Wri 
Articles  on  art  and 
ing  iieH^j*l»enl».     H 
eluded  in  *'  Deiith'i 

MABZIAJ^S,    Th 

musician  anil  €4Liin|K 
descent.  "  Th«  Paan 
toml  pciein,  was  first 
It  wm  included  in 
Otlier  Poems, '^  i?n 
poaed  many  ariiistie  ^.m-* 
MASSEY,  aer&Jd,  b 
1H2H.  Btffi^an  tn  work  in  a  silk  factory  when 
a  tnprti  bid.  Edited  *'  The  Spirit  of  Fiwdom  " 
at  the  afce  of  twenty-onf^^  and  in  the  following 
year  became  one  of  tb^;  stfcruturii^s  of  thii» 
*  Christian  ^ocialLsts.^^  Brooj^^bt  out  hi>a  first 
ijraltime  of  poenis  in  IHTjO,  llasi  lectured  txwn 
p9ychob>gical  nnhjecta,  and  of  late  years  has 
Wii^n  en^aq'ed  in  foiTriin^  sricietiea  to  prmnivta 
BpiritiuilUm  aiul  ^^ucialistn*  ""■  My  Lyncnl  Life**^ 
publi^bfHl  in  ihlH.K  Q*jnUuna  seleetiuudf  fruLU  his 
four  previously  publii^btjd  works, 

M  EH  EDITH.  OeorRa,  novelist,  b.  Hamp- 
Uihire,  11.'  F^h*^  IS'If?,  Studied  in  Gernifiuy  and 
was  prepared  for  the  law,  but  UMk  u^  fitera- 
tiire  instead.  He  pnbllBhed  '*  Poeras  ^'  in  iHfil  ; 
"  TbuiHliftvine  of  Shairpat,"  IS.'jtj  *  "  The  Ordeal 
of  Richard  Feverel*''^  IM.'lfl ;  *"  Evan  HarriiiK- 
t.<ai/^  l^'^Vi  **  Modern  Love/'  aYolnme  of  ptif^niK, 
1 M > J  ;  ' '  Eniil in  in  En^liud , "  l^U  ;  ' "  lib otl a 
Fleniinj-,"  mVy ;  *'  Vittiiria,''  lK<i7  ;  *'  The  Ad- 
Tentnres  of  Harry  Richmond,"  IH71  ;  *Beaii- 
cbamp's  Career,"  lWT(i ;  '*  The  Egoist,"  1879  | 
"Tb<?  Tragic  Comediani^,^'*  ISHl  ;  "  Poptiih  and 
Lyrics  of  the  Jny  of  Eiirtb,"  188.1 ;  **  Diana  of 
the  Crc^swnvM,"  1883  ;  **  Ballad h  and  Poeins  of 
a  Tragic  Life,"  iK87  ;  ''A  Readintr  of  Ejirth/' 
1H8W  ;  "  Lord  Orraont  and  his  Aniinta,''  1894, 

"MEREDITH,  Owen." -^^ae  Eobert,  Earl 
of  Lyttryn. 

MERIVAXiE,  Herman  Charles,  (Immi^itist 
und  niK'i'lbt,  b*  Ijondon,  IK^i.  Kdncatcd  at 
HajTGW  and  Ojrfortl,  Culled  to  the  Bar  in  lHi>4, 
at  the  Inner  Temple,  Edited  "  Aninml  Re^^- 
ter  *'  for  ten  years.  Author  of  several  snccess^ 
fid  plays.    **  Tbe  WMt«    Pilgrim  and  Otber 


Poenui''  wm  pnldished  in  1883;  *'Flati«t  mi 

Other  Poenis/'  1884. 

don.  Educated  istt  home,  luid  spent  minell  ^ 
her  cMIdbocid  in  ItJily,  Its  1875  l»n?i]^ht«ai 
volume  of  poema,  "Pwludtse,*'  wkieli  w«iifi» 
trated  by  h«r  raster,  Ladj  Butler.  M.trrw^ 
Mr.  Willrad  MeyneU,  «^t<ii-  of  "  M«f!^  &c 
bind,"  in  1^77.  Siuc«  tken  has  writtem  chidri 
profl^,  and  published  a  book  of  e^ji.  **  T!^ 
Khythm  of  Life,^^  in  1893;  '*Tlie  €4U»  . 
" "  ''  IHIiti;  "The  Children,"  m^i  **T 
ir  of  the  Mind,  an  Authdlqgj,/'^  i^. 

LLEB,  Tttomu,  narelist.  b,  Gfttsibir 
1807;  d,  Loudon,  1874.  Wldle  i^«pJotJ 
uket-Tnaker^  publiaUfKi  hi  a  ^rst  \n*A  >•' 
**  8ones  of  the  Sea  Njfinplia/*  1n;^\\  "\ 
n  the  Woods*'  (^ers4^»  Appeuartd  iu  I^ 
lhut4»d  lo  the  annu&ls  &jDd  the  ''  Lwid 
ai;''  and  wrote  a  uumbcr  of  booki  ^ 

md,   181(1;  d,    1.H72,     Followed  tht  tai 

od-ttinief  at   Glusgow,     Coiiiribut«U  u 

i*tlo  Binkie,  *  and  p^bEshi&d  *  Scoo* 

ry  Soni^  and  CH:ht^r  Poems.*'  T-"^.   TS* 

CtiarFn  of  bis  pH>enig  of  ohrldr*'ii  nvadf  tbrrti  ^ 

popular  that    he  lias    bie«u    c&Ue^l    by  EoW^ 

Bnelianan  tiio  '^  Laureat4.i  of  th«  Niuseiy,'' 

UTTTiMATJ,  Henry  Blart,  divine,  h,  Loa^ 
1791 ;  d.  .Sunnitij^hill,  ISijs,  Educated  *i  O 
fordj  nniained  in  IHH*,  and  becAnie  a  fun**  * 
Refidiutc.  Pn>f*!Ssor  of  Poetry  at  Oifc^  t* 
ten  years;  rector  of  i!^t.  Margaret's,  Wemw' 
fittr,  18^15,  and  dean  of  St.  Panl*s,  184[*.  Aid« 
of  Heveral  poeticfU  and  historii^  vorfct  i* 
nieat  important  of  the  latter  beiiij^  *'  Thf  &" 
tory  of  Latin  Chmtiaiiity,"  IKW-^,"^!, 

MILNE3,  Blchsrd  Moncktoii.  Ai  * 
bnan T  of  this  name  thy  author  cjf  "  The  Bn* 
bide,''  before  hi*  elevation  to  the  pp«a^ 
acJiit'ved  his  reputation  aa  a  writ*fr  of  ^^ 
and  proiie,  and  perfomiied  moat  of  hii  ^t^*-'' 
work,     bee  Li/td  Iloughion, 

MITPORD,  John,  ekreynmn  and  cdita  ^ 
17S1;  d.  WAK  In  I  HI  4  edited  Gr»y  &  viA 
and  in  18r>L  those  of  Miltj^ti.  Also  e^ted  P^ 
TK^ll's  works  for  the  ^*  Aldine  Poet*.**  ^  cUt 
tton  of  his  own  vers*^,  entitled  *"  Miacelbi»(y 
Poems,**  appeared  in  IH58. 

MOIB,  David  llaobetb,  fjhjmeian,  b.  X» 

flelhurt;b,  Mi^;  d,  l>um  fries,  1S51.  (^f«^' 
a  siur^ecm's  diploma  fn>m  UniTersitr  ©f  £^ 
burEh,  IHlH,  C'Onti-ibut*^!  to  *'  BUckwi*^*  * 
published  *''  Legends  of  GieneTieve,  with  ^J^ 
Tales  and  Poems,"  1S24.  Author  (if  iP^ 
prose  works.  After  his  death  a  ctilleCQ*  "^ 
his  t^uems  was  publiahed.  edited  by  1^^ 
Aird. 

JkLONKHOUSE,  Cosmo,  art  oitk,  K  ^  j 
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4an,lM0,  ErlucaiedatSt.Paid'aSchcK>L  At 
the  94^  of  «eT«iil6eD  he  aecurijid  a  poBitioa  in 
(be  BoArdtif  Trader,  wher^  h«  stiil  reiuaJiiSi  &iid 
k  iHiw  lisvktJiiit  »«crtitaT7  for  flitaiiue.  Iti  lHii5 
pabli^hf^  "  A  Dream  of  idlenefiti  and  other 
Poema,*'  and  twenty^Hve  yeara  Ijkter,  **Coni 
aod  Popple.il,"  th«  voluTiie  containjng  hiH  best 
i^rical  vurk.  HtiM  writteti  die  lifts  of  Turner 
m  the  ""  Gtt^t  Artbt^'^  ^nm,  And  the  life  of 
Ejtajfh  Hunt  in  this  **  Great  VVhtera*^  aeries.  Is 
wiell  known  an  an  auth<mtative  writer  i>ii  ut 
iJidletteni.  ,  (D,  1901.) 

MOBi  SEUj,  Jolm  Samuel  Bewle^,  detigy- 
tMkmHj  b.  Su  Columb^Sf  Lotidondt^irv.  Lrelimd, 
mil ;  d,  Ouildford,  i^airey,  1^75,  Waa  grodu- 
itod  fromTrimc  J  Colb>ic«.  Dublia,  im*.  Heo- 
toir  of  Ramqan,  ebanoellur  of  Coiimir,  and 
peetor  af  l?t,  S''jcbola8\  Gnildfordf  i^utrey* 
pla  t^jeuift  ore  nearly  all  of  a  religiom  Dature, 
MMmw  of  tbeiu  appeared  In  ^^  Hymns  of  Lore 
1^  Pnlse  fox-  the  Church' a  Year/'  imt3, 

MONTOOMBHY,  EJcanor  Mi»»b«Oi,  b, 
Kew  Zealand,  and  Jlven  there  on  a  cattle  nmuh. 
buployt  tlio  psiiudoTr^m  of  **  The  Singing: 
SlM]>b«Td/*  Author  of  **  Soiie^  of  the  Miiigine 
Shepbefd,*'  Uanwi  in  Wanranui,  New  Zealand, 


Shmbetd,*' 

isssT 


lEOlTTQOMllHr,  Jwnei,  jonrnaliat,  b, 
iL^rrahlre,  ScMfliiJid,  1771;  d,  lX>i.  8i>«nt  tnr«t 
of  hi!*  life  in  Sin  t!i*>ld,  where  he  pditt'd  a  liberal 
BevHpaper.  In  addition  to  devotional  poetnii  \m 
VTOto  Fhe  Wanderer  in  Switwrlaud ;  "  *'  The 
West  ladtBA/'  a  po«tn  aj^ainst  the  oLaTe  tmde  ; 
»Tli«  World  befom  ihe  Flood;"  **Greqn- 
'       '« *  "  and   *  The  Pelican  Island/' 


3EOODIE.  SuAanna  StMoMai^d,  b.  Roj- 
3on  ilaU,  Suffolk,  Enjflnnd,  IHOJJ  ■  d.  Toronto, 
Da&^a.  1HN5.  8bt<?r  of  Apk^  StrickJand. 
Married  John  Weddti^t-bam  Dunbar  Huvdie. 
■x-naval  olH^^r,  and  traveUer  and  antlior  of 
CBfT«ra3  btMjkA  on  Htillatid,  Srjuth  Afrit'^H,  and 
•ettlen^  lif^'  in  Canada,  ^hty  earns  to  Canada 
mith  Mr,  MfM<  H^,  and  rf»s!dt-d  for  many  yeort 
bi  Toronto.  Atithor  of  '*  Ent  hojuaani  ojid  Other 
pQema,*'  IMS*;  *Mtoug'hinf  it  tn  th«  Bufih,  or 
Life  in  Canada^"  1852  ;  *'  Lifi*  in  the  ClearinKn 
the  Bnah/*  18K).    Ako  wrote  MTeral 


MOBHIS,  Sir  Ti«wta,  b.  b  Caermarthen, 
1 83a,  Ed  n  cat  ed  n t  Sh  <•  t  borne  Skhool  and  Jmns 
t^^Hejijre,  Oxford,  where  he  wm  awarded!  ihis 
Chiuic*Ur»r'i*  iiriuj  in  iwyj,  and  the  EoijHsb  Eaaay 
priie  in  IHT^.  Called  to  the  Bar  in  IKiJl,  and 
ptmctued  for  many  years.  In  I8HI  he  stood  in 
UM  Liberal  LotepfSt  for  the  Gaemiartheu  Bor- 
0Oirh<i  but  retired  l>efore  ol0ction,  Conl#flt«d 
the  Pembroke  BoruHKhn  in  IS^,  but  waa  d^ 
l«^ed.  Id  an  f lonorary  Fellow  of  Jeaoa  Cot- 
%et^t  »  Knight  of  the  Order  of  the  S^Tiour 
{Of«eee^,  and  a  Juidtce  of  thi'  Ttityen  for  bin 
DAtJve  ctmniy*  In  IHHO  bia  ooll€$cted  poetical 
**  Worka  ^'  ap{>e^r«d  in  one  Tolotne.  Thin  in- 
tAwied  the  three  seriefi  of  '*SanK«  of  Two 
W«r1dft,''  "  Epic  of  Hadea,^'  "  Gwen,'^  "  Ode 
wt    IMm^'  *'boiitfs   Unauttv/'    ''Gyda,'*    and 


**SQnea  of  Britain/*  **A  Viaion  of  Sainta** 
aloo  appeared  in  1JJ9D.  H&  waa  km^bted  by 
the  Queen  tn  lMk5, 

MORKIB,  WilHani,  decorative  artist,  b. 
WaJthaiTuttowH,  IKU,  Educated  at  Mur I  burouifh 
and  Kxeter  College,  Oxford,  and  studied  arcni^ 
tectnre  under  GeoTve  Edninnd  Str@«t^  Entnb- 
liahed  "  The  Oifordand  Catii bridge  Mazarine/- 
^iode  a  apci^ial  study  of  artist ie  di^i^  and 
foni^&d  the  Enti  of  Morris,  Marshall,  Fanlkner 
dt  Co.,  which  is  now  conducted  nnder  htA  name 
alone,  and  which  prodncea  tnatermla  uaed  in  fine 
art  decoration.  More  recently  hoa  ci$tabli$hed 
the  Kelmscott  Frm&^  from  which  eoatlyre^rintSi 
in  the  hii^hest  style  of  Cax ton's  art,  are  laaned* 
Among  hia  niany  publication*  are  "The  I>e- 
fenc^  of  Gucnevere  and  Other  Poema,^'  1858 ; 
"llie  Life  and  IWth  of  Jason/'  li*(>7;  **The 
Earthly  Paradise,''  l^iH-70;  **  Love  is  cnon^/* 
1873 ;  ^*  A  Tale  of  the  House  of  the  Wolfinga," 
18B9,  In  collaboration  with  Eirfkr  MogfuiJiaaon 
he  haa  begun  a  traiLMlatkin  of  the  Icttlaikdio 
^^ogaa,  the  tir^t  volume  of  which  was  published 
In  iHin.  Of  lute  yeori  he  hofi  been  an  ardent 
advocate  of  social  reform,  often  lectnrini^  to  the 
working  claasea.  In  ^joetry  Chancer  was  hia 
master,  but  ha  h  tinrtvalled  in  the  stren^b, 
leartiingr*  and  felicity  with  which  he  ho^  re^ 
jproduced  the  Gtfnnanio  and  Nome  leccnduriea 
in  hifi  affluent  Etii^liah  verse.  In  art,  bepuntni; 
with  I*rtt-Himhapllte  aAiliations,  he  haA  pw^cti- 
cully  applied  the  secrets  of  beauty  thro  ugh  ont 
the  ran^  of  decoTAtiTe  conut  ruction.  Cp.  **  Vio^ 
torian  Foete/'  ck  x.  D.London,  IttUG,    [B.c.a,] 

MtTLHOULAND,  Boa%  norelist,  b.  Bel- 
fast, Has  con t rib u tell  to  the  ""  C^mhill  '*  and 
*'AU  the  Yt>ar  Round/'  and  hiui  written  a 
number  of  novels  and  tales.  Published  a  vol- 
uiue  of  poems  in  18J*ti.     Xaw  Ijidy  Gilbert, 

MUI^OUK^  Uinah  Maria. -  Se«  Ji.  M,  Craik, 

MUEIBV,  Arthur  Joseph,  barrister,  b.  in 
the  Wapk^ntake  of  Bulnier,  Vorkuhire,  1H2S, 
HJa  Loudon  quarters  ore  in  the  Temple,  and 
he  n»oH£  for  a  oottntry  lifu  to  bis  farm  in 
Surrey.  A  truly  pAttoTal  lytiat  and  idyUtat, 
deligliting  in  the  simple  lives  of  the  Enffliah 
peasantry  and  farm  and  houfte  servants,  whieh 
he  realistically  ilepitta.  His  "  l>orothy/'  writ- 
ten in  ele|nft<}  verse,  lutcaine  a  favorite  in  Elne- 
huid  and  America,  It^i^.  He  luid  previouaJj 
published  **  Veine*  New  and  Old/"  im\  Ati- 
thor, also,  of  *'  Vestfffia  Retrtimnm/*  li^iH  ; 
*"  Vnlji^r  Vetoes/''  moatly  diolert  poema  (under 
fhe  psendonym  of  *'Jone»  Brown  ")i  i^^'l| 
"  Sumn/'  1HSJ3,  [e.  c,  a.] 

MUBBAT,  aeorns,  edn<»ton  h,  London^ 
Enkfland.  Was  jprraduated  with  honors  at  Ox- 
ford, Went  to  Montreal  and  wo^i  mode  elaaai- 
cal  master  of  the  Hifrb  SebooL  He  boM  made  a 
number  of  metrical  translationfl  from  the 
French^    Author  of  '*  Venei  and   Veniona,'* 

imii, 

MYBBS,  ISrtkWt,  tdaaielat,  b.  E«swtek, 
1 R44,  Educated  at  CheltevJiona  CoUeffe  and  at 
BalMol  CaU^a,  Oxford.     Waa  a  Fallow  of 
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Woilbiun  Colloge  » 
and  at  BalliwL  Yo 
W.  H.  Myera,    An, 

and  Otber  Pc#mii,'^ 
Prumetbena  zuid  Otis 
Iftbtirabed  with  And 
the  ''  TmnsktioQ  d 

MTBBS,  Freder' 
t»(]pit^>r,  b*   Keawiek, 
erie  Mi'era^  niitlior 
Educattid  At  Chelten!. 
Culleere^  Catnbrid^. 
a  number  of  yearS|  a 
the     "'  Pi^yoliicaJ    H 
Paul  **   appeared   ii 
**The   Ruuewal  erf 
pros4>-writer|  and  ^ 
t  of  the  Liiriui 


olaiai«?i^  kcttirer  ther^ 
j^r  brut  her  of  Frederics 
jr  of   '"The   Poritims/* 

*'  Tii«  Def  ttnce  of  Rome 
m;  "The  JudjfOieiit  of 

Pochm;'  im-j.  He  C5ol- 
w  Lanjj  atid  W.  I^eaf  m 
be   Iliad /^  pabiiebed  kt 

WiIMani  H«tiiT»  iiiTeft- 

t4:i,    tjon  of  Rev.  Fred- 

"Catholin  Thoatrhta." 


b,  EdRbaaton,  IfCi^  I 
uf  **  SoDija  a  lid  Som 
find  "  Tlsif*  Mmltru  A 
1887. 

jmjbWjiCAK,  Jot 
loeian,  b.  London,  1 

Was  graduated  with  uulht.  i..^..^ j  ^^m.- 

leije,  1S20.  Fellow  of  Oriel  CoUeire,  and  aftpr- 
wards  tutor  at  the  same.  Vioe-prmcijial  of  St. 
Alban's  under  Dr.  Wbat^ly  ;  ineumbent  of 
St.  Mary's,  Oxford.  One  of  the  leafier^  of  tJie 
Tractanan  movement.  Lfft  the  C'hnrch  of 
England  and  joined  the  Church  of  Rurae  in 
1845.  Was  created  a  Canliual  Deacon  by  the 
Pone  in  1879.  Published  two  vol  nines  of  ^erae, 
ana  contributed  to  th«i  '*  Lyra  AjiMiHtoliL'A.^' 
An  eminent  master  of  Bn^ltHih  prusy^  ntnd  th?% 
author  of  several  theological  and  hiBtorical 
works. 

NICHOL,  John,  scholar,  h,  Montroae,  laai  j 
d.  18J)4.  Son  of  John  Priniiflo  NichoU  the  as- 
tronomer. Took  his  degrree^  with  honor^  frfim 
Balliol  College,  Oxford,  lrt5'.i.  Ilecatne  Profe^ 
Bor  of  English  Literature  in  Glasgow  iJnif&r^ 
sity ;  received  the  degreo  of  LL.  D.  from  the 
University  of  St.  Andrewa^  \HTA.  Besides  crit- 
ical and  other  works,  hn  publisht^d  '*  iriinnibal : 
an  Historical  Drama,'*  IHTii ;  and  *'  The  Death 
of  Themistocles,  and  Other  Poems,"  IHHI. 

NICHOIiS,  J.  B.  B,  Aflsofliated  with  Rev. 
H.  C.  Beeching:  and  J.  W.  Mackail  iti  the  au- 
thorship of  '*  Love  in  IdleuesH,"  18*13,.  and 
*'Love  8  Looking-glass,,^''  l^^Ul. 

NICOIjIj,  Robert,  h.  Anchler^ven  in 
Perthshire,  1814  ;  d.  IH:^.  Wlule  eii(,'Bi-fd  in 
humble  employments  he  traJnifd  himnelf  for  a 
literary  career.  Became  editor  of  the  *'  Leeds 
Times,"  a  Liberal  weekly,  PuhlLahed  "  Poetus 
and  Lyrics"  in  1835. 

NOEIj,  Hon.  Rodeci  Bsrk&loy  Wrlotbea- 
ley  b.  18;i4  ;  d.  Maints,  18fH.  Son  of  the  Earl 
of  Gainsborough  (second  creation}.  Hi«t  eliUd- 
hood  was  passed  at  Exton  Park,  HutlandahiFe. 


Mtjcb  of  hia  deaoriptire  poett^  was  the  i  _ 
of  bis  visit  to  his  erandi&tliipr  l^ord  IMmV 
beautiful  plaoe  in  It«lajid.  Tmtk  im  dt^fm 
from  Catnbrid^,  and  tmTfrlled  exteicni>^f  a 
Ihe  East.  Autiior  of  "  Be&irice  smd  CkW 
PoeniA,"  iHliH;  -The  Red  Fla*?,"  1.^7it  ''I 
Little  Child's  Momunent,"  IV^l ;  ami  *'J 
Modem  FauAt,*-  ]N^?<*  In  prc«e  i«kii«i«iisi 
critio,  biographer^  and  philu^opber. 

KOHTON,     CaroLius      Uliaabeth    Suit 

(ShcrtdanK  aft^rwArds  X^imIj    Stlrlictt-Mu 

weU.  b.  l^iN ;  d.  1K77,     Uaugbtt-r  of  Thaaa 

dan,  and  graiiddavuditac^  of  Rit^luird  Unm 

leridan.    In  li^^  sbe  nmm*^  Mj*.  Giuifi 

m,  but  the  union  was   nji   nubappj  mk 

wttite  Mvtffal  sncceassful   novels.    Of  btf 

f,  "  The  SorroWB  of  Roc^^lie  "  ^ppeinili 

**The    Undying  Oa«,**   in    IKM;  ^^IV 

of  tho  L=iiatid/'  in  IMS,  and  *'Tbt  Idj 

Garjiye/*  in  IStVi     She  tuarriMl  Hf  ffU 

i>tttrlui&-Matw©ll  tkree  manthii  iwftif*  k 

SH^BY,  mien,    b,    Tipp^rary*  IftTd ;  i 

t8»9*     Contribnted    to    variocs  IM 

and    with     her     bmthiiir   Ink 

kftetive  iti  the  Fenian  tnoTetDdrfff 
16H5  she  neiaile  b^r  luini*  m  B^ 

A  collected  edition  of  her  po^tms  w»|i^ 
lished*  with  H  raeiootr.  lu  1:^1 1>. 

O'SHAUGHNBSS'r,  Arthur  William » 
Bar,  Li.  I,simltjn,  1844  (aa  fiiven  in  his  o»t)  Uw 
d.  London,  iw^l.  C^snnectt+d  with  th^  Enoi 
JIuiHMim,  first  hnlding  a  subordinate  po§iti«B 
the  Library,  and  afters- ards  beiu^  to,iidM 
to  th*i  Departnmnt  of  Natural  liistorr,  M» 
riyd  Eleanor,  the  daUf^hter  of  I  Jr.  ^«thii 
Maraton  jind  sister  of  the  blind  pi*et.  TO 
Bonrke  Mai^ton.  ^'  An  Epic  t»f  Wi>to**ii"  tt 
pi^ariMJ  in  lH7ft  i  "  Laya  of  Franc*  *"  in  IC 
and  "Miiflio  and  Moonligrbt'"  in  1S74.  & 
pfjathumoua  poems,  "Songn  of  a  Wflrts" 
were  pnblLnhed  in  1H.^1_  A  selectkio  f no  b 
poumu,  wdited  by  his  friend,  Mrs.  Moall^  f 
poared  in  18!M. 

PALGHAVB,  Francaia  Tiirnor,  crit*  k 
lf^I4.  Son  of  Sir  Francis*  Palgrave,  hiitdrip 
TiH)k  bin  di^grew  from  Ballicd  f^ollt^*  bi  l^ 
and  was  ekctod  FbUow  c»f  Exeter  C^Ji* 
Frtmi  inrMJ  to  IS-ixTt  was  Ticer^princjpa)  matl^ 
Tern  pi  i\  snhsefliientjy  btabop  of  Lowkn.  ^ 
the  Tmtning  Colli-ge  at  Knetler  HaU,  Ek» 
one  of  the  s*»cretaries  of  th©  Conuuittit  < 
CuuiK*il  oil  Edncatinm ;  and  afterwaHi  pi* 
Hor  of  Poetry  at  Oxford,  In  1H78.  wh«  «i^ 
an  honorary-  LL.  D.  of  Edinburgh.  E^' 
ftdnnmhl**  colleetiona  of  poetrj',  and  sadw^ 
';^Lyi-ic;d  Drt-ams*'  ItiTl,  and  "  The  r»«^ 
Knfjland,*'  1?W1.    Di^^d  in  London,  IW', 

PAHKEH,  Gilbert,  b.  Canada,  im.  ^ 
eated  at  the  Univeraity  of  Trimty  C^fl* 
TdTtinto,  and  was  nfterwarda  a  iwtuwTt** 
in  English  literature.  Studied  for  th*  CW^ 
but  owing  to  a  aevyre  iUoeNsa  w*nt  to  d»»^ 
beas,  whertj  he  ^oitted  tbe  st^  of  the  ''^ 
uey  Morning  Uemlci,*'  «nd  was  «ped»l  ta^ 
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I  lliAt  paper  iti  the  Somih  Bcttl.    Has 

itcliiim."  miCh  ''Tho  Tmtialntioti  of 
.♦•  ..lii.  *' A  j^vijr'a  Diary/'  liJiH ; 
\i  word, ' '  1  H'A'S .     Well  knowii 

i  I  ^  Jjy  h»  oovek^  and  a  prook- 

|ri,butui  lu  Amencaii  niii||imii«e. 

BLti,  Pracee^fl  I»ab«l  iTaimy),  b* 
I  If         l.-s  Stewart  P»r- 

jT  ,  vt »  ISt* wart,  the 

cji.   .  1   ^  u  .  S,  friffaie  '*0<iti- 

i    khe»  pomnm  kave  ntf^w  be«D  col- 

K>RB.  Coventry  Keartey  I>«i«lit<m. 

brd,  l>i2.t.  Id  1H44  brought  uut  Kb 
kiti  of  p<ii!initi :  tn  1H47|  bream  0  ajiia*t- 

Eho  Anifel  in  tho  House/'  "  The  B«* 
18M,  and  *'Tbe  fianmioali,''  IX'^l 
prife^a  death  he  reiinm  from  Ui«t  Mu- 
f  hail  mnev  lived  at  Ha8tiiiK».  "'  Thvi 
»  Km*t  **  a^iiwared  in  1K77  ;  ''  Amelia/^ 
lrcU*d  vditioQ  of  hw  poenw.  in  1H78. 
nii«  Children**  GarUnd  *^  in  tb« 
^asory  Stsnea.    D,  L^rmin^too^  IHHQ, 

Ir,  mrJomsitVotlk^nnnter,  h.  Dun- 
Mi.  SliKlMMlBltlMRo7«lAcad<Tm7, 
[Tirio*  mioo»ed«d  hi  aeeiimig  th«  itnM 
Wmiimvminr  Hall  eonipodtiorta ;  ap- 
mieen'fi  Limner  for  Seotlaud.  X>^*'<* ; 
In  18(i7,  and  mnde  LL.  D.  of  Kdin- 
^Tendty  in  1H76,  *'  Poeiiiii  h^  * 
'  ai^peared  in  1861^  and  **  2^pindnft  ^^ 

tn,  John,  lolidtOT^  b.  IB43.    Publkhr^d 
Ipe  of  Slmdow*,"  1870:  "  Inta^,! 
pongn    of     Life    and    Death/' 
%"'  IhlH;   and    "New   Poenia,  1 
i«    for  the   Villon  ^Soc^♦^ty,    Vul  « 
Thoouuid  Ntghu  and  (1tj«  Ni^^  s  / 
li  a  moat  Uam#d 
p  of  E^dUih  proM,  to  which 
qnnHtj  lenoa  artt«tie  elPeet. 

XSM^  Tbotnui    Love,    noTellfli^  b. 

K  ]7K%;  d.  Lower  HalUford,  imHi, 
lff»  h^mt  cliMtioal  scholars  of  bis  time, 
Hlf-^^iicAted.  Becjuue  the  inttmate 
'  •"*  "  n  rtd  was  his  exeoator.  W«» 
i  [ndia  Hooae  as  ehief  ex- 

t  jH."Wt,   Wrote  aeraml  norela, 

,**ilc;unnntr  run/'  pnbliahed  in  1H|.% 
Bfvt.     ''  Hhcirlodaphiie,**  a  Iouk  pnetn, 

in   1*1'^:    '*  j^i.-v.*irtii-«-    Ai^k...  **   ix 

Maid     3kia.rian,^ 

iniMlO. 

Emily   iDsTis).    b.    Wal«s, 

)iitiicht^r  of  Mr«  R.  Davis  of 

),  an  olficter  in  the  artny«    Laolt  of 

Tented  bar  tvoeiTinfr  a  systatnatk 

After  a  tonr  abroad  sha  manriad 

rich  German  merebant  who  aat- 

lon.     Thonirh  anflefinf  for 


,■-.    '"  NiKtitntare  Abbej. 
M&rian,^'    in    1822;     " 


in 
QfyU 


1874. 

til. 


Jtb, 


Tbonirh  anllefinf 
aha  wrote,  obtvalroiH 


yaaia 


and  contributed  articles  on  **  Woman's  Work  *^ 
to  the  *'  Ccintetupomry  Review/' 

POI*I*OCK,  8ir  Fr«d«riek,  M  Rnrt.,  bnr- 
rister,  b.  lH4r>.    Eldest  son  of  Sir  WlV         "     1- 
erick  PoUock,  Bart,   Fello*  of  Tr  1 
Cambridifc,  If^'ri^,  Made  (Airpus  1*1-  i  x- 

ford«  IHKi,  and  IVof.  of  Coniiuou  l^w,  Inuin  of 
Court,  1884.  Also  editor  of  thi*  "  Law  Onar- 
terlr  Review"  and  a;]''  r  '  nrioiw  RHn^l 
works,     ilas  wTitt«3n  a  !  worn,  ana  in 

verse,  the   witty   *' Lea  1  ^   DtJiio  into 

EnfdisK'^  187*1,  from  whiuU  "  IUk  Six  rarpen- 
teta  Caae,**  civen  in  this  Autholof^,  is  tf^ken« 

POIXOCK,  Walter  Horrlea,  aciitor,  b. 
I^iidiJii,  iiK*i<).  Brother  of  th«  preeadinir* 
Gnutuati^  from  Trinity  CoUeg»t  Canibridfipe, 
187L  Cftlled  to  the  bar  at  fbe  Inner  Teiuplo, 
liiuk  lectured  at  the  Royni    Iiaititittiofi, 

'  other  places.     Lonjf  ft         '''       if 

iv  Review/'     In  adai<  '- 

uuh  irt^»  and  a  non*!,  bo  li »  ^1 

**  \'t']  at-a  of  Two  ToiiLiios,"  **  The  Pui  t  ami  the 
Miwr/'  trtirij*hfct«d  from  A.  de  MuMM»t«  iind 
**i>on|^  and  Rhymeji/*  18^2* 

PBASBf  Wtnthrop  Maokwortb,  parlia* 
ntentarian^  b.  Ia>iuIu.  ls<ij  iL  l<i^>.  Knt-r^d 
Eton  in  l^'ll,  and  >  « 

im.    Wha«  at  I 

tiinn/^  and  at  both  in!iiu[iTionB  wiu  noi^^i  tor  his 
briUiant  selioUnhip.  Tho  elananl  and  jrif  tad 
pioneer  of  modem  society- vema,  Contributad 
to  ihn  **Qwftrterly  Manstna/*  Entered  P»f- 
Uaiiient  in  IKIA.  An  eaitioii  of  bis  poems  waa 
broutfht  out  by  Hev^  Derwent  Coleriafre,  IHiVl. 

FBOBTN,  Mar.   Anthor  of  **  P»j«nw/'  188U 

'*  A    n«illad  of  the  tioad  and  Oth*  ^  Wu-m*,'^ 

iiid  works  of  f)etion.   Her  v.  II 

1!  bv  the  public*     It  is  uni)>  .1, 

"   "^.'d  an  order  of  tlio  Rauiiuo  t  uiiio- 

li  r  a  time  she  oeoaed  to  write,  but 

UP  of  her  poetry  has  been  aiuionaioad. 

PBOCT£B^  Adelaide  Anne,  b.  Londoo, 
1K1^^:  d.  mU.  Daofrhter  of  Bryan  Waller 
Pr  ^'u-ry  Cornwall/'    Her  vsiaas  were 

ft r  d  over  tha^cnatnra  ol ''  Manr  Bar» 

wi  '   wars  aaat  to  her  father**  friend| 

Cbiirivt  Dii'kens,  then  edit4ir  of  *'  Itonsebota 
Words/'  The  lucocas  of  her  efforts  led  bar  to 
disclotw   her  idetiTi*-       '^^      '  '^   -in 

Catholici  and  wsm  ]•:> 

work.     An  eular^^'  rut 

Verses"  was  ivued  iu  l>i>l,  "A  Chupki  of 
Vetaea  *'  appeared  in  IMjL',  and  a  cHimplete  edi- 
tion  of    her    »w^.n.-    "'<Ji   «••.   .t^f.."i-..'»ion  by 


c:rh«rlast>ic)« 


'ivt  her 


PBOCTEB,  Bryan  WaUer,  harrialar.  b, 
London,  IThT  ;  d.  London.  1K74.  Edaealad  at 
Harrow.  He  was  oalled  to  the  bar  ui  I^L 
HM  the  piMt  of  l^ommiaidoner  ol  Lunacy  from 

IWl    in   l^ni,     Hi«  fttut  work   wjw  frnldlahed 

1111.;  ■•    '  .'].'*   An* 

til 


kinabaDd,  many  volainee  m  poetry,      Ini  ran  at  Covent  Uazdan,  l&SH  ^ 
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Story,"  1821;  '*  Flood  of  Theflsaly,"  1823; 
^*  English  Songs,"  1832 ;  and  memoirs  of  Shake- 
speare, Lamb,  aiid  others.  A  natural  and  ex- 
qniate  song-writer,  associated  in  literary  annals 
with  onr  traditions  of  Lamb,  Hunt,  Landor, 
Keats,  Shelley,  and  the  poet-Georgian  sohooL 
Cp.  **  Victorian  Poets,"  chap.  iii. 

QUUiUDR-OOnOH,  Arthur  Thomas,  ro- 
mancer, b.  Bod  win  in  Cornwall,  1863.  Educated 
at  Clifton  CoUege  and  Trinity  College,  Oxford. 
Has  published  ''The  Splendid  Spur,"  188<i: 
"  The  Delectable  Duchy/  18S)3 ;  "  (irwm  Bays  '^ 
and  *'  The  White  Moth  ^'  (Terse),  1803. 

BADFOBD,  Dollle,  b.  1858.  Author  of  "  A 
Light  Load,"  18!»1 ;  '*  Songs  and  other  Verses," 
1805.  Was  Miss  Dollie  Maitland  before  her  mar^ 
riage  to  the  well-known  writer  Ernest  Radford. 

BAITDS,  'William  Briffhty,  b.  1823 ;  d.  1880. 
Wrote  under  the  pseudonyms  of  ''Henry  Hoi- 
beach,"  "Matthew  Browne,"  and  "Timon 
fielding."  Was  reporter  in  the  Conunittee 
Rooms  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Wrote ' '  The 
Literary  Lounger  "  in  the  "  Illustrated  Times  "; 
contributed  to  other  periodicals.  "Li^ut 
Levee"  appeared  in  1864;  " Chaucer ^s  Eng- 
land," in  1869 ;  '*  Lilliput  Lectures,"  m  1871. 

BHYS,  Bmeat.  editor,  b.  London,  1859. 
Educated  at  schools  in  Bishop  Stootford  and 
Newcastle-on-Tyne.  Became  a  mining  engi- 
neer, and  followed  his  profeasion  in  County 
Durham,  but  after  awhile  devoted  himself  to 
letters.  Having  resided  as  a  boy  in  South 
Wales,  he  lias  paid  special  attention  to  the 
tranulation  of  Welsh  literature.  ^)<litor  of  the 
'*C'aHiel(>t  ISeries,"  sixty-live  volunie-s.  18Sr>-lH», 
of  popular  n»priut»  and  translations.  Author  of 
"  The  (ireat  Cockney  Traj^'^idy,"  ISUl  ;  '*  A 
London  lit»se  and  Other  Khynies,"  l«i>4  ;  "  Life 
of  Sir  Frederiok  Leiphton,  P.  R.  A.,"  ISiKO. 
Member  of  the  Rhymers'  Club,  and  a  contribu- 
tt^r  to  its  "  Fii-st  "  and  **  Second  Books,"  189:^ 

ROBERTS,  Charles  G^eorge  Douglas,  pro- 
fessor, b.  New  IJrunswiek,  1S<H».  The  son  of  a 
clerjfyman,  ho  was  educated  at  home  under  his 
father's  instniotion,  and  at  the  University  of 
New  Brunswick.  Wils  made  head  master  of 
Chatham  ( 5 rammar  School  in  IHT'.K  Two  years 
later  e<lited  the  Tonmto  "  Week  "  for  a  short 
time.  Ill  ISHT)  became  professor  of  Modern  Lit- 
erature in  Kind's  Collej'-e,  Windsor,  N.  S.  Au- 
thor of  '•  ()ri(»n  and  (.Hher  Poems,"  ISSO;  **  In 
Divers  T(mes,"  IS>>7  ;  "Sonjjsof  the  Common 
Day,''  is'.Kt.  II;ia  now  resigned  his  prtifessor- 
ship  to  devote  himself  more  freely  to  lit«'rature. 
He  has  been  an  infiuential  leader  of  the  new 
and  promisinj^  Canadian  prroup  of  writers. 

ROBERTS,  Jane  Elizabeth  Gkjstwycke,  b. 
Westeock,  New  l^ruuswick.  Sister  of  C.  G.  D. 
Roberts. 

ROBINSON,  A.  Msry  F.  — See  -1.  M.  F. 
DarmtsUtfr, 

RODD,  RenneU,  diplomatist,  b.  18r>8.  His 
poem  on  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  won  for  him  the 


Newdinteprixe  at  Oxford,  in  1880.    _. 

to  the  Berlm  Embvay  in  1884,  and  aftcrva* 
connected  with  tha  LcMrmtion  at  Atlwas.  las^ 
dition  to  *'  Feda  and  Other  Poona.**  ISM,  1m 
published  some  ToliinMS  of  Tene  aiid  two  pMB 
works. 
BOFX8,    Arthur  BacMl,  b. 

18B9.     Son   of   an  Amerionn 

settled  in  England,  and  nenhew  of  Joka  C 
Ropes,  the  wntsron  militarjluatary.  Pelbvdl 
King's  College,  CambriiLr»,18M-0O.  PahliiM 
'"Poems"  in  18M, and  hiHB sinee  written  ban 
for  the  stage  under  the  name  of  '*  Adrian  Boaa* 
Edited,  abo,  seleetiona  from  the  lettstialMr 
Mary  Wortley  Montag^n. 

B08001I,  William  Onldwall,  b.  Unrpod, 
182:) ;  d.  1859.  Took  hia  denee  at  UoiTeintr 
College,  London,  1843.  Called  to  the  Bar,  IMS, 
but  owmg  to  ill-health  he  waa  obliged  to  gift 
up  practice.  His  "'  Poems  and  Easays,'*  ia  tst 
Tolumes,  were  edited  with  n  memoir,  l^*  ka 
brother-in-law,  Richard  Holt  Hntton,  aflarkn 
death. 


tinguished  student  of  Dante,  and  sistsr  of 
Dante  Qabriel  Rossetti.  In  the  front  rank  of 
modem  women  poets.  Her  Inter  work  is  dsfe- 
tional  in  sentiment,  and  oonsiata  chiefly  ofpoib- 
cal  commentaries  on  religiooa  anbjects.  C&be' 
tiye  editions  of  her  poems  have  been  pnbliiM 
in  England  and  America.  Author  of  *'GobIia 
Market  and  Other  Poems,'*  ls<^2  ;  ••  Tlie  Prinw's 
Pnitjress  and  Other  Poems,"  IHi*; ;  "Sinjr-NjiK. 
a  Nursery  Kh>Tiie-book,*'  1S72  :  •*  Annus  U> 
mini,  a  Collect  for  Ejich  Day  of  the  Year."'  1>74 ; 
**A  Pap:eant  and  Other  Poems,"  1>*1 ;  '*Lrrrf 
and  Spirit,  Notes  on  the  C<miiuandinents,"  IV^"; 
*'  Time  Flies,  a  Reading  Diary,"  lsjv». 

ROSSETTI,      Dante     Gabriel     ^Oabriel 

Charles  Dante),  painter,  b.  Lond<m.  ivjs ;  i 
Weatj-Jite-on-vS^a,  1KS2.  Son  of  Oabriel  Roi^ 
setti  and  bn)ther  of  Christina  Kosiu-tri.  Edu- 
cated at  Kind's  Collejre  School  ;  studied  art  jU 
the  Royal  Academy  Antique  Sclu»ol  and  ic 
Ford  Madox  Brown's  studio.  He  was  confete- 
edly  the  leader  and  exemplar  c»f  the  Ti*- 
Raphaelite  School,  both  in  paintint*  and  poetrr. 
In  1>C)<),  with  the  assistance  of  a  fi-w  :iJW4X'i.ite<i  of 
the  Pre-Hapliaelite  BrotherhiHHl.  lie  foaDd<«l 
"  'Die  Germ,"  which  was  the  orpin  of  the  order, 
and  in  which  "  The  Blessed  Damo/.el  '*  appefli^ 
in  l.ViO.  Ilis  pictures  are  distintruisheil  orth^ 
same  subtle  quality  that  marks  his  verw^i  ami 
exercised  as  prreat  an  inflnence  in  art  as  the  lit- 
ter did  in  literature.  His  "  Ejirly  Italian  Poeta,"" 
a  translation,  appeared  in  l>>(>i  ;  **  Po»»m5,"  ia 
ISTO;  '*  Dante  and  His  (^ircle,"  also  a  transU- 
tion,  in  1.S74  ;  and  *' Ballads  and  S<mDets,"ia 
l^Sl.  *'  Cp.  '*  Victorian  Poets,"  chap,  x  and  p. 
431). 

ROSSLTN,  4th  Earl  of,  Francis  BotMrt 
St.  Clair  ErsUne,  b.  1k:v3;  d.  isix).  Pab* 
lished  his  '*  Sonnets  '*  in  1883. 
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BUSKIN,  John,  critic  and  yirtuoso,  and 
Blade  Profesaor  of  Fine  Arts  at  Oxford,  b.  Lon- 
don. 8  Feb.,  1819;  d. Brentwood, near Coniston, 
20  Jan.,  1900.  Educated  at  Oxford,  where  he 
took  the  Newdicrate  prixe  in  1829.  Devoted 
itSwiaftlf  to  art,  and  in  1843  published  the  first 
▼olome  of  *' Modem  Painters,'*  which  work 
fiuttUy  consisted  of  five  rolnmes,  illustrated  by 
himself.  Besides  many  noble  books  on  the 
fine  arts,  composed  in  his  fervent  and  cumula- 
tive  stylcj  he  published  two  architectural  trea- 
tisea.  Uis  wntinffs  often  involved  a  criticism 
of  life,  from  an  idealist's  point  of  view,  and 
bure  upon  socdal  problems.  Under  the  title 
'' Praeterita,*'  1885-18»9,  he  issued  what  is 
prmctically  his  autobiography. 

BUBSSIiIi,  George  Wiilimm  ^A.  B."), 
b.  Dnivan,  a  town  in  the  North  of  Ireland, 
1867.  Moved  to  Dublin  with  his  family  at  the 
of  ten.  Formed  the  aci^uaintance  of  a 
— >  of  literary^people,  of  which  W.  B.  Yeats 


unne  Ivnan  were  conspicuous  mem- 
He  studiea  art  for  a  short  time.  ^  His 
have  been  published  under  the  initials 
'  A.  £."    '*  Homeward  bongB  by  the  Way  " 
waa  reissued  in  the  United  States,  1895. 

BUSSSIiIa,  Fero7,,  Australian  loumalist 
and  poet,  now  liviufc  in  London.  Author  of 
"*  King  Alfred  and  Other  Poems,'' 1880 ;  ''My 
Stimi«e  Wife,"  1886. 

BAVAOX-ABBCSTBONG,  George  Fran. 
eia,  b.  County  Dublin,  1845.  Educated  at 
Trmit|r  College,  Dublin.  Professor  of  History 
and  Knglish  Laterature  in  Queen's  College, 
Cork^  and  a  professor  of  the  Queen's  University. 
Ireland.  Edited  the  works  of  his  deceased 
brother,  Edmund  J.  Armstrong,  with  a  biogra- 
phy. Made  liU.  D.,  Queen's  University,  1882, 
and  is  a  Fellow  of  the  Koyal  University  of  Ire- 
Author  of  manv  poetical  works,  amonir 
••-  "  Poems,  Lyrical  and  Dramatic, 


whidh  are 


1879;  ''Ugone,  a  TragBdy,' 
Tiagedyof  Israel"  (a  trSogy),  1872-7H;  "Sto- 
riea  of  Wicklow,'*  1886 :  *'  One  in  the  Infinite," 
1801.  An  editiorf  of  all  his  poetry,  in  10  vol- 
,  was  issued  in  1892.    (D.  1906.) 


1H70; 


8CH17YUIB  -  LIGHTHALI.,  William 
I>onw.  advocate,  b.  Hamilton,  Ontario,  IK)!. 
Pnbltslied  several  volumes  on  Canadian  na- 
tional life.  ''  Thoughts,  Moods,  and  Ideals," 
a  small  book  of  verse,  was  printed  for  private 
circulation  in  1887.  He  also  edited  "*"  Songs  of 
Jie  Great  Dominion,"  1889. 

800TT,  dement  William,  dramatist  and 
dramatic  critic,  b.  Hoxton,  London,  1841.  Son 
of  Rev.  William  Scott.  Educated  at  Marlbor- 
li  CoIlege^Wiltshire.    Appointed  to  a  clerk- 

.•  in  the  War  Office,  1860,  and  in  1879  re- 
tired on  a  pension.  Has  contributed  to  many 
of  the  leading  English  periodicals.  Became 
dramatic  critic  to  the  London  **  Daily  Tele- 
graph "  in  1879.  '*  Lays  of  a  Londoner  "  ap- 
MMed  in  1882 ;  ''  Lays  and  Lecends,"  in  1888. 
Is  the  author  of  several  suocesoful  plays,  among 
which  are  ''The  Q^e  Mail,'*  ''Odiito,"  and 


"Sister  Mary,"  in  which  he  collaborated  with 
Wilson  Barrett.    (D.  London,  1904.) 

BCOTT,  Donoan  Campbell,  b.  Ottawa, 
18G2.  Lived  in  Ottawa,  and  subseouentlv  in 
Quebec,  until  1879,  when  he  entered  the  Indian 
Department  of  the  Civil  Service,  and  is  now 
chief  clerk  of  that  department.  He  published 
*'  The  Magic  House  "  m  1893. 

8GOTT,  Frederick  George,  clergyman^  b. 
1 861 .  In  change  of  a  church  at  Drummondville, 
Quebec.  Author  of  '"  The  Soul's  Quest,"  1888, 
and  ''  My  Lattice  and  Other  Poems,"  1894. 

SCOTT,  William  Bell,  painter  and  etcher,  b. 
near  Edinbureh,  1811 ;  d.  Ayrshire,  1890.  Edu- 
cated at  the  Edinburgh  High  School  and  stud- 
ied art  at  the  Government  Academy  and  the 
British  Museum.  Established  a  Government 
art  school  at  Newcastie,  1844.  His  early 
poems  appeared  in  the  Edinburgh  magazines. 

Poems  of  a  Painter  "  was  published  in  1854, 
and  ''  A  Poet's  Harvest  Home  "  in  1882.  Hb 
personal  reminiscences,  largely  concerned  with 
the  Pre-Raohaelite  group  of  poets  and  painters, 
were  publisned  after  his  deaUi. 

SHAIBF,  John  Campbell,  critic,  b.  Lin- 
lithgowshire, 1819;  d.  1885.  Educated  at 
Glasgow  and  Oxford.  Assistant  professor  at 
Rugby  and  afterward  professor  of  Humanity 
at  the  University  of  St.  Andrews.  In  1864 
published  a  volume  of  poems,  **Kilmahoe,  a 
HigUand  Pastoral ;  "  and  in  1868,  '*  Studies  in 
Poetrv  and  Philosophv."  Principal  of  the 
united  college  of  St.  Salvator  and  St.  Leonard 
in  the  University  of  St.  Andrews.  Elected 
Professor  of  Poetry  at  Oxford  in  1877. 

SHANIiY,  Cbaries  Dawson,  journalist,  b. 
Dublin,  Ireland,  1811:  d.  Florida,  U.  S^  1875. 
Educated  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin.  Went  to 
Canada  and  finally  to  New  York,  where  he 
wrote  regularlv  for  the  newspapers  and  mag- 
azines, but  is  claimed  as  a  Canadian  poet. 

8HABF,  William.^  author  and  critic,  b. 
Garthhmd  Place.  Scotland,  1856.  Educated  at 
the  University  of  Glasgow.  In  youth  was  inti- 
mate with  Dante  Rossetti,  whose  biography  he 
wrote,  1882,  as  also  that  of  Browning  in  after 
years.  His  traveb  have  been  extensive,  in- 
cluding a  S(^oum  in  Australia,  and  visits  to 
Continental  Europe,  Northern  Africa,  and  the 
United  States.  His  earliest  book  of  poetry 
was  *'  The  Human  Inheritance,  Transcripts 
from  Nature,  and  Other  Poems,'*  1882.  Since 
this  have  apreared:  ''Earth's  Voices,"  1884: 
''  Romantic  BaUads,"  1888 ; ''  Sospiri  di  Roma,** 
1891 ;  ''Flower  of  the  Vine,'*  1892,  an  American 
reprint  of  the  last  two  works;  aiid  '*  Vistas.'* 
Ih94,  weirdly  svmbolic  dramas,  but  of  an  indi- 
vidual cast.  Has  written  several  novels,  etc., 
and  is  editor  of  the  "  Canterbury  Poets  "  series. 
(D.  Sicily,  1905.) 

BIGBBSON,     Dora,     b.     Dublin,     187-. 
Daughter  of  Dr.  George  Sigerson,  the  writer 
imd   halladhit.     Author  of   "Verses,"   189a 
Now  Mn.  Clement  Shorter, 
p.  710. 
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SIMMONS,   Bi  xlomew,    b,    Kil worth, 

Ireland,  18 — ;  d.  18  Dbtaiiied  a  situation  in 

the  Excise  Office,  r  rt^moviiig  to  LiL>ndoii. 

Contributed  to  rai.  nm^Anti*i%.    Fublisked 

**  Legends,  Lyrics,  a  Diher  Po6ma, '  ^  lM!k 

sn^NETT,  Poro-  ^,  b.  Nurwood,  South 
Austruli&t  Itt —  ;  d,  ih  Adelaide,  at  the  ag^ 
of  twenty-two.  He  Die  a  niimber  of  politi- 
cal pci^iiis.  "The  ff  of  the  Wild  StO(rm- 
Wavea  ^'  waa  writbei  hen  he  was  eighteen,  on 
the  loss  of  the  ^*  Tn-i^      ft/ '  ,    _      ^ 

SKIPSEY^Jos 
1832,    Miicboflila 
ha4  b^u  spent,  in 
W  labor,    *'  A 
yublLihcd  in   1 
the  PpB-Baphii^..^ 
froin  the  Coaltidda 
**  Songs  and  Lyrics* 

SXiADBIf,  Dour 
man  t»f  letteni,  b. 
Chi^U^nhani  and  C 
IRTl't  tttid  fwr  a  lira 
in  the  University  < 
lH9t>  he  pnbliahed 
amon^  them  t  ^'  Frit 
**  AuBtmlmn   LyHce, 

of  Exili?!^/*  bHM4  ;  '*  A  .,..»..ix^.  Chrifltraas/* 
l^Hn  ;  "111  rornivrill  rtud  AcjriwtS  tUeS^A,"  IHKTi  j 
**  Edward  the  Black  Prince"  (dranuiU  It^i  ; 
'*  The  Spanish  Armada,**  IHHH»  EitiTor  of  Aus- 
tralian and  Canadian  Ant'hohj^^eH,  whkh  have 
been  of  service  to  the  ivrvtwrnt  work»  An  ex- 
tensive traveller  and  induatrioun  writt?r»  ho  Int- 
terlv  has  paid  more  attention  to  pnse,  hia 
books  "  The  Japs  at  Home,"  and  '*  Oti  the  Cars 
and  Off"  (Canadian  travel),  1W94,  having  been 
well  received,  — to  which  hv  hsm,  mlded  a  nuvBl, 
"  A  Japanese  Marriage »"  IHR't.  Ig  honorary 
secretary  of  the  Authors"  Club,  Ijondon, 

SMEDLBY,  MeneUa  Bute,  h.  1820;  d. 
1877.  Her  delicate  health  made  it  necesaiy  for 
her  to  reside  for  many  yt-ara  at  Tenby,  a  sen- 
const  town.  She  published  threw  vofiimea  of 
verse,  many  of  the  poeius  in  " Child- World* ^ 
and  "  Poems  Written  for  a  Child,'*  and  aeverid 
succeasful  prose  tales. 

SMITH,  A.  C,  clerj?ytn/iri.  Waa  m  ehai^ 
of  a  Presbyterian  church  hi  Viftoria,  Austr-.il)A, 
but  afterward  moved  to  (^LiiriiHlimd, 

SMITH,  Alexander,  b.  Kilnianiock,  :^1  De- 
cember, 1821) ;  d.  18<37.  While  he  waa  a.  pattern 
designer  at  Glasgow,  sunte  oE  bi?!  vei-sie  wita 
published  in  the  '*  Glasgnw  Citizen  '*  and  after^ 
wards  in  the  "  British  Critic,'*  In  lHr>2  "  "^rhe 
Life  Drama"  came  out  and  niadt^  a  ttt^iumtioii. 
(See  W.  E.  Aytoun.)  He  Ix.'came  si>crer/irv  to 
the  University  of  Edinbarph  in  lKr»4,  Edited 
an  edition  of  Bums,  and  with  Mr.  Sid  op  v  Do- 
bell  wrote  '*  Sonnets  on  the  Crimean  War." 
"Citv  Poems"  appeared  in  1-^7 1  "  Edwia  of 
Deira,"  in  1861. 

SMITH,  Walter  C,  cleiwynian,  b,  1fi34. 
Since  187H  has  been  pastor  of  the  Free  High 
Church,  Edinburgh.    Author  of  the  following- 


tKHiks  of  poetry,  some  of  which  have 

throtirfi    uevfral    editiotui :      ''Ulrig:    Giinet, 
''  liorWdHill,"  **  Hilda.'*  ''  Raban/'  *'byi^ 
Walk  aud   OUier    Poems  ;  **   h1m>  of    '^X^^i 
Conntry  Folk,'*  188-3  ;  **  KlldroetiUL,  a  Dntsa^ae 
Poem/^  18»4  i  "A  Herede,"  ItUl, 

SOUTH^SE;  Harl  ^f,  (Si^  J'aixiem  €47^ 
Kle,  6th  l^arl  of  Soutbesk^  Seoiland,  iud 
Baron  Balifihai-d,  TJ.  K:.>,  b„  IVJT.  AatJs* 
of  *' HerjuiniiiB  :  a  liotnanoei/'  iHiCl ;  "J'^ieeij 
Fiehor:  »  Poeto  in  Brow  a  and  White,"  l^;*! 

a  Maiden,**  1^77 ;  *"  The  Bmial  «f  ln^ 

}tba  Poema,*'  1*484, 

PTLBF,  Arthur  Ponrbrn,  divim^  i 
Ij,  Cheiihis^,  1815  ^  d.  London^  iJ^^L  Ed- 
i  at  Hiyjhy  and  Oxford,  wli^ra  hi  wm 
[uisked  for  ncholmship.  For  twelve  «t 
m  the  University.  Canon  of  CanlffMs? 
Chrbt  Chnreh,  and  Profe«ar  of  Eedr 
id  History  at  Oxford.  In  l^^i  «a»  if- 
d  to  tlie  Deanery  at  WisstiiiinKreA  *^m 
me  yeaf  marri^  Lady  An^^uabA  Bno. 
ter  of  the  7th  Earl  of  ^iw.  PabBiiiJ 
I  pTo»e  worki}  but  no  oolla^tad  edii^4 

iPHSN,  Jmm&t  KeiiiioCli^  •■  J'.  S.  ft,* 

sj,  ^^J ;  d,  Fj^indnn,  1H!.>2.  Sciii  of  Mr  JifRfl 
Fjtotjainea  Stc?phen.  Kdueiitt'd  at  Etun  niti  * 
King's  College,  Cambridge.  A  Ftrlly*  d 
King's,  and  for  a  timo  tut^r  of  PHni?>^  Alk^ 
Victor.  Called  to  the  Bar  at  the  Inner  Tempji, 
1HH4,  Author  of  "International  I^w  iLfid!  It; 
temational  Relations,  "*  li^i^i ;  **  LapsTis  CiUniz, 
1S1>1,  which  reauh^l  its  foarth  edition  b  ^ 
9ikiWi  year  ;  and  *'  Quo,  tuuaa,  tendia  ?  "  1M 

STEPHEI^S,  Jamea  BruntOQ,  in^inir^ 
h,  Linlitbprowfdhire,  Scotland,  lKf5,     EniittaN  I 
Ut  Qutieiisihind,  li^iMi,     At  one  time  head  »» 
ter  in  one  of    the  State   sohoola.     Ant^iiv  d  f 
"*  Mkceilaneons  Poenna,*'  1880 ;  ^*  Con.i'ict  Ctot 
and  Other  Po^uw,'*  i8«5, 

STERXiINQ,    Jolin,    b.    Karnes  Ca.^  9  I 
But*?,    m'Mi ;  d,    1844.     Educatt^Kl    at    GIisep*  ( 
University   iind    Trinity    ColleK«,   Cambfuia  [ 
For  a  time   editor  of   the  **  Afheni**tiin."  <*■  L 
dained  Cttr«.t©  Ui  18^?4,  but   owinc  lo  ill-i»»I^ 
aoon  gave  no  his  orders.     Publisard  *'  Poci* 
in    1h;^1  and   ''  Strafford/'    a   dramiw  in  1^ 
After  his  death  his  eaasajs  and   tal<9  werc  p* 
lected  and  edited  by  ArchdeacoTi  lUte,   |^ 
memoir  prefixed  to  theae  caused  Thoma*  I* 
lyle,  who  was  his  intimate  friend,  to  wnu  ^ 
" '  J*if  ©  nf  John  Sterling,  '* 

BTEV3JITSON,  Bobert  Ijouia  Btlf&e 
noveliat^  b.  Edinbnugjh,  IHTiO ;  d.  in  *S«Bff 
iHfM,  Grandson  of  Robert  Stevenjion.  «b  <* 
nent  engineer^  His  woplo  hftviTif^  b^  «* 
neers  to  the  Board  of  Northern  Lis^tbtwae^ 
three  e^nerationB,  he  was  at  fii^t  tminedfe'^ 
same  profeasion^  Called  to  the  bar  in  ^"^ 
bnt  after  a  short  practice  abandoned  it,  Oi« 
to  ill-health,  tnneh  of  his  tiin«i  frai  ^fe«t ' 
travellin^r,  until  he  finally  built  for  hiaprf* 
picttire&que  tropical  home  near  Apia,  in  ^ 
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yos 


Th#  b«8t  of 


his   prow  To- 


fit4>fAhirit^     III  v«f««  he  pahliahed  '"A  LtiiklB 

**  B«lUirt."^  I  Mill,  Tho  twhlnKiHuhargh^dHioii 
of  hii  C'omfkkto  Worki,  in  *JU  vcJiinm.  was  jtuit 
*     *    *      '  r  Hi  the  tloM  of  hii  uuiMCed 


d  hui  emuMiMM  ttmonr  recent  wntem 

Lr«  familiar  lo  all  nMoen  of  Eii(^li«ili 

III  ¥«f««  he  pahliahed  ''A  Uhild'B 


SWAIN,  CharUfl,  •img -writer,  b.  Hftficlt«iB- 
t«r.  lHl(;i ;  rl,  IH74*  W)ui  »ii  tmirrnmr  in  hiii 
nfttivf  pt*oe.  Contribated  lo  th*  "  Litenmr 
CT;i^f'tt«/^  and  piibluhed  "Metrical  KaMkys,  ' 
^-  ■  ''The  Mind  luid  Oth«r  Po^jmii,"  1H31 ; 
f.iatic  Chapteni  and  ( Kher  I'cwma^*'  IW?  : 
Jmh  Melodiea/'  1H41>;  ^'Thci  L«tt«ra  of 
l^ura  d'Aoveme  and  Other  Poenu,*^  lt03; 
bendw  seTeral  later  volamea  of  votm. 

SWlNBtTELR^lS,  AJi^eraon  Charles,  h.  Pirn- 
lieu*  't  April,  ^K\'i.  Son  of  Ad  mi  nil  Swinburne. 
•ndt  an  hin  mother's  aida,  ^'^'^  ^^'  '  ""  ->f  th«  -Wl 
Mmrl  of   Aahbiimhain.     K^  r   Halliol 

Col1<pffe,  Oxford,  where  He  •  to  '*  I'n- 

tt  t     ui  Papers,'*     '  ii-iin  Nk'hol. 

1  d,  IHIIO,  wi'  ml:  bi«  dtHrr^«, 

t  iHL'^uufthed    i>  mrimnd  of   tJN** 

tonrneM, and  iUv^  hwK^^^S*'^  (ind 
<d  trooi  them.     Like  SbtdUw, 
*    ^  vnted  t«  liU'riy  Hnd  r 
I  nd  imd  onKiKl**  *d  1 

lu,  ho  has  been  the  l>  i 
Mirujijj»l*?«i  in  Itjil^  and  oii 
itnptilMively      pAtrioLic     ni^ 


Hi. 


-Th. 


**  i^«i<i,   n  vuUectiun  uf   his  lyric*  u*  th^l 
.  eneitiNl  the  crittcism  of  fm»nui!ru,  and  the 
poet  d««f«*nded  hinuelf  in  tht  '  '  \  *'No*mi 

oo   Poem*  aiKl   ReTi«»wii."  '    variiiuii 

IaUt  |HMefic<al  works  ar?  a^^  <  Ode  on 

t'  ittatiuin  of   the   Fi^ui^h   K^public,'* 

■uis<t  before  Niinrifl«»''  in  maieetie  ae- 
t  '^1\  ;  *'SoBB«  of  Tw»  Nations," 

14*'  ^^anotbsr  napo  «  »/  »>« ),  1  ><7»i ; 
lUda^'*  SMOnd  and  Third  So- 
fit'^,  IH7>,  1->''J;  "Nitignof  the  StirinB>-Ttdss," 
IflWl;  •*TrintnMTi  of  LyoMi.*M^i,"^  1,-M'i;  *' A 
CVnrnrjr  of  RiwdfU/*  1?^^,  *'A  Midsnmiiier 
llr^lidnir/'  etc..  1KH4;  '^Manuo  Fklisro " 
<arnmA^  IK«  •  »*  Astrophel  and  Otiist  Poems.** 
J  '  ''  triloiry  ill  Mary  Muart  eonisisla  ct 
Hia:  ^'Chaaiidanl/'  IHti',  ;  *rBolh- 
s.  **Mr»ry   >^fnrur/'     t^SI,      Atlthnr, 


.  the 
laa  and  wshieireiBSalt  t<i 


inherit  the  huareatoship.  Cp.  ** Viotarimn  Pdeta,  ** 
ch.  zi,  and  pp.  4a4-i;i^.  [»,  c.  9.] 

SYMOITDS,  John  Addinston,  critie  and 
t«wyist,  b,  Bristol,  IHIO- d.  Home.  IMKi.  Edit* 
eated  at  Uarrow  and  at  Balliol  College,  Oxford, 
and  was  made  Fellow  of  MaKdaleo,  lH6i2,  Al- 
thouirb  a  Ufe-kkiw  sufferer  from  nervous  mala* 
dies  which  forced  him  to  travel  ronf  Mumlly  IQ 
search  of  a  fosterinir  oUmate,  t  iiy  Ui 

Utenu7  work  was  aduig|pai|(«  an  i  need 

sketches  of  trsTel,  biosrapbies,  <  i>V\t^9 

in  art  and  Utentur^,  and  sevenkl    \ 
verse*     A  biqp«phr  of  him  hiu  be<  ii 
fruni  his  joitrtud  and  tetters  bj  hi    ^■ 
lio  K.  Brown,    Ainoi^  his  pcn^ 
**  Tbi*  Soiinotu  of  Michael  Ang^»  i 
nt-lla,"  1K7W  ;  **  Auinii  Pigaira,'  1"" 
Wuiiit^ii,  and  iScini;/*  a  ei)lli'etic>n  and  i 
of  the  8onKii  of   the  ni(^dl%!va]  fjitin    ...,.;._, 
t><H4.    II  in  icrrat  prose  work  is  the  **  ReiAaissaiiwi 
Work  in  luly/'  1H75^>. 

8YMON8,  Arthur,  critic,  b.  Wales,  iwr. 
A  coittrihiitur  to  the  *^  Academy^*  and  othist 
peril MUi'idM.  Publi«hfd  '*  DayB  and  Ni|£hlj»/* 
lWi;»;  "Slhouftt*^/'  lh*r2. 

TATIiOR,  Bir  Hearf,  b.  1»00-  d,  M^IK 
He  wrnt  to  fli'M  an  a  nntliihipnian  in  }hH,  but 
l«*ft  Hit*  iworvicM  at  the  «*nd  of  tb**  vnyaee.  In 
'    ■**  1  Th<»  civil  J4i !  '     '    lonial 

In  cftmti^i  ^i47iai 

ri*wrtld   ft«1     1  itA  itt 

tiujv,  bu  ^as  inadr  a  Kni»;bt  t.oHinLaodeP 
iiH  Onlifr  of  St*  Miihaul  and  St^  tinotife  iu 
i  -rj.      He   pnbliidied     "  luaac   * 
lK!f7  :  "  Philip  Van  Art««Yt.|di./ 
the  Fair/'    ^^'V^:  *' P«m?iiim/'   I 
of    the  *  d    other    1 

•*Xot«iJ'  ISVJ;  '*  A   - 

nier/'  iKr  ,  LUm^nfa  E\i., 

hi«miiahl«»  Atitobtot^niphy  in  1SN», 
TATliOB,  Tom.  iliJimatUt,  b. 
1HJ7;  d.  l^X     * 
01asf(nw  and    ' 

cal  ;  tot  el  **Ptttteh. 

art  CH  "Timss^aiid 

TBNNYSON,  Allied,  1st  Iiorti  r^  Baron 
Tennjson,  of  Aid  worth,  Sturdy,  and  Far- 
rinsfbrd.  Freshwater,  Isle  of  Wl^bt,**  ^  — 
liurkt'i  Pttruff*,  Xi^^2 ),  —  poet4ailfsals  of  T 


otre  II 
'   i" 

Ui 

Kt 


M.. 


land 
**id 
fiAi 


ittia,h«Lh«r« 
»NI*Tia 


vbit'f  of  the  Vii^^nun  comiM.«tCe  or 
1,  —  li.  SriTi  !imr, 

d.  Aldwoi '  Hrnr, 

'  •vtobwr,  IttJ.     i  III"  ■  '•  --. 

.  Tsanysoo.  Hector  • 

irTit  Norman  hnt-af^. 

■n    Vntlth,     paJMiCii 

ln»hire  and  nr- 
wndsrapotatmco^i 
ratrr^aaaitsr 
dRtmatto,  enar-u 

bs  htounlit  <MJt  t)i>' 
rs«**  now  so  rars|  in 
,  r^ilkff«^  CambrifUe** 
aiisAkod  to  Arthur  Usury 
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U^Ifun,  agonal  wh 
the  N«wdi(jate  FniA 


US  A  competitor  he  won 
tlie  r<«wrti(jate  rniA  Ma  poeou  "Timbiict*)o," 
l&jy,  liiuing  hU  c  ge  ywars  lie  wrotfl  much  ' 
vww  («otii^  of  wbit.  iTst  Bttw  tlie  %lit  ,1**1^* 
Q«itiii^  lattTl,  »nd  I  oliuhed  ''  Piwma,  Chitstiy 
hwrUai,^^  1:^),  in  wl  h  vulume  hia  distinetive 
quality  was  indieal  It  was*   howtver,  tii*» 

'^  Pc»em»/^  lJ^5:!-a%        .t  wore  ckarly  bore  tbw 
algnB  of  comittg  jgri^*      *»,  and  iti eluded  ipme  uf 
hjk  fttill  niiMt  ohem        nvom.  Oii  tb©  whole,  tbm 
volume  was  Fre-lij        oUt4>,  ftud,  tlujugb  it  pre- 
ceded the  rifle  of  tK       cwio  known  by  tbiit  name. 
equaLlled  In  the  art!} 
met  extf  eme  reach 
who  could   not  foL 
ib«  htgber  and  bi'cui' 
poet  left  Cumbridf 
MartklSai,  and  . 
"by  critics  and  the 
no  further  afipe&l 
Tolnme  edition  of 
nuny  of  hm  Ener. 
hifu  nniTersal   reoo 
nwardi^d  a   yearly 
Qneen.     Hb  next  w 
1^7,  and  ""  In  Mtim^ 
pieee  hiat  named «  . 
of  Hallniii,  5s  rit  t})i 

mature  wisdom  anu  ^ ',"»  **  *^*f*^^^  **■=■  ""^ 

most  advance  of  specnbitivw  r*^ligioiis  thuu^bt 
and  scientific  research  at  thw  date  of  ita  produc- 
tion, and  is  both  the  Kwet^-ixi^t  and  the  uobleBt 
intellectual  noera  of  the  typiciU  *'  Victorian 
Epoch."  Wordsworth  ]iaviiii;  pHsft^d  aw»^, 
the  laureateship  was  awurdt^d  to  Tennjrwju  in 
IH-jO,  and  by  these  twa  niastwrs  that  oftice  wa« 
reinvested  with  a  dimiiiy  whiL^h  ha^l  l*&en  un- 
worn by  it  since  the  Eli/iibfthan  rtKC.  Tho  lau- 
reate's "Ode  on  the  lJi;jith  uf  tlio  Duke  of 
Welliufirton,"  and  other  iifitifmal  lyHcii.  were 
included  with  "  Maud  Hiid  i>ther  Poeina,**  IHTiTj. 
0^  his  epical  romance »  "  Idyllii  f*f  the  KiuR,'' 
begim  with  the  early  "  ileirtt?  d' Arthur/-  four 
parts  appeared  in  lHrt9,  and  brought  him  to  the 
height  oi  renown.     The  aei-i^s  vmn  finally  coni- 

Sleted  in  1H85.  In  IWm  Utford  ffftve  hmi  the 
egree  of  D.  C.  L.,  and  hf?  waa  e]t>cted,  Ift-lfl,  to 
an  honorary  fellowsliip  of  his  own  culli^^ 
Trinity,  Cambridge.  WaM  fnad^  F.  R.  S.  in 
18<i5.  The  most  noti^d  of  hia  later  vidnmeJi. 
other  than  dramatic,  are  ■  *'  Eiif*ch  Artlen, 
18(>4  ;  "  Balhuls  and  Other  Ptienui,"  lfH> ;  **  Ti- 
resias  and  Other  Pof^Tua,"  iKS.'i  ■  '"I^K'k^lev 
Hall,  iSixty  Years  After/'  imf ;  ''  nemeteV 
and  Other  Poems,"  ls.SIt;  ^'  The  rk*atb  of  CF^ 
none."  etc.,  1H1»2.  Several  of  these  bcioks  ex- 
hibit much  of  the  lyricsd  freMbnes^  And  hifftuty 
of  his  earlier  song,  reinforced  by  ima^nntlon^ 
wisdom,  and  mental  jMjwer*  But  thrtnifhout 
his  work  the  expression  of  the  ''  maHter-pasBiun  " 
is  at  most  one  of  reservi*,  find  thepf*  \a  h  lack  of 
the  gift  to  combine  and  put  in  acHon  type*  of 
human  personality.  Ir  waa  not  Hfranpri>*  then, 
that  his  repeated  eflfoHs  to  cempiw-e  enduring 
dramas  were  unsucceFstiil.  judged  t^y  the  Htaiiil- 
ard  of  his  other  prtHltietifHis.  Ht«  sut'^ceseiv© 
plays,  of  course,  were  akilfuJly  arranged  and 


lutelleDtually  wrougfhtf  a»d  aome  of  tkm. 
brought  out  by  Irrhif^t  had  ©Trery  adrMti^d 
tfiu  Lngliiih  eUiK*  ;  but  th*?y  wiere  tlie  Um^ 
iotm  of  a  ii«rfect  &rii*t,  and  vmeM^^mk^ 
matio.  from  tirst  to  last  ^f  tb«  CeHowfof  na; 
-Uo^n  Mary."  1«7S  s  '^  HahJiI,"  I»7»i  "Ji 
Fatcim  '  and  ^*  The  L<m»'B  Tple,"  1879;  "fb 
Cnp»"    iAHl;    "The    F^OimW    0*    May,^  Iffil; 

18^4,  Tennyson  waa  raiswd  tci  ibe  peerage.   S 

oofifwrrtid   till©  could    incr«a»e   Uis   name  mi 

fam**.  but  bis  new  itatlon^  in  viei*'  of  hia  tteii 

rvatijcni  and  Int^uiiely  Kni^lidh  iUI«c:ii»^ 

Ha  the    kipiciU    r*?cO|piitiuti   <jf  ^_ 

ichical  country,  w»fl   oo©   nUiidy  »idB 

tterti^fl  to  Bc<x*pt  fur   himsell  and  ^  » 

IHH.    After  manY  j&ij*^  rwdenCT'  at  f^ 

wd^  lale  of  Wiglitt  —  av^r  whkh  a  betti* 

m  areotad  by  Sn^liah  and  Amtrkaa  t^ 

m^^ht  diod  at  Aid  worthy  full  uf  hoBB 

ia  no  ^mliali   poet  had   t«oeivrd  bd^ 

He  waa  boned,   12  October.  l^'I.  iwr 

iwfa  of  Chamstfr^  in  Wedtminsi^r  Ablir 

h  restinri»Lu«  «f   a   hturd  aiid  l^mmt 

ftinly  U>  l>e  Tegvrded,  in  timtf  u»  c^nse,  m^ 

aUn,  the  fuU«at  feprt«eAtAiiv4d  of  ^u  »^ 

speculative,    CDisi|ilex    Vic-toiiaA  agt* 

\   Triuipmn^  C.   Ttrini/jioiT    Tttrntr,  A.  I 

italltim.    St;*-*  fiiHo*  **  Vit'toriiLii  Puvts/*  dlj 

and  vi,  and  pp.  41i-tU4*  [«.  c,  s-i 

TENNYSON,  Charles.  —  See  Charla  f"* 

nj/st^n  Turner, 

TBJKNYSON,  Fraderiok.  b,  I^nth,  K 
An  elder  bn>ther  of  Alfred  Tennywm*  Eds- 
cated  at  Eton  atid  Trinity  Collegi?i  Cdnihfwk*- 
Married  an  Italian  prl  and  lived  in  flor^fte* 
but  retumefl  tn  EnE*:land  in  18irif>  and  i*^ik.  ^  • 
teaidence  in  Jers*^-.  Author  of  "  Dar*  i» 
Hours/'  m'Vl:  '*  Tho  Mes  of  Crww/  1-* 
*'  Daphne  atidOtlier  i'otims,'"  l>*i^l ;  "P«fa-* 
tbo  1  )ay  and  1'  ear , '  *  1  ^*i»5.  Died  in  Lcauknu  I*- 
THAGEEHAY,  Williain  Makerpeu».« 
of  the  two  fiTeatest  Victorian  noveliAtj*.  k  C^ 
cntta,  1811  ;  d,  I^ndon,  lH6r;.  After  Ju*  **f 
childhood  in  India,  wfta  sent  to  Kn^Iand.  at^^ 
the  CharterhouiM*  School ;  then  paivird  «  !* 
at  Trinity,  CambHdjre,  bnt  left  wtthnot  i  •* 
^r#e»  widbin^  to  becona.o  an  ax'tiHt.  Hii  k** 
RSI  a  drnuphtamati,  however,  and  liis  s^vd^ 
life  in  Paris,  combined  merely  ttt  aid  him  is  i* 
literary  career  upon  which  circnnMt*n«».  * 
the  bent  of  bi«  true  i^nina,  w^re  soon  to  i*" 
him.  A»  iKekena  made  his  noreli  proit  i" 
youthful  RCiinaintane*  i^ith  low  life,  and  bj  ^ 
Bcrviee  aa  a  I  aw -clerk  and  newspap^r-nf** 
BO  Thackfrav'fl  novela  of  a*>eiety  wwold  i»^ 
br*en  impiT«aible  but  for  hia  (jrod  birfi  •• 
breeding,  bU  touch  of  nniver»ity  nud  studio^ 
atid  hia  travell  on  the  Ctrntinent.  As  m  *i*^ 
he  beg^in  by  eontributinK  to  *'  Frsia^r'*-"  l^ 
42,  a  sffricB  of  writings,  aTncmi^  which  the"!* 
lowplusb  Papers."  and  the  reJiUy  pc*** 
"  Lnck  of  Barry  rj>Tidfin,'*  ot  the^nwlTrs"^ 
place  him  among  the  foremost  of  ninrl'Tii  *f 
uts.    He  also  wrot«  for  ^^  Fnnch/^  «!i,ri^<£''^ 
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In  of  Poliei'man  X/^  appeared,  lfU2«  In 
vir]«*  hiB  ubility  t<»  Ultisrr«t«  hU  story 
ily,  if  fttiUtily.  uith  dniwitii^of  hu  own, 
tqiudly  II  lurit  for  venw,  wa«  a  burn  bul- 
tiudl  liU  iM>enui  —  ATowftdly  "  minor  " 
'an*  dvli|:hiful  with  th«  mirth  ami  t*n- 
frf  hi«  rich  nature.  In  '  '  '  —  '  -  rl 
IruTii   tiia  oHn  bcMikfi  Hi 

aIn^  tuio  ft  Uttle  voluiii  1- 

ky  tu  I'liiKtiaicl  and  j\ 
U>r  of  lh*»  *' l.\>ruliill,  i 

work  iti  Hctkiti,  the  '  ^    1.*  : 

f    Fair,"     1>4K;    **  P-  IHiitj 

p  Kftjound/*   l«u:*;    '*  1  om*9s/* 

H,  Wmiiun.  tli«  **  IiiT«nu7  poet/'  b. 
m,  iniH;  d,  tHtndee,  IHH.  For  many 
i|reHV«r  in  humble  eircunuitJUictiS.  The 
Ivn  of  II  pfMnn  in  th<*  *'  Aberdeen  H«t^ 
(Sll,  crill»*d  iittr>nrii»n  to  hi»  talent. 
I  the  iuHut'ii(N>  (ff  trtiHtd*  he  vtnit^d  Loo- 
irv  h«  wuM  wujTtd^  received.  Publiiihed 
m  titui  H«MX>U«iotioai  of  a  Uamdloom 
»^in  IH44. 

|IP80I^,  FranolA.  b.  nboitt  li&iK  Wm 
1  ut  u  Catlialie  college  luid  wiui  UTieiid 
Efttiiily  tu  U'come  A  m«^iical  MUideai. 
m  Unit  1it«niture  offt* red  tlm  onlv  Uttltll- 
•r  f(tr  him,  he  left  hom**  and  tinderwmit 
hradoiiii  in  the  pamuit  of  hiii  ^hiitieno^- 
m  uoeirv  was  coUtfcted  and  puMiilivd 
ttnder  the  tiae  of  "  Poetn»,'^  and  ww 
i  by  nnother  Tolunie,  **Sist«r^^oiifi2 
ine  to  Two  Mitem/'  1^96,    (D.  !«».) 

If  SON,  Jamea,  b.  Port  GLwgow,  \XM  ■ 
Ion*  l^'I,     He  wty»  luaisitJiDt  «c-h(Wfhnfl«- 

Carniy  statkio,  and  biter  ^     '        '     1 
offioe.    5ubaeqnently  bi^ 

Ikatw  in  th«  intereata  m  a  m „  . .  .a- 

i«  returning  in  a  short  time  Irutu  tbat 
lie  went  to  Snain  a«  the  represantative 
Kew  York  \VorW  dtuinff  the  C^rlkt 
tione.  A  sinKular,  but  niidcmbtad  gao- 
laa  Uitf  and  dcMith  were  infalieiiqiita, 
»  ha4  left  bis  mark  on  Eni?lish  rene. 
of  '^Tbe  Ikmrm  of  a  City/'  1^1; 
Vat  Ifampiitaad/*  IHiCt;  "  Sunday  ap 
l^r*  1«IW;  »*The  City  of  Hrftadfid 
l«7-l :  **  Vaiw'i  Story,"  IJWU  j  "  luaotti- 
fB,    Cp.  *' Victorian  Poete/*  pp.  4:!&- 

nrBCTBT,  0«orff«  Walter,  man  nf 

L  1«»  ;  d,  1«7«,  Son  c^f  -a  I>md*in  «»- 
^b«n  eerenteen,  oontnhiitwl  a  »i«'n*-i 
I  attic]«a  to  tbe  **  Bristol  Jouriud/* 
||  bia  fii«t  volume  jof  ▼eiae,  ''  I^ys  and 
L  or  H-Mm!-  ..♦    a,.,  v:.^  World,"  in 

pt»  w  :    two    proM*^ 

rt*'r  !•.  nan  in  truTel- 

!•  '  I'^-^urri  \m  beat  vculBiiia 

r  Cavaliere  and  Rom^ 

iM  1  i  .^'ifvtodary  and  HliilaHo 

-'     liis  itruee  writin|pi  wttre  contiaaoiBi. 

«  Jo]iii,phystdian«  b.  Dablia, 
at  Tiimty  CoUega,  ilubUii, 


and  at  Paris  and  Viennn.  Took  his  mt'dieal 
deirree  in  1*»(*»  hui  '  ',t«, 

ProfeHior  of  En..  Ira 

CuUi*Ke,  Dublin,  J.     ..  .    .  /.,..  ...^  hi* 

publiNhetl  works  ar«  '  Lauroiia  aitd  t>li>er 
Pcwms*'^^  1HT(1'  *' Fot«st  Songn/'  iMhi  »  *' He* 
lena  in  Troaji.  a  draina,  \^Ji ;  *^  The  Banahaa 
and  Other  Poems/'  l>fihii. 

TOMSOer.    Graham   B,  -  See    Hotamuml 

Mttrriott  H  at$%fn» 

TOWNSH£ND.  Cbaunoay  Hara,  h.  imQ* 
d .  1 8tiH,  Ed  <}c«ted  at  TH nit y  I  ItiU ,  <  'am bridm, 
and  took  the  deffree  of  M,  A\  in  IX*4>  Author 
of  *' JeruMletu,  IKJii;  *^ 
with  OtJMr  P^MBOia/*  IMS] 


ennimM  in  Nmneta. 
^  The  Shell  Oat«7 


TBMISOB,  fiichard  ClianaTix,  divine,  b. 
Dublin,  !Hft7;  d,  IK^fl.  Wiw  rdncnt*  d  nt  liar- 
rowai>'>  <tid 

Arcbl.  off 

-Thr>-_  -:  U,,_  .....  ;...,..,..  i'.«t 
and  Preeent/  ihott;  and  cvtlier  pnac  wofka. 
His    poemii  were  eollectied  aad  publbbed  in 

TURKESR.  Cbarlea  Tennjaon.  clorvynum, 
b.  INW;  d.  rV-i-'Vnn.  IHTl*.  Eld«r  Urtilher 
of  Alfred,  I  *tin.     In  lM*7t  "  Pm^ms 

by  Twu  Hm>  sLic'n  by  liinmrU  and  AU 

fred.  was  r'<  '  1  1  n«>  was  eraduatad  at 
Trinity  Coll.>  '  n-  I  lidK*',  l^^^tl;  and  ordained 
in  IN'Ci.  liri:4.uu  'k  a  u,r  of  Onuiby,  Harried 
I^nuiaa  Sell  wood,  Histi:«r  nf  Ladv  TiMijnMMi,  in 
la-^rt.  !r,  ma'i.  by  the  death  of  Ilia  mat-onalai 
^  ■■  ■     '   "  >ie  aueeaeded  to  Ike  aetata  it 

<  V   the  tiame   ol  Taniar.    Aa 

^t  i«^«tion  nf  His  aonaata  waa  polK 

liMhed  Ml  1  Vi«i,  Hfter  his  death. 

TYNAN.  Kathartna.  —  Sea  Katkarim 
Tyntin  //laXsea. 

TTBWHITT,    Ba«lnald 

at.  joh"     •      -        * 

rradn.i 
Mairdit; 
wurkfc   u[H.'ii, 
FJr^Jd  lorir, 

Ing  Ut  this  1 -^^  ,.  ■-.  ,^ 

notes  wi*ru  obtj»iu<Hi,  thi"  *] 
lad  by  Uiis  povl  is  somvuhai 
lonff  the  anf 
BaUa^te  aaiXyrirta.*'    D.  OiLford*  1  '>:o 

VUXTOE,  John^  phikaof  I 
Peebles,  near  Ediobursili,  1^ 
Educated  at  tin-  Gniiuuuu-  ,*^ 
veraity    ol    ' 
Meiaphvaic^ 
St.  Andrew- 
(fow    TniTrr 
'*  Th<*  Twc^vi 
lian  and  Oihtr  I'm^uiA,"  LS=s;i, 

VSLEV;     Marcarat.    b.     Ifmt    d. 
Danirbtj^r  nf  Animatiia  Charka  Va|af«  m 
tor  la  Bralatree.  E—i.  fiagMi  *tldafr  f  aaia  ■! 
an  early  af  a.  C^otfibaCadbrapriMaaMpoal 
paftodkyi  al  Laadoii ) 


RJohardn 
'  Waa 
c.Mary 
««Tittiil 
1  *rwe 
—  ihr- 
^i^:mn« 

:     ■    )  J 

i'^'i- 


ifsr. 


totha 


tl^:.^ 


7o8 


BIOGRAPHICAL  NOTES 


ioa.  Her  po6ms  wvre  wUect&d  and  pal>liiili«<d 
m  13S^,  with  a  biugTfi  Hml  prvfiMse  b;  Luslitt 
ijtepbeu. 

"VIOLET  FANE." -.See  Ladu  Cmrie. 

WAJ3DINOTON,  FveiuaI,  b,  Bmtmx  SjiA, 
iVkj^h ire.  1644,  Tool  bU  d«rgtve  fixint  Bruae- 
nasi'  I'dlli-L:*^,  Oitfurdt  l*^*  UbtaiD<&dl  lui  up- 
iKJiiUivLHitt  :it  tbti  liij  d  af  Ttruclt»,  Id  tiSM^ 
publkh^d  "  EuE^lish  i:  tuieta  by  Living  WVit- 
era/^  His  first  bm>k  c  origiiuil  vurfk:  app^fured 
In  1K«4,  entitled  ''Soni    ta  and  Other  Verse/' 

^WJLDm^    Thoma» 
Jcrae^y,  1875,     Issued 
in  m2ru    Was  &  Me 
oiiti  of  the  bfUid  of  ra 
who    flourwbed    in 
dzaitiiia,  Bonte  of  wbi 
o«fli  iht  Co  vent  Garde* 
PfBBi"  and  contribiit 
ftqid  ol^br  periodtcidii. 
di*  Canninfl^**  n  col 
**  Th^  Couti^ntion  of 
l^^nifc,"    *^Tbe   Sbad^. 
tliaiiMia,"  IH'ilK 

TSTALKER,   Willi 
oritie,  k  PtjtubrokQ, 

iH^JtS.  Educfited  nt  Lt^Hi  »uu  *«.•.  ^^aii^ij  *.«!- 
letC*?-  \Mn-'ii  but  iievfc'Mte**!!  wrote  an  epic  poeiiL^ 
*^  Gu^tfivojs^  Viiflii,"  Ijiter,  hii  tsdltfdft  'H..i(jrpua 
Poet  arum  Liitiiioruin/'  Hia  Shnkt^pearean 
uatei^  )Lp]ierLtH.'d  111  liSTi-ianil  lfk'A\  j^nd  hm*'"  Fu^t- 
ieal  Rij-rualiu*  **  lu  IfS.'iS. 

WALUEjH,  Job  a  Fr&ncis,  bami^ter,  b. 
Liiiieriek,  1?^10^  d,  l^.H.  Author  of  a  number 
of  jMH^iiH,  but  iM  more  widely  knuwii  ^  a  critic 

ami  e**'iyiHt. 

'WTAHaErf,  John   Loloestor.  —  Sc^^   L&rd 

WATBOIf,  Hoaamund  Marriott  ("  ara^ 
bam  B.  TomsoEi"!,  h.  Ltiuduii,  l«*i<),  UudL^r 
thi'  bitti^r  diisijjtiiitiiiu  Hbi*  t'^iiiied  her  repute  ii* 
tht?  author  uf  "The  liird-Bride,  a  Volume  ui 
Balbutji  and  Somn^ti*/'  publi^ibed  in  l^\\\  "A 
SuniiUL^r  Nig'bt  and  Other  Pi>i??iiM/*  l*^\  \  **  After 
Sunfti^t,'*  V^W'it  Hjls  HilUed  Ki'Veral  aiithiilnj^fiusi. 
This  p«iet  nnnoiinf'<"i  tliiH  iii-r+TifttT  hir  writiuj^i 
will  appear  wirh  the  HijjriJ^iture,  "  UtiAauuLnd 
5Iamott  Watftun/*  HaH  uuiitribatijd  to  \Lu^ 
llub  nud  Americau  period k'ala  under  the  uaiuq 

WATBOM-,  Williara,  b,  BfTrl^^yin-Wlmrfi- 
dale,  I'^Tyi^,  The  hitti^r  piart  of  his  ublldhood 
and  t^itrly  ruauhoorl  were  sipent  near  Liverpoid. 
Ln  IMiri  some  \ti  bin  ptH*Tiifl  stppt^arvd  In  "  Tb*a 
ArK"iiKi,*'  n  LiviPTpiKjl  periodicjd.  "  The  Frince^a 
Qii«:at  and  Other  PiteuiH^'  wfia  publiiHibud  m 
1H8(K  *' Epifi^rnnis '^  was  issjied  m  1HH4.  fn 
IHSfi,  he  eoatrihufed  trstbi^  **  National  Review  *' 
a  sonnt^t-fleqTiencf*.  *'  Ver  Tenebro*i.iim/'  Cmiie 
into  hisrli  repute  thrnut^b  bin  stntfliy  and  iimiiri'^ 
itatiy*!  pimm^  mi  Wordw worth,  Sbelh^y,  and  Tt'n- 
njHon,  the  la^f  of  whiL':h  lh  reprinted  in  this 
iLutholo^.     Hia  GoUeoted  ""  Pcntci  ^^  iippeart»l 


iu  Vim,  followed  by  '*  Ode«  awd  Other  Peem," 

WATTS  (-DUTffTOIin.    Theodora    eji». 

b,  St.  Ives,  In:«k    Trained   as  &  Baturalist,  kf 

afterwarda  studied  law,  and  pa^B^  Ma  fxm^ 

natirm  in  lH(i3.   Haa  rt^ide<i  enjeHf  in  Losdoa^ 

Intimately  associated  with  I),  G.  KoiseTti  id 

othem  of  the  Pi^-Rapba«Ht«a,  And  now  t  dr 

Toted  friend  and  i'oinpaui^^n  of  Mr,  Swinbtm, 

Contributed    articles    to    tb«<     ^'  £nerclo|wla 

Britanuii'a,-'  eiEtwundin^   the   prineipie»  of  1^ 

"  "  ■   \nntie  movement/'  the  Nature  of  Puftij: 

4ijntiibi3ted  to  the  **  Nineteenth  C*iitiirt  * 

e  "  Examiner,^'  and  b  Icadiniir  critic  of  tii 

inienm  '*  b  poetry  and  the  ftrts.    Aot^ 

Is©  Coming  of  t-ove,"  1S97  ;  **  Ayl^ia, ' 

•*Chriatmoa  at  tb©  Mermaid,''  l^HL 

.UQH,  EdwiD,  "  tb«  X^auTOftte  of  LO' 

«,"  b.  R4iehdale«  l?*lw  ;  d.  iHMj,  A 
?  and  b«>oka^ller,  who  finally  (iuTi^ 
f  to  literature,  aad  won  rv^^^ud  bj  tk 
JO  nature  of  Im  puuni^  In  the  Laacftstib* 
\,  and  by  hU  IucaI  t&lea  and  ski^^dia. 
F  of  *■■  I^ancasbire  Sketches/*  '"  Pa»« 
»nt*a«hire  N>nt^,"  ete*.  and  iai»eh  otli* 
and  v^nttf.  Hia  complete  workai  in  I'J 
ea,  were  ptihBahed  IbHl^^. 

WEATQEBLY,    Frederic    Edwtrd,  bsr 

rbter,  b.  Purtishi^Ad,  liHH.  t^ubliHlit<d  hi»  lir* 
vulume  of  verse*  '^  Muriel  ajid  Other  PofTR 
IJST^J.  TtM-vk  bla  degr^ei  frona  Br-a»!^no6(f  i*^ 
leife,  Oxfurd,  1H7L  Called  to  the  Itar,  l"^" 
Many  of  his  lyrics  have  been  set  to  muse  k 
1  eliding  euinptiijerH  and  are  very  pt^pular^  H/ 
h.'i,'4  iii-to  writEen  librettcjs,  liuid  aevtLml  boa^£>' 
ghildi-^u, 

W:EB3TEH,  AuiruBta  (Bawieai,  b.  Rook 
l\  fj^  t«h  i  re ,  bs-iO  ;  d .  LH^  M ,  1  >aii44:h|  er  of  Vm- 
Admiral  George  Daviea,  In  IMjiii  puhlaba^i 
"■  Blantibe  Lkk  avid  Other  Pi*erns/*  tLaiv  it 
Tweudunyni  "■  Ceeil  Home/*  In  IMH  mAnifli 
Sir.  Thoiiiaji  Wtiljftt^r,  Fi-Uow  and  U*  I^ 
turer  of  Triuity  College,  CambridjEre,  but  ft* 
a  flo))citi»r  in  London.  *"  A  Woman  SilJ  aJ 
Orber  Ptrema "  appealed  in  1HH7,  AutW^ 
fleveral  metric^al  dntinaa,  and  of  :»ome  Jiuf'tifr 
bitiora  of  (Jreek  trAjrinliea,  '"In  a  lit/* 
draiua,  appeared  in  1^^2. 

VTEIR,  Arthur,  banker,  K  Montred;  1* 
Educated  sit  Mf  nit  real  High  Schofd  and  )kt^ 
Uuiveraity.  Held  edit-oriftl  pq«itiona  tm  Car 
dian  new»paperH  for  nevpral  years,  and  ibeD^ 
came  an  nnniytica]  ohemiBt,  but  ^nTenpsfi*^ 
tn  enter  Ida  fatber*a  bank.  "  Fb^ors  de  Lt?' 
appeared  in  iSHt,  and  *'  Tlxe  Rotiuin<^  .irf  ^ 
Richard,  Sonnet«>  and  OtheT  Poems'"  in  I^' 

WELCH,  Sarali.  Liveai  in  Adelaide,  N^ 
Anstmlia,  and  ia  a  ntirae  in  hcmpitalj.  Arit 
of '*The  DyiiiiT  Chorister,  and  the  OiA^raSit" 
Ftineral,"  1H7!>. 

WEIiDON.  Chart«8,  1R_  ^  iKg*!  U  t^^ 
and  KStoddard'a  "' Eneli^ii  Verse,*' Wifl'i*  » 
set  down  a«  an  Engli^un]  ~    ' 


nuif  whose  poeod  Y 


I 
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I  over  the  uKtiatiire  '*0.  O.'*  in  tha  New 
i^k  '^  Tribm>«,"  thm-^i^, 
^WSJjLtBt   Cbarlea  J«reiAlfth,  h.  1800 j  d, 
MiknHtiliNif    i^\i^      lu    hia    youth    Ix^c-aine  tvt- 

JnAuiied  with  th«  K^uti)  bt^them,  and  with  K. 
L  Uurne,  Id  l^l^i  btf  publbhed,  luiuitytij^iudy, 
**E5torie»  ttft^ir  Nuturw,"  mid  iti  1M'J4,  '*  Joseph 
ttjod  Hiei  Brethren,  n  Nrripturd  Dnmin :  In  Two 
Acta,'^  UiUJig  the  iifieudcinym  "  H.  L*  Hovjtrd/^ 
irhifl  WAS  revived  tn  l^Tii,  with  an  mtfudiicLiun 
^y  Mr«  L^witibume,  Pimctised  l^w  early  lit  hfti<i 
*fid  at  one  time  held  h  profeflMcinihip  Hi  Quiiu- 
per,  Uw  clcMuig  yeais  were  paB^d  at  Mat- 
fteillt4. 

WEBT^TOOD,  THomaa,  b.  1H14  j  d.  IFRS, 
In  yimtb  hecoEue  an  iutimate  frietid  of  Cbaf]i» 
l^amb^  VVna  t!iitbiuiiiuttif*  on  the  auhjeet  of 
aaglii^,  and  publiuhetl  in  IMVI  "  The  Uirunii^le 
utf  the  (Jprnplete  Au^j^Let-.^^  Uiji  firit  volume  of 
T«n0,  ''  Poems,''  Appeared  iji  lS4t^  lu  1M4  be 
vmwred  to  lielgiinu  oa  a  raiWiiv  officials 
'*G«yiei«d  ID  the  UWrnin^/'  imued  in  188;>, 
la  B  eollection  of  posma  previously  ptiut«d« 

W^THEJRALB,  Etbelwyn,  b.  in  Ontario^ 
Can.,  of  KiiirlsHh  Qunker  j^ansutiiije*  Educated 
a.t  a  Frit'iidH*  buarditit^-^^hool  in  New  York 
iBtat««  and  ut  Pickering  C«U^,  Ontariti,  i^h*: 
m  a  ioumalLit^  and  has  contribat^d  poetxiut)  tiiid 
V'cne  to  pi^ritxtiesdji  in  the  United  States  and 
dft-TT*-^"  Nu  eullected  volume  of  her  wurkit 
lu*  yet  beou  published. 

WHITS,  QlMwm,  art  editor,  h.  IBol, 
Now  fullowa  hia  profosttbn  in  Luudon,  where 
k  htm  been  editor  of  **  The  ^Studio  -^  mid  other 
9«l«et  ummiUji  ■  bnt  ft*r  a  time  r*5aided_  in  the 
Unitea  States^  and  conducted  tbe  N»  Y.  ^'  Art 
Aimat^TTr. "    Writer  of  historical   and  crititAt 


eta  on  art,  and  a  d^i^ner  of  bucjk^pLat^e^, 
titiii  PTI*}  ^tfl.  Im  ako  a  ccintrihutor  tu  the 
Cbntmy  GMjhl*»    **  Hwhby    Hon*e/'    and 


•dxted  **  Balladea  and  Rondeana^  '^  a  selection 
<rf  po«ni3  by  l>ob«otit  Lans?  and  othtirs,  with  a 
dkapter  on  the  Tarioua  ballad  ""  forti]^,^^  1HH7. 

mrniTlIH^AB,  Ohaflei,  ni^relbit,  K  haor 
dcm,  1H04;  d,  Melhoume,  1K(i2.  For  ft  time 
vaaeH^a*re4  in  (xminierdid  puranita,  hnt  finally 
reiwjrt*d  tc*  literature,  and  ij^iined  the  frit^ncf* 
ahip  of  C'haj-les  DicketiA.  Puhliithed  *'  The 
SofitaiT,'^  a  poem,  I«;U,  and  in  18:M,  **  The 
Aotohiofnifcphj  of  Jack  Kptch,''^  a  work  of 
flodon,  which  iiidode*  "  ^Dm  Confeaaion  of 
Jamaa  Wilaon,^'  Hia  moat  important  tiov^l 
WM  **  Richard  Savage,'*  1M2,  A  collective 
«dftNiii  of  hia  poems  appHarf  d  in  1^49,  An  ad- 
iidT«1i1«  criiicfd  bifiiiraphy  <if  Whitehead,  by 
H.  T.  Maekenxie  Bt^ll,  appeared  in  l^^M,  and 
■inoe  then  has  been  reYiaed  for  a  new  edition, 

IKTHITWOBlfe  ^lltlam  Honir.  In 
Sharp'a  "*  Sonneta  of  the  Century  'Mt  ia  stated 
that  Mr.  Whit  worth  wa«  bead  maaterin  a  larjfe 
pablio  school.  Author  of  varioua  aotmeta 
wb]<)b  have  been  preaerved. 

^WHiBERFOBOl!.,  Samutl,  divine,  K 
Qapham  Conumm,  IW5 ;  d.  1U73.    bon  of  WU* 


liam  Wilberforce ;  educated  at  Oiford,  Or- 
daini^  ui  ItJH,  and  after  Beveral  appointmeiLy 
biKranie  Biahop  of  Uicford  and  Winchester. 

WHjBE;  Jano  Franoeaoa  Sp«ran2a  {'EU 
Kaa^  Ij*dy.  widow  of  ^ir  William  Wild  it? »  who 
died  in  iJkiO,  an  archieologiit  of  JluUlin,  and 
aurifeotiHiculiijit  to  the  Qneeu.  Contrihuted  to 
"  1  no  Nation/'  aa  "'  !S|wraii^/^  In  addition  to 
varians  prooe  works  and  tronalations  fft>m  th« 
French  and  Gertiiaiu  ha.i  publUhed  *'  Ugo 
Bassi,''  l*tiM  ;  and  ''  Pi>ema,"  1«GJ>    D.  1896, 

WXLDE,  Oaoar  FlnsaU  O'Flatiejrtle  Wllla, 

drauiatiMt,  b.  Dublin^  li^f*\  Son  of  Sir  William 
and  Lady  Wilde  {''J^peranKa").  Kdueated  at 
Trinity  CoIk«|^>,  Dublin,  and  Maf^alen  Collegt^, 
Oxford,  takiiig^  bin  Oicford  dej^ree  in  187?^.  In 
both  colleges  excelled  in  profl«  and  poetical  conf 
pui>iition,  and  waa  winner  of  ibe  Newdi^ate 
prixe  at  Oxford.  Publiaheil  his  early  "  Poetns  " 
m  IHHL  Became  ^*  an  upoatle  of  artiatic  honao 
decoration  and  dress  rtlorm/^  and  the  auth«>r 
of  aucc^aful  playa.  *''  8alo<nej**  a  disma  in 
Frendi,  baa*'d  oii  ttie  at<»rv  of  Herod  and  iien>- 
diaa,  appeared  in  im'A.     (U.  Parta^  1900.) 

W^LI^^^MB,  Sarah  («'  8adi«"»),  b,  London, 

1^41 ;  d.  IbHa^,  while  engofsfed  in  preparing  her 
poema  for  publicutiim.  '^TwiJij^ht  Iloura:  A 
Legacy  of  Verse,^^  was  iaaued  shortly  after  her 
dcathf  and  coiit^tied  a  prefatory  niemoif  bj 
the  late  Ihian  Plnmptra* 

WILLS,  William  Oorman,  painter  and 
dramatist,  h.  Kilkenny  ('o.,  Ireland,  1K2B;  d, 
London,  18*11.  liducftted  at  Trinity  College, 
Oublin.  Studied  art  at  tbe  RoyaJ  Iriab  Acad- 
emy and  acquired  some  reputation  as  a  portrail- 
paint^'r.  Wmt**  a  ^^F^  nun  1  her  of  dranDoi, 
the  fir«t  of  which,,  **  'fhe  Man  o'  Airlie,"  wai 

frodiicfid  m  1^67.  "Charlea  I.*"  with  Henry 
rvini?  in  the  title  oharacter,  ran  for  two  bniH 
dred  niR^bts  at  the  "  Lyoemu  ''  in  1H72.  CoUab- 
oratc»d  with  Sydney  Orundy  and  with  Weatland 
Maraton, 

WOOD8,  Jamei  Cbapvnaii,  author  of  *'  A 
Child  of  the  People  and  Other  PiMJtns,''  ISTO; 
^'  Guide  to  Swanaea  and  tbe  Mumblea,  Oower 
and  Other  Placea/'  1HM.Tj  a  leettiie  on  "Old 
and  Hare  Book*,*'  lB8a,  and  "In  Forvisn  Bj^ 
ways,"  iml. 

WOODS,  Marsai-et  L.,  datifHit«r  of  Deaa 
Bradley  and  wife  of  President  Wooda  of  Trin- 
ity College,  Oxford.  Author  of  *'A  ViUa«« 
Tra^yJ^  18«7;  ''  Lyrioa  and  Balkda/^  Ifm,** 
"Either    Vanhomrigb/^    1W*1 ;    and   **  Vagar 

bonds/'  mn. 

WOOLJTBK,  Thomwi.  scnlptor.  b.  Had- 
leipb,  in  S^uffolk,  182-"^;  d.  London.  Itm.  Edu- 
cated at  Iiwwicb,  and  bejpn  to  study  sculpt nro 
in  tbe  fftnaio  of  William  Behnea.  when  but  thir- 
t«en  yeara  of  age.  Kihihitid  hia  first  model 
at  the  Rf>Ta]  Academy  in  1H4I1  Hiii  ueict,  a 
poup,  "  The  Death  of  'B<iadic6a,*'  eatahlished 
hia  reputation.  Contribute  verse  to  **Tht 
Germ,  the  magazine  publiabed  by  the  **  Plr^ 
Raphaelite    Brotherhood/^      ''Mj    Beantifiil 
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Lady"   appeared  in 
1881;  ''Sireniis"aiid* 

WOBDSWOBTH, 
Braintree,  Eisez,  1807' 
William  Woidaworth,  i 
at  Winoheeter  School 
Cambridge.     Canon 
and  in  1869  appointed 
liahed  a  rolnme  of  pow 

"WBATIBIiAW,  T: 
of  an  old  Bohemian  f 
for  a  century.  In  180 
books  of  TeiM,  and  in 


US ;    **  PvirrtiaBou  "   in 

Jhrifltopher,  diviiid,  b. 
d.  1^85.  Nephew  ol 
le  Imnreate,  Educated 
nd  at  Trinity  College^ 
Weatmi  lister  Abbey^ 
fihfipjaf  Lhtoolii.  Pub- 
!i.  ^' The  Holy  YsAr,^^ 
lodore,  t>-  Kuub^,  1H71» 
lily  flettled  in  E^j^lAud 


BB8AVT,  mr  Wi 
month,  14  Aug.,  1836 
College,  London,  and  U 
Cambridge,  where  he 
He  soon  became  Senia 
College  of  fiiaoritias. 
health  forced  him  to  n 

he  has  since  resided,  x.^  1.^1*^.  ■>«  lj^ci^v^j 
of  the  Palestine  Exploration  Fund  until  1K85, 
and  then  was  made  Hoiu  Secretary'.  His  firait 
■work  appeared  in  18()H :  "  Stinliee  in  Early 
French  Poetry."  In  collfibafntiofi  with  the  lat^ 
Professor  Palmer  he  wnita  a  **  HiHtcjry  of  Jeru- 
salem/' 1871.  In  this  suiue  y^.ir  Im  l>e^n  hU 
literary  partnership  with  the  lat«  Jameit  Rice, 
The  associates  produced  many  novt^U,  and  two 
plays,  one  of  wnich  waa  linaeted  at  the  Court 
Theatre.  Among:  Walter  Besant'ft  nubllcatiDrui 
under  his  own  name  ar« :  "  The  French  Hu- 
morists," 1873;  ''Coligny,"  1879;  "The  Hfr 
Tolt  of  Man:"  "Dorothy  Pointer,"  I8*i4; 
*'  Armorel  of  Lyonnesse,"  IWIO  -  "  Beyond  the 
Dreams  of  Avarice,"  18i>5  ;  "The  V\tv  of  Ref- 
uge," 18%;  "The  Rise  of  the  HritiBh  Empir«/^ 
1897.  His  world-faraouii  nuvel  "  All  Sortj^  nud 
Conditions  of  Men,"  1H1S2,  led  tii  the  fi^undinE? 
and  erection  of  the  PeojdeV  Pjilaen  in  th«  Kjtflt 
End  of  London.  He  is  the  editor  of  th<+  fterii's 
of  bio^aphies  entitled  "Th**  Ni^w  PlTirarch,"' 
and  of  an  extensive  work,  "'The  Survey  of 
Western  Palestine."  In  l^l^)  he  wilh  kiU(^ht*.HL 
As  Chairman  and  the  le^dinj;:  spirit  of  the  "  In- 
corporated Society  of  Authora,"  Sir  Walter^a 
services  to  his  own  craft  have  beeti  from  first 
to  last  couragreous  and  far-rflAchinEj,  He  is  held 
in  honor  and  affection  by  aJl  prufej^Hiuiml  writ- 
ers of  the  English  tongiie.  llie  tharniini;  h^ric 
"To  Daphne"  is  from  lua  novel  "  L>orf*thy 
Forster,*^  where  it  is  attribut^'d  to  the  gallttut 
Lord  Derwentwater,  who  suffered  in  the  cause 
of  the  Pretender,  A.  D.  17Uj.  (U,  Hampattiod, 
Eng.,  10  June,  1901.) 


YEATS.  Wmiem  Bxit1«r,  critic^  b.  ^t^ 
mount,  DubUn,  18ri*i.  JSpent  the  ^TVit*rs*i 
of  Ilia  cliildlioud  at  Slig-o,  Uas  eontributel  t> 
the  **  National  Obaerrer/'  ojid  other  pms^ 
cals.  Aciidiii^  hU  publications  are  "FaiijMl 
Folk  Tal**  of  the  Irish  F«a£aiitry ''  m* 
^'^Imh  Talefl/'a  volume  of  HeJectiaoe fram tb* 
IriFib  noveLi«t8«  issued  in  1)^1 ;  "  John  Sbcntfi 
and  Dhiiya "  (Pftetidonyiu  LibraiyJ,  IWIi 
**The  Count  ess  Korthleeu/'  C»m*MJ  Sens, 
li^R! :  and  edited  in  oonjiLnction  witJi  Mr  £  I 
*^'^      "  The  Worka  of  Wim»m  Bl*ke,"  S 1^ 


KEMB,  Obarlfttt,  the  ^cat  Ticiam 
li  uf  Uie  oaixunon  people,  b.  LaimIjhii 
louth,  lUlJid.  G»diihilJ  PWe,Be«E# 
N  !»Tl\  '*Tli«  Ivy  Gr^n"  k  fi™  • 
jlmnei  JU  it  oHg;ina]iy  appeared  ii  tfci 
wit'k  Papery."  Xhc  niimi  even  Irat  \m 
ijeoiiA  Terdioii,  as  aet  to  mtisie  by  Hetff 

*>H«i<iiuiU  eJLTi  be  found  in  various  soctg-bx'biK 

colltictiuiis. 

In  the  notice  of  Xiord  Tenny^ftOD^  p.  Ti'^.tb 
desLgiuktion  of  His  title  ia  tjiken  frtira  *"  Butk" 
Peerage,"  but  ita  oorrectnesa  m&s  he  oi^ji  ^i 
question.  Mr,  Enfrene  PnjTNuos,  c*f  Chjiir^. 
hflvinir  iiiJititut4?d  »  seareh  at  Heralds' L^^li*^ 
finds  ''that  the  Patent,  erftiifius:  Alfrvd  1^:- 
nysirn.  Esquire,  a  Banvn  of  the  Umt^d  Kiit 
dom  by  Iht^  nume,  Jit^'le,  and  titl*?  of  Br^ 
Tennumn  of  Aid  war  th  in  iiuss^jr,  amiofFft^ 
water  in  the  Isit  ^  Wight ,  ia  dat«d  jaauKj^ 
1884. 

Since  the  deAth  of  "WlUiam  Sliarp.  it  b 
been  announced  that  he  aiid  '"  Fiona  M^rW 
were  tlie  sajiie  i>i*r»on.     The  poems  aiwiiik 
writinKfl  pMrportiug^  to  be  the  work  ef  .i^^-" 
tiah  woman  thuB  named  were  in  the  fmni  riii 
of  thofw  cif  the  pionet^rH  in  the  modern  "<  Vi&r 
re^nvalj"  and  contain  posAibly  the  nnfttU^u? 
memoriaLt  which  Mr.  Sharp  prtKliic*.-d,    .^H'  * 
the  publifatiotis  bearing   hia  paeudniiTTis  i.-r 
"Phorais;    a   HoTOance    of    the   Ish-s!"  1'^*' 
'^TheMountainLover»/''18<li5;  **FmmtbfHii' 
of  Dreftm,"  im\ ;  "  The  Washer  of  th*"  Fri 
imWii   *M>thBr  Studies   in   fcvptHtusl  Ba^vr^ 
I'JOO.  ^ 

On  January  1,  lS9fi,  Alfk^d  Auatin  w^t  i> 
pointetl  to  the  Lsureat«^jdiip,  whieh  uffi*^  vs% 
then  hnd  remained  vacant  after  the  dedii* 
Lord  Teonyttqa  in  11592, 
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A  \mhf»  f«vU  lik«  Ma-vbeUs  pink,  dl, 
A  bt*ittir  clvftTw  th«  moocilit  jut,  dl<}« 
Abide  with  me !  Put  falls  th«  eTvntid*,  173, 
A  blood-red  Hi^  banir  round  tbe  moon,  043. 
A  iKiat,  bent'Ath  a  aunfiv  sky,  47f^ 
Ahtmt  Cilenkiudie  and  b»  ma^a,  144. 
A  bow  yon  M>tubr»  awell  cif  land,  3li. 
ActoM  the  fiolda  like  awaUows  fly,  003. 
Acrcwi  the  sea  a  land  there  ia,  40^, 
A  rypn'!!!«H hough,  and  a  roafr-wreath  nr«tl,  SI* 
Ad  in  11  tn  Fmnee  I  my  Uta«t  fftanoe,  610. 
Afar  the  hunt  in  TalM  below  haa  aped,  3SK 
A  Doatini;,  a  floatinfp,  •Ml. 
A  (TMU^Mt  (Ihk  mnil^^d  ont  toaeiik,  (»tO. 
A       ■  ■  -    ^^  .dav.  4^11;. 

A  iHty  luuiai4<X 

^        :  .,        ,  iintide,  ICIN. 

Ah,  W  iMit  vj^iii.     lu  yuii  fluw«r-bidl,  4129'* 
Ah.  brinir  it  not  so  ^udi^igly,  i^^Z. 
Ah.  did  you  once  »««  Shell^^y  phun,  Tyi^, 
Ah  !  I  'm  feared  thou  *«  oonM  too  aooin,  501. 
All !  leare  the  smoke,  the  wealth,  the  roar,  495. 
Ah  !  lofiK  Mfo  linoe  I  or  thou,  VIL 
Ah,  love,  the  teacher  we  dt^Tit^d,  AT7, 
Ah !  not  becanae  our  ^HiLdier  di«d  bvfore  hia 
fiald  waa  woo,  350. 

A  ho;  A  hoi  ao. 

Ahoy  !  and  0-bo !  and  it  *»  who  'a  for  the  ferry, 

515. 
Ah,  iweet  Kitty  N«il,  rise  up  from  that  wheel, 

m. 

Ah  I  thon.  too,  aad  Aliitltieri,  like  a  waoia^ 

All  wl  Uo  Boeptred  race.  1^. 

A  Uit<  '  June  ;  -  the  air,  G£t. 

Alaa,  huw  ^ouu  the  houie  am  orvr,  12. 
Alaa,  that  my  heart  ia  a  lute,  33R^ 
Alaa,  the  moon  ahotUd  ever  beam*  1 19. 
AUa  1  who  knowa  or  oarea,  my  lore,  541. 
,  ▲  Uiie  of  liirht  1  it  ia  the  inland  aea,  '2M, 
A  little  fair  aonl  Chat  knew  no  ain,  219. 
A    little    fiay  Ull-fplade,  cloee-iiufed«  with- 
drawn, SS% 
A  little  love,  of  Hearen  a  little  ahare.  fi3T* 
A  littl«  while  a  little  Iotc,  :m. 
A  littlf*  whiUi  my  love  and  I,  2fAn. 
All  bvantilol  thinga  hiistg 

All  in  tb«  April  eTenlnir,  575. 

AH  •liiti*'  1  Ixiufid  the  roae  in  ahaavoa,  980, 

Ail  my  Mtan  forsake  roe.  531). 

All  niffht  i  watched  awake  for  moniinr»  A56, 

All  otW  joyi  of  life  he  atrove  to  warm,  371* 

Ail  the  atorm  haa  rolled  away,  Sm, 


All  the  world  orer,  I  wonder,  in  landa  that  I 

never  have  trod,  2(i2, 
All  thinga  are  ohai^ped  aare  thee,  —  thou  art 

the  aame,  447. 
All  thinK*  loumey :  suu  and  moon,  155. 
All  thin^  that  paae,  MK 
Alone  I  atay  ;  for  1  nni  lame,  578. 
A  lonely  way,  and  aa  1  went  my  eyea,  294. 
Although  I  PiitiT  nnt,  :«it, 
A  timid  wli  :     !  of  bur  tilavfnl  tima,  839* 

AnibitioKK  L>;ink«  <[(*]ilore,  513tt 

Am  I  the  .-.I  _,    .k}\  W. 

A  moth  bvUtvd,  kuu  and  iciihsT-kiiil,  30t>. 
**  And  eiren  uur  wuniiiu,**  taaiiy  grumbtaa  Bett, 

335. 
And  if  the  wine  yon  drink » the  lip  you  proaa, 

»41. 
And  t»  tho  swallow  Kone,  7^^ 
And  ao,  like  most  yiuinir  P*>*^<  ui  a  flnah,  140, 
And  thna  alt-expeetant  abiding  I  waited  not 

kNW,  for  aooa,  :fii7. 
And  tmiE,  yon  aay,  i*  all  divine.  5K3. 
And  we  micrht  truat  theee  yootha  and  inaidaat 

fair,  l.Vi. 
And  yon,  ye  atata,  226. 
Anaar  the  eeatrt  of  that  aorthani  ereat,  3M5. 
AnoChar  aldht,  and  yet  no  tldiaf*  aome,  452. 
A  fMile  aad  aiiiil^aiak  woman  with  wan  eyea, 

551. 
A  penaiva  phototrapli,  601. 
A  plaoe  in  thy  memory,  Deatwit  I  90, 
A  poet  of  one  muod  in  all  my  Uya,  dSfk 
A  poor  old  kinc  with  aorrow  for  my  erown,  ttT, 
Are  ycm  ready  for  your  itaapla-obaae,  Lo«Tmine» 


Lonaine,  Lon^  3tlJ 
^    Bntt  I 


toi 


Am  yon  tir*d? 

ahamewofftlivt  41XK 
Ariae,  my  almnberair  Mn>l  V  vriaa,  93. 
A  roundel  ia  wronfcht  mt  a  ring  or  a  itar^hrif  ht 

aphere,  431. 
Artamidora  I  Goda  inriatbla,  7. 
Art*a  wte  ;  what  ia  it  bat  lo  tonQh  the  tprtncif 

8T2. 
A  aaat  for  thiaa,  where  boat  and  ineat.  508. 
Aa  fly  the  ahadoiea  oW  Iha  fraaa,  101. 
A  ihoataf  idlaia,  f  ram  a  tnarokaMi  arafl*  3S). 
Aa  I  oant  mwl  tha  harbor  Wo9^«T. 
Aa  I  mam  waadetinff  dowm  QIm  afmm,  ftl. 
Aak  ma  no  moiw:   Iha  oiaan  m^  draw  tkn 

iaa,3IM>» 
Aa  one  dark  taora  1  trod  a  foftii  l^adm^  102. 
Aa  one  thai  for  a  vaary  ^paoa  wlaiii,  4lffT* 
Aa  one  who  itfif«a  fmi  «aa  ImI  afaamarV 


7U 
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Am  one  wcittld  gtatid  w  a  tmw  ft  mddeti  light,  67U 

As  on  my  bed  at  daw?  I  muu'd  and  prayed,  ML 

A  Sonnet  ia  a  momen   a  mDnum&tit,  lt95> 

A  spade  I  m  rake  t  a  1   el  121, 

Aji  aMpa^  beeaha'd  at  ^7&,  that  layn,  21  i. 

As  tbro^  the  knd  at  isrm  w»  went,  190« 

A  street  thsrt^  k  in  Paria  famous^  7M%\, 

As  yonder  lamp  in  nay  vs^^iated  rtwrn^  iiO, 

At  a  pot-bou§a  bar  sm   '.  chanced  \ai  pi^m^  375» 

At  dinner  ah«  la  bosU   i,  I  am  boat,  371 » 

A  thdniaaiid  mikd  f  ttr     land  are  we,  2CL 

At  huskiiiz  time  tba     w«l  fadea,  G74. 

A  til  wart,  tb^  aky  a  In 

At  N«brft,  by  tbe  U 

At  nighty  when  alck 

At  Paris  it  was^  at  t_ 

At  thtj  mldnigbt  in  tl] 

31*5. 
Avake,  my  beartr  to 

439. 
Awake  \  —  the  crimw 
Awake  thee,  my  Lj^^ 
Away,  bannt  thou  n 
Aw'd  by  her  own  ri 

^  her  eyiw  to  th^ 
A  Widow,  —  ahe  had 
A  woman 'a  band.    L 


\u^y  oack  him  r  ^ 


Ay,  an  old  atonr,  yet  I 
**  Aye,  Bqniiitj,*'^  aaid  t. 
ttt  uvous^  til 7, 


Back  to  the  flower-town^  side  by  side,  419. 
Burb'd  blottSdm  of  tlii;^  yiLajvleiid  g'arye^  290, 
Bt-Hutlfid  Evwlyn  Hope  is  dead^  dZA.. 
Beautiful  face  of  a  uhild,  411*', 
Beautiful  f^pc'i^^    borne  olT  from  vanquiahM 

death,  10. 
Beauty  Mtill  widketh  on  the  earth  and  air*  I6S* 
Becanau  the  ahadows  deepen M  verily,  41ij, 
Beeaueie  thou  ha^t  tb^  puwt^r  and  ov^u^'flt  tha 

Before  I  trust  luy  fate  to  thee „  lil2, 

Bi'ftjrt'  uu  in  the  sultr}'  dawn  ai'uee,  36. 

Beloved,  it  is  mom,  50^i, 

Belovedt  my  Beloved,  when  I  tblnk,  I'K?. 

Below  lies  one  whose  mune  was  traced  in  aand^^ 

2?i. 
Be  mine,  and  I  will  give  thy  name,  71 K 
Beneath  a  i>jilrij-tr*?e  by  a  efear  c^ol  spring*  64i"S. 
Btiutiiath   the  shadow   of   dawn's    aerial   cope, 

428. 
Benpatli  this  Btarry  areh,  12,'^ 
Be  not  afraid  Ut  pray  —  to  pray  is  riprht,  67. 
Be  patit-^nt,  C>  be  patient !   Put  yuur  ear  ai^ainst 

the  t-arth,  ]47. 
Besidn  the  pounding  cataracts,  flj'il , 
Better  tmst  all  and  be  d«ieeiv*d^  ftl. 
Between  the  roadside  and  the  wood,  fkiJ^. 
Between  the  showers  L  went  luy  way,  Tu% 
B^twe^n  two  golden  tufta  of  summer  ^rada, 

ijlL 
Beyond  fi  hundred  years  and  more,  230. 
Beyond  the  sniilittig'  and  thei  weepinp,  177, 
Bj'yond  the  vajftie  Atlantic  deep,  (iS, 
Birds  tliat  were  (.Tay  in  tbe  green  are  black  in 

the  yellaw,  4Jtiti. 
Bless  tbe  dear  old  Terdant  land,  100. 


BUtbeplaymatei  of  the  Stnniner  ^^m^i^  <&IL 
Blowa   tkti  wind  to-day,   snd  the  nm  aii4  iki 

rain  are  6ying^  Ji^. 
Btow,  wind,  blow,  79, 
Blythe  bell,  that  ealla  to  bHdal  kalla,  la 
Bonnie  &i;»^e  Le^  had  fi  f  jice  fii^  o^  amil»H  0(L 
Boot,  sajldJe,  to  horse,  and  Jiway.  ri44. 
Bumfl,  thou  once  wert  aJmtwt  tcx>  au^fiist,  liX 
Both  thmi  and  I  alike t  my  Bacchic  urn,  ^L, 
Brave  aa  a  faleort  and  aa  mdroileflfl,  4St~ 
Break,  break,  breaks  198. 
Breath  o^  the  graas,  5iS, 

IB  Eriiuia'a  aong.  her  lowly  lay,  491^, 

It  Eyes,  Light  "^yei^^  \     Dauirbt^r  of  •  fe, 
28«, 

pTnemy  dead,  241, 

I  no  jamtug  lut«  this  way^,  414. 

\  snow-white   lilies^   pallid    haaiil-iiBkiJ 

ler^  thou  art  kodo  before  iia^  17(1, 

II  eyes,  bti-aiKlit  n*.ie^^  4Tl*. 

I   high  your  white  and   d&zxHiiff  pilasBi 

the  Great  Dtdce,  200* 
now  the  sun  had   paios^d   the   hcifbl  c( 
Heaven,  22.^, 

ih,  the  night !  oh^  bitt«r-sw«et  1  ob,  ivQetl 
142, 
r  a^^Jye  majestic  river  floated  cm,  22S. 
But  whert'^in  shall  art   work  ?     Shall  b«a£^ 

l^fadni  *m2. 
But  ycBterday  she  played  with  ehildlik  lhii# 

Buzxinn,   hnztingt   bmzuQg,  mj    i;oldea*bdliJ 

bees,  ,'t42. 
By  a  tliin  j^hore  where  water  darkeninif.  670. 
By  copse  and  hedgerow,  waste  and  w^*  SiS. 

Can  it  be  right  to  give  what  I  ean  give  f  131     I 
Charles,  —  for  it  seein»  you  wish  t4>  koow,l»CL 
Cheeks  as  ftoft  aift  July  p^ache^,  7B, 
Chi L':keu -skin,  delicate,  white,  487, 
t*hikl  of  a  day,  thou  knowefiit  not,  10. 
Children  indeed  are  we — children  thit  *K 

Christmas  is  here,  3DG. 

City  ahjiut  whose  brow  the  north  wiadi  }^ 

Colonufl  I  can  It  be  that  than  hast  still,  fi?. 
Come  and  kifiB  me,  mbtre^a  Beauty,  552* 
Come,  dear  children,  let  tia  away,  2"i4, 
Come  from  busy  haunts  of  men,  r>^l. 
Come  here,  good  people  ^reat  and  small.  "4 
Come  hither,  Evan  Cameroti  I  44. 
Come  in  the  evening^,  or  eome  in  the  moniiK 

Come  !  in  this  cool  retreat,  fi32. 

Come  into  the  parden.  Maud,  2(.!7. 

Come  Nficky  and  Molly  and  dainty  BnUv,  31 

Come,  Sleep  I   but  mind  ye  !    if  you  coaie  ^ 

out,  J*V. 
Comes  aometbiuK-  down  with  eventide,  T^ 
Come,  Rtand  we  here  vrithin  this  cacti^Wil 

542. 
Comes  the  lure  of  ijreen  thiujita  growing,  iwa. 
Come  then,  a  sotig  ;   a  windinic  KentSe  tuitS 
Come  while  the  li^temoon  of  May,  6^. 
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Ccmtader  tlw  ^.V*  tivtlMB  chime,  998. 

Goq1«  And  p*liO'«luMi4»d  frcnn  tJ»e  torrid  beat, 

Could  r«  «onM  bMk  to  m*,  DmiirLu,  DotiipW, 

314. 
Count  mmdk  afflSotko,  vketliar  U^ht  or  gimT«, 

m. 

C(nmie««  I  mo  the  flvLDir  jear,  467. 

Coant  the  flA*b««  in  the  surf,  M4. 

*^€oti»c«  \ ''  he  Mid,  and  poiuted  toward  the 

land,  ll^i. 
Cimotie,  the  wny%  of  these  folk  of  humble  and 

hai^y  oonditioa^  244. 
Cnned  by  the  god*  and  crowiuid  with  ihame, 

Darhy  dear,  ve  are  old  and  ^ray,  510. 

Dark  Lily  without  blame,  499, 

l>ay  te  dead,  and  let  iu  eleep,  463. 

Day  of  my  life !    Where  ean  ehe  |^t  f  486. 

Deed  !  One  of  them  shot  by  the  «m  in  the  eMi, 

13T. 
Deed.    TUt*  dead  year  ie  Iriiw  at  my  feet,  90ew 
Deed*  with  their  eyee  to  the  foe,  4m. 
Dear  child!  whom  sleep  can  har^  t«me,  62. 
Dear  CcMinapcditan,  ^-»  I  know.  40IK 
Dear,  did  you  know  how  sweet  to  me,  607« 
Dear  Ky<««,  set  deep  within  the  shade,  SiiO. 
Dijar,  had  the  world  in  its  capriee,  35tf. 
Dear,  let  me  drsam  of  love,  fi^l. 
Dear  Lord,  let  me  reeomit  to  Thee,  V7* 
Death  stands  abore  roe.  whisperine  low,  16. 
Death,  thuutfh  already  m  the  world,  aa  yet,  3S3. 
Deep  tloneveuokle  I  in  the  iQani  eve,  2!)1* 
IHre  rvbel  though  he  was.  2ii. 
Does  the  road  wind  up-hill  all  the  way?  9n« 
Dorothy  eoee  with  her  pails  to  the  ancie&t  well 

ia  the  ooiirtyard,  tUH, 
Dost  thoB  aot  bear?  Amid  dan,  lunety  ^Us, 

521. 
Dost  thou  remember,  friend  of  Tanished  di^s, 

ASEI. 
Bo«h  It  not  thrill  thee.  Poet,  tiiH. 
I>iiwii  by  the  mJley  ipirdeo«  luy  lore  and  I  did 

meet,  <ii4. 
Ilowii  ley  ill  a  nook  my  lady^s  hraoh.  26, 
Do  ye  hnar  the  children  weepimp,  O  my  hro- 

them.  riH. 
Do  you  recall  that  niirht  in  Jime,  32A, 

Kngland  I  sinoe  Shake^iearftdied  no  lofti«r  daj, 

1*46. 
bongh  \  we  ^re  tired,  my  heart  and  L  1^. 
£Ten  thus,  methinks,  a  city  rear*d  abould  be, 

tti. 

Faini  fr«»w  the  y»Il«w  hud*  of  lig^ht.  606, 
F^n  would  1  have  thee  barter  fates  with  ma« 

F^r  Uttte  Nptrit  i)f  tlie  woiKllaad  masea,  614. 
Faithful  rvfiurts  uf  them  have  reached  me  oft, 

liM). 
Fai^well,  Life  I  my  Hiuee  swim,  1!I3* 
Farewell,  my  Youth  I  for  bow  m 

nart,  574. 
Far  of?  Sot  far  away,  40ft. 
Far  out  at  sea  —  the  sui  was  high,  35. 


Father  I  the  little  ^1  we  see,  8. 

Father,  who  keepe«i,  tiA^i. 

Fear  death  7  —  to  feel  tlte  loc  iA  my  throsl^ 

Fhairshoa  swete  a  fend,  441. 

Fm,  oomnMies,  fill  the  bowl  right  well,  (m. 

Pinvem  on  the  holes,  Johimy,  ^276, 

Puet  time  he  kiss*d  me,  he  but  only  kiM'd,  1S3» 

Fleet,  fleet  and  few,  ay,  fleet  the  moiuentit  fly, 

4M3. 
Flower  in  the  crannied  wall«  211, 
Flower  of  the  medlar.  515. 
Flowers  I  wotdd  bring  if  flowen  oonld  maka 

thee  fairer,  69. 
Fly  far  from  tne,  642. 
Forever  with  tht<  Ixird  1  168. 
For  oor  martyr'd  Charles  I  pawned  my  plate* 

302. 
Forty  Visiers  eaw  I  so,  331. 
Fourteen  small  broidered  berries  on  the  beau 

Four  yean  \  —  and  didst  thou  stay  above,  22SI. 
Frssh  with  all  airs  of  woodland  briMjkv.  514. 
Friends,  whom  she  looked  at  blandly  from  htf 

eoiieh,  7. 
¥t%mk  breakisst  on  throug^h  all  the  day,  OH. 
From  falltng  lesf  to  falUoic  leef « tiu». 
From  little  siima,  like  liule  stam.  2^^ 
From  ont  the  grsTe  of  one  whoee  boddiflf  yitn, 

Ittl. 
From  pUins  that  reel  to  south  wardi  dun,  6B0w 
From  tbs  bonny  bells  of  heather,  383. 
From  the  recesses  of  s  lowly  spirit,  173. 
From  this  carved  ohaar  whitretti  1  sit  to-night, 

514. 
From  where  the  steeds  of  £arth^s  twin  ooeaw 

torn,  270. 
Frowird  the  Laird  on  the  Lord:   **So,  rsd^ 

handed  I  eatob  ihaa,  364. 

Gwnana  u  a  dainty  staed,  21. 

Oaae  not  at  me,  m^  poor  unhappy  bird,  307. 

Gentle  and  irrave,  m  simple  drees,  '1441. 

Gently  { —  sently  I  —  down  I  -—down  t  17, 

Get  np^  OUT  Aniks  dem,  bom  the  weary  spliii 

mnfr  wheel.  li$. 
Give  me,  O  friend,  the  seeret  of  Ihy  heart,  297# 
Give  me  thy  joy  ia  efirr-'"-    .,*.,-.;....-  \  <j|^  gg^ 
Give  me  thyw'if  f    It  v  rr»  27A* 

Glass  antiqne,  'twiit  1 1  .''>, 

God  made  my  lad{  loviri^  to  bchoia,  144. 
God  spake  three  ttmsa  and  snred  Van  £b«B% 

iKiul.  6fi7, 
*  H^ted  mi»,  354, 

<  lis  miUion  earea,  366. 

G^m  vv  iioar  not,  how  shall  ye  haar  nia,  4^ 
Goethe  Ui  Wehnar  sleapa.  and  Greeee,  22H. 
Oolronime,    Yet  t  feel  that  1  shaU elnBd,  t3L 
GoUr  Goldl  Qoldl  Gold!  IIH. 
Gone  art  thon  ?  cone,  and  Is  the  Uirfil  of  d^,  147* 
(}qo^->..,  .1.  f..,.-  |-ood*bv  in  sorrow,  SWI, 
Gray  [  :dlid  links,  hsopud  and  foi^ 


Gray  W  inter  bath  fOM«  lUta  • 


Green«  in  Ike  winud  i 

Green  is  the  plane-tree  in  the  eqaata^  ITU 
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Gr«en  lea^vea  pantui^  1      joy  with  ih&  gi«at  wind 


I  moim  of  God,  &(^. 

iguet  ^^*' 

iiJf  reclimng'^  70* 

ad  bill  dbdiMn,  574. 

lAtli  Fortune  tried,  401. 

ae,  22S. 

>ut  the  roM,  441. 

i»  in  brief.  £66. 


Hof  k  and  Hew  were  *1 

Hnif  kuetAiu^  yet,  an 
Kalf  Witig-kittdliiie*, 
Happy  thL»  nian  whd  i 
Bftrk  !  all,  the  nlirhtik 
Hnfl  soninler  come  wi* 
Hast  tliou  DO  rtj;hl  to 
Have  little  eare  tliat 
Heart  of  Earth «  let  uj 
He  tanie  to  e^l  me  b. 
He  cHiue  iifiluok^d  fo 
He  oeaii^dt  but  whB 

rken,  2^1. 
He  crawk  to  the  clifl 
He  croochei^  and  bui 

He  is  F^ne  r  better  so, 
stand  under,  15** 
He  is  the  bappy  wand 
Hence,  Tuda  Winttir ! 
Here  itoth  Dluuyab  1 
Here  I  *d  come  when 
Here  in  tbi-  c^*untr^^* 
Here  let  ud  l^ai^e  hizL  ».«, 

Here  Lcne  tb^  alaiii  with  Love  the  Bkyer  lies, 

Here  of  a  ti-uth  the  world's  ejttremM  are  met, 

"4r.. 
Here*s  the  ^jhl  eup  all  bossy  with  satyre  and 

Here  ^s  to  hiiu  that  ijrows  it,  IStTr, 

Ht^re*  whrn5  (Jrt!«pit4it«  .S|irui|i  with  otie  Ij^ght 

bound,  10. 
Here  where  thi^  funtilij^ht^  ,Vl>t, 
H«re  vvhere  under  earth  his  h^ad,  2^>9. 
lief  fiioe  lA  hushed  in  jHrfeet  calm,  535, 
Her  hair  waa  tawny  with  gold^  her  eyea  were 

purple  with  dark,  I'M. 
He  risL'ft  jujfl  hejfiiui  t4j  round,  ^fT'X 
Her  Master  j^ave  the  »ijcrnal,  with  a  look,  246, 
He  sanK  so  wildly,  did  th*?  Boy,  7). 
He  sat  anionju:  the  wihkIh  ;  he  heard,  41KI. 
He  »at  one  wititt*r  -neath  a  linden  tree,  ItiT. 
He  sat  thy  quiet  stream  besidi*,  iil5^ 
He  sendetb  tiun^  he  sendetb  fihnwer^  V21, 
He  ^ni(jht  AuHtraha'»  far-fanied  inle,  t'hU\ 
He  tripp'd  up  the  steps  ^ith  a  bow  and  a  amile, 

He  went  into  the  bush,  and  passed,  5*29, 
He  wlio  biit  yfcwteriiay  would  rtiam^  65li» 
Ht*  wh'i  died  at  A?an  aends,  -^\K 
lie  MTsiuLrht  at  on«  j^t^ea^t  work  for  yearfi,  558, 
Hii;h  (^it^H^  the  dower  of  queens ;    and  there- 
withal, mTK 
High  i:^T4^w  the  snow  beneath  the  low-hun^  sky, 

147. 
Hi^rb  on  a  leai-earv'd  ancient  oiikeii  chair,  64. 
Hillio,  hiLloo,  hilloo,  hillon  t  674. 
Hii*  kisjf  is  sweet,  bis  word  is  kind,  9H, 
His  life  was  private  ;  safely  I^d,  ahxif,  'Mk 
Hist,  hist„  ye  winda,  ye  whispering  wavelets 
hiat,  493, 


Hohl  bai^,  N«d  f  Lift  me  down  * 

lay  me  in  the  shade,  619, 
Ho  \  pretiy  mse^  with  the  dbBpled  (Ma^  30k 
Ho,  Sailor  of  Um  sea  I  ^ti5. 
How  do  I  love  thee  ?  Let  mjb  count  llw  wmn^ 

How  like  her !    But  *t  h  she  ben«]f,  S31L 
How  like  the  leper,  with  his  own  aftd  cij,  iM, 
How  little  fades  frona  earth  whea  alak  fai  nA 

6L 
How  louj^,  0  lion,  bbost  thoii  fleahleaa  hamf  291, 
How  m*ay  eolors  here  do  we  see  set,  27!l 

'  maay  ?  "  said  our  i^ood  Captain^  168. 

oany  simincter«.  lo<ire,  2tK 

nany  times  do  I  lo  v«  tbee^  deax  f  3f* 

Dany  vorses  have  I  thrown,  lH, 

»ft  I  We  watched   thee  fl^Clnel  ths  t*^^ 

croft »  19:1 

lowly  creeim  the  hwad  of  Time,  SIH 

teadfaatly  abe  worktsd  at  it,  4m. 

trati^  it  i«  that,  in  the  af  ttsr  age,  €111 

weet  the  harmonies  of  afternivn  F  l!^ 

he  leavea  sinfr  to  the  wind  I  Kv'V?, 

rould  tbe  eentttriea  long^  asunder,  H*, 

yinir  ill  the  tomb,  love,  2*11* 

n  Misit  Catheime'a  book"   (the  JUhtB 

speaks),  ^i05. 
I  am  iio  pentleraau,  not  1 1  86^ 
I  nm  that  which  bepan,  128. 
I  iim  the  "Spirit  autir,  (i51. 
J  Wud  lihovf  th«  nioviiiir  streAiti,  30. 
I  hloom  bnt  once,  and  tlit^n  I  perish.  "Tti. 
T  came  in  Hjjht  tbat  1  mi^ht  Lebold,  ^^. 
I  cannot  ftnijtit  my  Joe,  "LixTl^ 
1  cannot  sing  to  t bee  us  I  would  Hin^.  5;T1. 
I  chaise  yon,  O  winda  of   the  West,  U  vii^ 

with  die  winga  of  the  dove.  Tj^:^, 
I  come  from  iiothintj  ;  but  fTom  where,  Sl3&, 
I  come  to  visit  thee  ugen,  K, 
1  come  your  sin-rid  acjuia  to  ahrire,  517. 
I  dance  and  dajiee  !     Another  fa  an,  'td). 
I  do  not  a.^k,  O  Lord,  th^^t  life*  may  be,  313. 
I  do  not  drea*i  an  idter'd  heart,  2?\^. 
I  dream'd  1  saw  a  little  brtiok,  L3t>7. 
I  drujiniM  that  1  ^oki?  froni  a  dream,  1^ 
J  drew  it  from  ita  cKina  tcinah,  4ft^^». 
If  a  leaf  rustled,  she  would  start.  .'V87. 
If  all  the  harm  that  wotiien  ha  Ye  done,  571. 
If  aU  the  world  were  rifrbt,  6*12. 
H  I  could  paint  you,  friend,  as  jou  stand  tbci^   ) 

54'i, 
If  I  eould  trust  mine  own  self  with  yaeJt  iiu 

If  I  denire  with  plejisant  aong^,  71, 

HI  forswear  the  art  diviuti,  IIM. 

If  1  l^Eive  all  for  thee,  wUt  thou  eiehsiif?,  V<i* 

If  in  the  yearfi  that  cofne  sueh  things  sbooli  W 

If  it  were  only  a  dream,  .3tT0, 

If  love  were  what  the  rom*  is,  417. 

If  not  now  soft  airs  may  blow,  ^^CB, 

If  one  could  have  that  little  head  of  bert.  SI 

If  only  a  sini^le  rose  is  left,  5<)7. 

If  only  ill  dreams  may  man  be  f  ttUy  blest,  ^ 

I  fonnd  a  Bower  in  a  desolate  plotr€i>. 

I  foimd  him  openly  wearing  her  tok^n^  BlI* 


INDEX  OF  FIRST   LINES 


7*7 


130. 


I  mhm  b«  nijultf  at  MfhUm  untl  n*c1^  ff.fl. 

It  hiee,  :i78. 

If  thou  wiJt  <nijw*  ihinH  he4irt,  .'if<. 

If  Trnn-: '.'--"  ,.  .  .  , -v  I,  47:t. 

If  yon  i  .'.H;. 

|I  Rifci^e  » 

^^ftSlld  ;i  r,  ilfi. 

f    I  tuivii  vk  atrmii  u(  n  iii'|»Art«a  baitl^  lUti. 

I     I  h»ir©  b**i'T]i  hr«r  bt*f(>rt%  ;*!»7, 

'    I  have  tuvM  trowel^  tlmt  fAd«i,  4.1M. 

I   liAve  fitHv'd    tiKi  loni^  fmm  your  igrmt^  it 
Be**mM,  441. 

Ihtivt*  biiIkI fieri  at  I.iitt  the  wilt  to  Uto,  2S8. 

t  hjive  two  Aoiia,  wifo,  JKi 

I  bAVM  wwpt  fi  ttiiJlion  ti*sirii«  r'vlV{« 

1  ksard  the  d«it;s  howl  in  the  mootiiighl  ni^t, 

MM. 
I  klkllfd  th<^  voico  of  Jt*?iiis  «fty^  176. 
I  lie*r  Uiti  bt^lUi  At  «veniid«,  ^71. 
I  hrJir  the  low  wind  wii«h  tho  ttoft«i^iiff  mow. 

I  held  her  hiiiidt  the  r)If*d{(«  of  bltas,  13^ 

I  know  not  how  to  cull  yi>u  H^ht,  2rt1. 

I  know  not  uf  whAt  we  pond^rM,  -IttO. 

I  know  thai  thew  poor  mg^t  of  wonuuihood, 

I  l^aru'd  hi«  peatneiii  finit  at  LaTitiiftoii,  70. 

I  1mv«  thee,  b«ii4iteotis  ItuJy  !  no  more,  U. 

I  KH  my  henvy  hoart  up  udfiuiily,  UU. 

I  iik«  the  hunting  of  the  bare,  tl^i. 

I  listened  to  the  muHic  broad  and  deep,  44\ 

I  liv'd  with  tUiooa  for  my  coni|i»ny«  l.*t;i 

I  U>tM  kini  not ;  and  yet  now  he  »  gon«|  11. 

I  loTe  my  LiKly  :  »hrt  in  very  fair,  '*V\, 

I  *m  a  bird  that  \  free,  27. 

I  ^m  nitin^  on  the  ttile,  Mary,  99^ 

I  nnit  not  think  of  thee  *  and,  (ii^  y«l  ■trcmir^ 

In  a  ooiirn  of  the  cliff  between  lowUud  and 

hiirhUnd.  4;{2. 
In  after  davK  whim  gwiwn  hig-h,  4!^L 
In  CVmival  we  were,  and  fupp'd  thai  nicht. 

In  ChildhofidVn  ananapicions  honrs,  IfiO, 

In  dim  irreen  dv^pfhn  rot  ittfrot^ladcn  ahipa,  505. 

I  never  pir*^  n  l«K'k  of  hair  away,  l.iS. 

I  never  IrHik'd  that  he  ihould  live  to  kNi|r«  ^ 

In  rreen  old  irardeoei,  hidden  away.  ISW, 

In  hifl  own  intake  the  Cnrjitor  nsaaat  IB, 

In  Tuid  whirl  of  thf<  dunce  of  Titne  yw  atait,98l, 

In  priuB*  of  Uttln  childrr'n  I  will  uy.  5t*l. 

In  ralln?  well  what  iftierdon?     Life  miM  low, 

417, 
In  Kilenee,  nod  at  nl^t,  thn  CmmAtmm  tm^ 

42. 

fc■lttnlllor,  wbeti  iha  d«y«  were  lonr.  1^ 
flmmy  frirUiood*e  vvnial  life,  471. 
"*  In  ta««ra|i-tinMi  "  I    The  <ityle  of  drMa,  iH, 
&  ^  Miiy  »ominr^ine,  .XK 
tttbt  «ttrtlk  -Um  eanii  — tlioa  ahall  b*  laid, 

isa. 


In  the  rolden  mominfc  of  the  world,  ^X 

In  the  heart  of  the  white  ■uminer  niist  lay  • 

frr««n  UttJe  piece  of  the  world,  QUO. 
In  t\w  hiirh  turret  chamber  sat  the  mk*.  4ilwi, 
In  the  royal  path  came  nuudenn  rt^b'd,  :.'4, 
In  these  realrainMd  and  can-ftit  tlmm,  4K2. 
tn  the»till  u\-  *^  '  ' 

In  th*i  whi« 
In  the  will 


110. 
the  rain 

irrace  of  heaven,  thing* 


ttt  thk  Mjt^ 

flJlOOt   .*, ,     .        , 

In  tlib  ri>d  wine,  where  Mcjnorv'a  eyoa,  270. 

In  thy  white  bciamn  Love  iti  Ijua,  50P. 

la  tornd  heiitu  of  tnt*.*  July,  W^*. 

lata th**  Ih'sW  tAv*.ni,  :^i. 

I  nated  on  the  bn.^zy  hcitrht.  iYA^ 

I  Hee  in  the  ihkwti,  juid  I  kiie«l  and  blow,  i 


^  the  chain.  516, 
J43. 


I  iiid,  72. 

r«tr  f ac«a,  ()30k 


i  said  fi»Tt*w*rU,  (kJ7. 

Ivatnt  't- '  "    * 

I«atl*< 
I  eat  U' 
I  sat  iJ; 

I  Mlt  x% 

I  saw  i!  .: 

I  IMWa  prtrii 

I  Miw  in  dr^ 

I  law,  \ 

I  «nw  i 

I  «aw  *'^      ' 

t  saw  Tiioi*  itt  JiiM  wmk 

I  iwe  him  ^it.  wilclH^vt^l 

I  «!*«  tV       ■    ■      Vh„  K«'r  in  v.-  -      '^ 

I  ««'nd  I  1 1  to  the«.   < 

I  »(tnt  I  aouuh  the  u  .J 

I  liit  bfsids'    liiv  ti;irltnx'*t  ptTivf,  .wH. 

U  it  imlefHt  so  ?     If  I  hir  hen*  dt^ad,  13S« 

Is  it  not  bettor  at  an  ciirly  hour,  Iti. 

'*  U  n't  thin  J(j»eijh*A  mm  ?  "  -    ay,  it  \n  He,  ."VIO. 

I  loafflit  tu  hold  her,  but  within  h*-r  nv«"<,  iV{T. 

I  tprani;  to  th44  Ntimin,  and  Jorij«,  " 

Ir  tltia  Uie  man  by  w  fio««  dt'cree  h  ^ 

I  ettU  keen  open  Meiiiurv'«  cltamLx  r  ^'. 

I  itood  to  h«ar  tJmt  ImjM,  rS21. 

I  strove  witii  none,   lor  nuot  was  wutth  my 


he  wonli  of  men*  \'^\. 

M  l,.v'd  inr  iij  th*  ir  heart*, K13» 


^il 


Mf 


ItslU, 
IcluuiV 

II  bar i< 
I  thiitl 

1  think  . . 

ItlMOirht 

I  thnoirht 

I  iKoin:! 

Itiabu 

It  i«t1i 

h 

h 

h 

1 

If.,      : 

lla  juji 
IftWlP 

VM,  '   ' 

It  wsa  not  in  the  wint«r.  11  A. 

It  WW  Uw  mim  aad  lilsiit  d^bt.  Ml 


3Q(L 


1  y  iwa,  fin* 


hJ t«r,  flll^ 


iOt^s  de%kt, 
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I  't©  taug-ht  thee  Lot^ 
I,  Vir^jjiti  tif  the  8noi 
I  wftdtiH  ^V  itiT  aiii 
I  tvniidt^r'tl  by  th«  bi»- 
I  was  an  Eii^lkh  uhel 
I  wan  n  wandemfc  "h 
I  wntch'd  her  a^  »h« 
I  went  a  rwuiiititf  thr 
I  wilJ  not  ha?*  Uie  n 
I  will  not  Ut  thee  go 
I  will  not  niil,  or  ftrii 
I  worsiiip  thee,  sweet 
I  would  I  hrtd  thy  eoi 
I  wotikl  not^  caiild  L 

I  would  not  gvwe  mj  ^ 
I  would  that  we  wer 

on  the  foam  oi 
I  write.  Hesitibei 
I  write.  Mt  mothei 
I  wrought  them  like . 

605. 


I  o'er,  I8t 

.-siilef  6S^ 

s  175. 

jp'd  to  pluck,  470» 

'h  th«  woodft  Akii^,  273, 

Cljtio,  115. 

when  tofpid  «ld,  332. 
Ilof  Qedl  17H. 


Jeene,  I  my 
Joy  that 'a' 


iliaT< 

Thalftook 

Just  as  I  am,  withoai 

Just  for  a  handful  of 

Juxtiwontion,  in  fin* 

tion  ?  217. 

Kathleen  Mavourneen  I  the  gtay  dawn  h  break- 

Keen  was  the  air,  the  sky  wJis  vi*n^  U|;rhtT  +44. 
Kentish  Sir  Byng  stood  fur  hia  Kiiitr.  .'Uii. 
King  Charles,  and  who  'li  do  him  right  now,  344, 

Lady  Alice,  Lady  Louise,  403, 
Lady  and  grentlemen  fayn,  eome  hny  I  W. 
Lady  Anne  Dewhurst  on  n  oHniftoii  pouch,  2^. 
Last   April,   when    the   ^uiids   h»d    lt>flt  tlieir 

chill,  5;?2. 
Last  ni^ht,  amonp  his  fellow  rriuf^hft,  !if2. 
Last  nigrht  the  nifrhtinp]i)«  waked  me,  516. 
Lay  me  low,  my  work  i«  dune,  *t2t* 
Lead,  Kindly  Light,  amid  the  eiieiiHrling  g^loom, 

59. 
Lead  us,  heavenly  Fath(?f*  li^iid  na,  170. 
Leave  me  a  little  while  alone,  iSt^i. 
Let  me  at  last  be  laid,  2r}tt. 
Let  me  be  with  thee  where  thon  art,^  10O» 
Let  time  and  chance  combinf^,  enrobmei,  W). 
Level  with  the  summit  of  that  eastern  mount*  33<. 
Lie  still,  old  Dane,  below  thy  heap,  241. 
Life  and  'Diought  have  i^on*^  a  way,  1!I4, 
Life  's  not  our  own,  —  't  in  Imt  n  loan^  7(1, 
Light  flows  our  war  of  mocking  wurdji,  and  jet, 

227. 
Light   words    they  were,   and   liffrhtlv,    falaely 

said.  214. 
Like  a  huge  Python,  winding  ruand  and  roiiiKl| 

64o.   _ 
Like  a  musician  that  with  flying:  finger,  231, 
Like  apple- blossom,  whit  I?  and  red,  iVi^'i. 
Like  crownM  athlete  tiitkt  In  a  race  h&a  mn, 

27(). 
Like  souls  that  balance  joy  and  pata,  198» 
Lily  on  liquid  roses  floating,  72. 


Little  hart?,  at  thv  cry*  ^81, 

Utile  Letllce  m  rtead*  they  «ay^  S3Ch 

Lo,  a«  Bume  bard  on  bl^i  of  lh«  Aegean,  ^. 

Lo,  I  am  weary  of  tdU  ''^t^H. 

I^Uff  flfo,  on  a  bright  spring  day,  53», 

L*>og  night  ftiice««a«  thy  little  day,  47. 

Lun^  yean  their  cabin  stoiMl,  147- 

Look  at  toe  with  thy  largie  thrown  ere«,  .ti4 

Look   in   my  faee ;    niy    cifuua   la  Mig^i-hitv 

Lord  C**ar,  wb^n  yon  atenkly  wrote,  SS3i, 
Lord,  fiir  ti>marrov  and  its  iie«d«,  lT5v 

in  thy  name  thy  sej^nnta  |tl<i>d,  11% 

roaretl  th«  tempest,.  »fl3, 

bv  tkatlooMened  hair.  656. 

lelcl  a  harp  betw««n  bia  Imndi,  and.  Ill 

j42. 

in  my  heart  i  ok,  heftrt  €#  me,  heUi  if 

me  I  519. 

tot,  icrre  not  I  ye  hapless  fkotis  ef  dm*  %^ 
priestew,  mad   with   pnin  aiid  joj  d 

kmt*  427. 

ook  my  life  and  tlirill'd  it,  257, 

ire  the  warmth  and  Ughi  of  trome  haU 

lat  a  golden  day  it  is,  C!5> 

here  Uii:  four  tnimoaaa  hleiid  their 

Ul 
lAiw,  like  another ^Af    Hea  tbe  tanrelled  ]^ 

Maid  em,  kilt  your  skirta  and  ^o,  556, 
Muke  me  tiver,  ^lother  April,  r^yi, 
Mnke  thyself  known.  Sibyl,  or  Jet  denpair. SH 
Make    way,   my   lurds  !    fur    De^th   now  OM 

again.  TiOl. 
Mati  IB  permitted  mneb,  .'HI. 
Matiy  A  hifartb  uji^fin  aiir  dark  g'lt^be  fi%hi  ^^ 

many  a  vamahM  faee,  21 1 . 
Mftny  htw  muaie  but  for  tnnaie's  aake,  12. 
Marian  Drurj,  Marian  Druty,  I1I52, 
Mellow  the  niooiLlight  to  fihine  is  he^nsan^*^ 
Mulpi^ini'^ne  ^^tnutig  her  livid  pfHtpIe,  :Cj, 
Mtf thinks  the  soul  within  the  body  held,  13^ 
^I«*rJif>tight.  a*  1  beh**ld  the  rook<?'ry  |m«.1?2. 
MeMiought  the  Mars  were  blinking  briffbt  335^ 
Mid  April  seemed  Uke   eoiue    Nc^vemW  dij 


i 


4'J7 


hare  been  tj&iifc 


Mi^treHii  ef  gods  and  men  I  I 

I4*i. 

Monnieiir  the  Cnri  down  the  street,  4i*6. 
Mother,  1  t-amiot  mind  my  wU*^l,  12. 
Mother  wept^  and  father  wig-h^d.  liJiK 
Move  nie  that  jaainlni)  further  irom  thi W 

Mowers,  weary  and  broim,  a.nd  blithe,  4^ 
MuAJc,  muAie  batk  itii  aw^y,  636. 
My  body  sleeps  :  my  heart  awaktt,  *li*0. 
My  dnTr*H  are  fall  of  pleaaant  iiciero*>ri««.  2(^ 
My  fairest  childi  I  have  no  song  to  gire  j* 

My  Fair,  no  beauty  of  thine  will  last,  538, 
My  first  thought  waa,  he  lied  in  evefy  f^Bi 

My  God  (oh,  let  me  eall  tbe«  tnin«. 
My  cood  blade  earvea  the  caaqoea  o 
My  hero  ia  oa  decked  wi'  sowd^  151, 


)fi^ 
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My  hoim*  retire ;  my  wiahes  lu  btrfbrp,  19. 

My  life  ebbs  fram  100  —  I  iniut  «1i«,  2Skim 

My  littl«  boy  wt  Chrwtnijifr-tjde,  Jri2» 

My  ttttlv  dmr,  to  itt  (ud«^ep,  Nrj, 

My  tittl*  bv«,  do  yuii  naii4mit>«i%  :^2, 

My  UnU  aoB,  wbo  looked  fnmi  thuughtf ul  fry«s«, 

My  hard  Toiniiociily  '»  th«  boh  of  tkn  £ftrU  468. 
My  U)VM  juul  I  luuuiiK  Ibti  imnmtaiu*  atrayecL, 

My  LoYf  dwelt  in  n  Xorthwrn  Und,  4&7, 
My  lo¥e  Ha  wmt  to  Biirdctn  K»»r,  277, 
Mjf  ntiMterfi  twnin  rnjkflv  luv  a  bvd,  6l(i. 
My  rcmf  ta  bcrdtv  |iic'tar^H|ri(fi^  4lM« 
My  ■oal,  wbNPP  (N»tw««ti  lU  hcnly-lbftMa,  SOU 
Ifir  timM win tliy  Iwnd  !  \m, 

Kuftdft,  «od  y«  pnfititrw  oold,  408* 

XA&cy  Dft vMoti*  Nwioy  Oawmmw  502, 

K»t  lire.  II  ienlons  mintrea,  Uid  him  knr,  36S. 

K«tun'  luid  h«9  wotii  i^viTr  baud  ui  bikiid,  SA4. 

N»yt  iMtttht  thtTU  tut  a  ftbjuluw  I  Kre«  M  UkIiIi. 

Jfmmnr.mj  God«  to  thoo,  137. 
N«or  wbm  yoiidar  oiraRinit  tUr.  ISflH. 

Niiiiri  txt  tbe  Ktnir,  itmkI  news  f(ir  all,  4(£}, 

^filfh  nnn  vi»ar  imti^t  H^l- 

N      *        "  ' '  -  NuAtit  number,  4(Jl. 

N  urtT  ynoni !  14. 

Noaif  mx^r  cLJLuilx'd  Ui  ""rutttfcln  hoiifbt  of  aooir, 

en. 

Nor  foToe  nor  frAud  ahftO  nuidor  ml    O  ye, 

No  aloep  tike  hem.  no  rotC,  IMS. 
Nol  ft  eoiind  diaiiirb»  tliu  air,  H\X 
Hoi  mfttly  tiiov*d  witb  «w«  sm  [,  23ft. 
Not  1  miTTClf  know  all  my  luvw  fur  tlit.**.  riHft, 
Nat  'mid  the  ihumlirr  <if  iho  1  ,  Hl.%, 

Not  (iidy  ibttt  iky  CHitftvuit  m  iid,  213, 

N<i»  on  tb«  tii!ick  of  prinoo  or  houuci» .«», 
Not  yet,  dtf^r  lov««  not  yti :  Um  oub  is  bigb ; 

Now  sbtty  to  tke  txirtl  of  bavls,  f  rcim  whom  all 

fk»H«t  sr«,  !in. 
Now  Hand*  to  ■eed-abMi,  bon  I  HO. 
Now  bM  the  tiotrofiqf  ommui  at  but  fono  by, 

Now  be«ip  the  brvnek^  barrien  op.  052, 

Now,  atitliip  by  bar  aide,  worn  out  wltb  woop- 

inir.  iw. 
Now  the  dny  i*  over,  INS. 
Now  the  rit«i  14  duly  done,  4/K 
Now  Ihb  in  the  Law  of  tbe  Juiifle  ^  aa  old  and 

aa  tma  aa  tbe  aky,  smK 

O  bftbblii«  SniBf ,  than  jHam  mar*  ele^r,  488. 
O  boat  bin  wlMNlko  nun  (Mm  fall,  UL 
O  bleaad  Dsnd  I  bnrOBd  all  oaftbly  iiaina,  Uf^. 
O  boooio  bird,  that  m  lb»  bmke,  esultatii,  daat 

^pnre  thee,  03I>, 
O  ^  wbo  mnat  aebe  kmI  •toop,  tMm 

i  >  >  ilioMi,  iciJiiit-liinbfd,  0IIL 

CX  iiTMiaticm  I  what  ooWbdvtioA,  fli. 


O  Dwp  of  Heaireii,  *t  ia  tbou  «biie  Art  bound- 

laa,  fiM. 
D^rirtaooU  dxow  with  a  ooi^,  AM, 


O  d*yoa  hear  the  eeaa  complamtn*,  and 
pljilfiin\  whilat  it  *s  rainin*  ?  Oini'. 

Of  all  thi«  thonehta  of  Qod  that  lue,  142. 

Of  all  the  wivee  aa  e*er  you  know,  fl08. 

Of  Heaven  or  Hell  I  have  no  power  tu  sin|f,  401, 

O,  for  tha  times  which  wore,  MI, 

O  fn«*nd,  like  aome  eold  wind  to-day.  &^, 

Oft**ti  r^hiik*d,  yet  always  ba«k  returning,  IS(L 

Oh,  a  dainMr  pUnt  i*  the  Iry  mvti,  ;il>7. 

Oh,  aic^d  Tin^e  I  how  far,  and  lone:,  67. 

Oh,  Biaham  Bank*  are  fresh  andTair,  471, 

Ob,  KtVft  if*  K^oit.  littA  Went  im  WisHt.  «tid  oafw 
tbe  r 

Ob,£nffbki  miba4*i 

rub  miui  3 : ; 

Ob,i;Umoflar"  ^d. 

Oh  !  hrid  Toll  t^\  rji<>vc,  391, 


UK,  1  w;id  like  token  — t<j 


,23. 

wife  lays 
loTo  tha 


Oh,  lovely  Mnjy  Doihp"^ 

Oh,  nianv  it  Uiaf  will  f  i  .  „     ,  _   : . 

O  liour  of  all  hotui,  tbe  moat  blisat  upoo  tartb^ 

Oh  !  T^  -        *     p  wore  Maying,  ;ins. 

Oh,  ii  IT  a  gato  eawt  ov  aawr  t«awi»> 

Ob,  ti»  bw  lit  Eii^buid  00 w  that  April  *■  tbir»t 

Oh,  wh    \ — -r-  bronirbt  naharoe  now,  ray  bravo 

^Mi,  V  .  Mi^  tbe  burden  of  onr  rhyme,  4^14. 

Ob  !  \«hcrL  du  Liiriaa  bide  their  biMuia,  7:1. 

Ob  I  wben^font  come  ye  forth  in  trtttmpb  frooi 

I  li*'   nnrth     27. 

f)hr  M»y  hame?  81, 

Oh.  v  .4,  aburvward  diMblaf.  (BH. 

Old  En^'ULiui  A  nous  ato  Engliob  jr«t«  111. 

Old  tbiofpi  nood  not  bo  tb«f^rfof«  trao«  S1A. 

O  Life  t  that  myalery  that  no  nan  knowi*  ^i. 

O  loniE  iiffo.  «beo  Faersr^Und^  2S4. 

O  Lord  of  haoTon^  and  oartb,  aad  oea  !  173^ 

O  Lorda !  O  mlotii  nl  tba  nation  I  152. 

O  Lord,  thy  wing  ontapmd,  li^L 

O  l^ive,  if  you  wors  bofo,  447. 

O  Love  \  tbou  roaknt  aU  tkli«n  ovon*  127* 

O  Love,  what  boun  wor*  tblno  aad  ntno<  9QS, 

0  Manr.  ftt*  wtKl  fttM  iKt^  r^^ttli,  Kt>fB«s  900* 

01  \fean  wn,  10*1. 
OMoro|4 

Onoth«*f.  t  bJi 

Omv  nh 

On  A  t^ if  I  M  rMki.r  i  Tiiiee  Lncifar  uproae,  374* 

On  Belloeffuardo^  whoo  tbo  year  was  jounci 

57y. 
On  Gnlak  SMidmba  gfny  bivan,  50O. 
CW  Iram  ^  pan^al  of  |«M  and  f  Ww,  »flL 
Own  in  a  8«ld«i  ho«r,  906. 


Onos  ya  wars  happy,  ones  by  many  a 

On*  aakod  of  Remt,  Om. 

Ono  faoo  aloBo^  ona  iM  dnw^  «Q^ 


yio 
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One  snomettt  the  boy^  oa  he  wauder'd:  by  niffliti 

One  more  tttiforttmiite     22* 

Owe  only  rose  our  vill«„  >  luftlden  wore,  ^X 

On  tpofmamff r  nii^ht^  w  ki^  n  the  tdcm»i  is  loVf  OOS. 

On  Helen  ^fl  hi^^rt  ihti  i    y  were  uighti  fiti5, 

Ckily  a  touch,  nnii  not!    ig  more^  61^. 

On  lue  and  tm  mj  chil^.en,  4od* 

C>n  tit  her  fitslda  And  wther  ac«nes  the  mom,,  650* 

On  Khortss  of  >iioily  a  iibnp«  of  Qreeoe,  54  L 

On  thruut^h  tlie  Lihvfu    uujd,  297, 

O  Pemdiae,  U  PanKliu     I7l». 

O  p«nBiTe.  ttiuder  iniiiL,  '  .       i   .       --^ 

Opa  ytmr  drnirs  and  Uitr' 

Or  eue  I  But  on  in  my  c 

O  s»w  ye  nai  fair  Inea^ 

O  eli^pheTda  !  Uke  mi 

O  nngGv  of  thtj  iield  ai 

O  eDtnewhere^  somewh 

O  Bfom  of  meu,  di&t  i 

444L 
0  RiipTenie  Artist>  who  m 
O  thou  that  cle&f&ii  hejw 
O  thoQ  to  whom,^  athw" 

O  nnhotehM  Bird,  ho  K^ 

Our  Iwirk  M  on  the  wi 

Our  ICnjE^taxifrB  heart 

^*  Our  HttlB  brtiw^,^^  eiw«  «,,«,     -,.«».  «^  «,jt!, 

(hir  littlu  bini  in  his  fuU  day  of  health,  Ifll, 

f  hir  iiiKht  repiL^t  waa  ended  i  qEtietnesB,  145. 

Otira  nil  sire  marblts  hidln^,  1,17, 

nut  from  the  City's  duat  and  ronr,  4'"JS. 

Out  of  the  frozen  e^rth  helowt  its!*. 

tJut  of  the  p<i1flen  romoto  wild  west  where  the 
nea  with  cm  t  nborf'  is,  417. 

0«t  of  thfl  lit  term  out  rid^je  of  dnj^k*  %vhere  the 
dark  sind  the  day  ai*fi  niiji^Led,  i^H. 

Out  of  thiH  town  there  rifveth  n  hi^h  htll,  400, 

Outside  the  vill.'i,£f**.  by  the  public  road,  t?iO. 

Over  hid  miilifuiH  iVuth  haa  lawf nl  imiver,  13, 

Over  the  s-pa  our  (ralle>-H  went,  *^\ 

{)  wanderer  in  the  southern  weatbeT,  603. 

Uwd  Finder  were  a  raekleas  foo,  110, 

O  when  tbe  half4i(?ht  weave^i,  TiTfi 

f )  wbere  do  you  e'o,  and  what  'a  your  will.  r>Rf>, 

O  Wind  111  the  Monn tidily  Wind  of  tbu  Moun- 
tain^ hear  !  IV^. 

O  wind,  thou  hast  thy  kin^oTu  in  the  tee@Bt 

O  yoHth  whoae  bope  i»  hijjh,  43P, 

Pardon  the  faults  in  me,  'YiH. 

Tinmu^  feet  pimae,  tm  thuy  pats,  2*Wi. 

Piisaion   the  fathom lesa  spring",  and  VTordLs  the 

pref'ipitate  waters,  .'^^^1, 
Feftfe  !  whnt  do  tt^ars  nvE^il  ?  2*1. 
Pitch  here  tbe  tent,  while  the  old  horse  gja^^B^ 

:i71. 
Play  me  a  nmrt-h,  low-toTi"^d  aiid  srfow,  "Jt  t* 
Pleaaurefl  li«  thickest  where  nn  pleusures  aeem, 

mi 

Plunged  in  ni^ht.  I  sit  alone,  finWl, 

P^rtfts  firi'  Hinp^ni^  the  whole  worSd  over,  334> 

Poor  old  pilKi'irri  Misery,  -ttt 

Poor  wither*d  rtift^  iind  dry,  437. 

E^jice«i  of  pretty  peta,  472. 


Proud  and  lowly,  beggmr  luid  Io(Pd,  508, 
Prond   word  ^^oti  never   Bpok«,   btit  jva  lil 

apeak,  14, 

Qrtitk  {^learnt  that  rid  est  «^n  tlie  giawtiiier!  M 
Quoth  t^ttgue  of  neitiier  tuaid  nor  wifa,  31 

Rachel,  the  benuHfnl  (oa  elte  was  eaU^d^.S, 
Eeigru  oJi*  nuijeatio  Ville  Atiu-ie.  ti49> 
Remain,  all  not  in  youth  alorne,  VS. 
Beniember  tne  when  1  Am  gi&ue  Awaj,  97& 
Rest  here,  at  last,  447, 
^^    '   m  was:  Wim  amid  tb^:  hlUa  wbenfnm^l 

1 1  hold  in  light  eiiteein,  153, 

a  I  ride  on  in  njfkjesty  t  ITl. 

^henina  be  ba±i  j^aae  to  Kr^noe,  lad  ht 

hh  crown  bebiod,  Itai, 
Sleep  no  more  f   *T  b  a  nobb  mam.  If, 

i^,  my  flonu  I  etr^tck  fartb  thy  wimriiJ 
y,  442. 

I,  and  with  tby  rollinjj  ctnet,  am. 
tbe  taipe  of  a  sudden  caiiie  th*^  *«i,  ^*i. 
le  o'er  the  stniit*  ]>>ngrlj!iA  G«rdo^  d^ 

ray  lot  ?  among  the  sbininic  fipberet,  SL 
our  j'onth,  for  it  ie  ever  ^oin^,  06*. 
Id  bie  sUters  wonder  wli»t  conld  ^tm^ 

L—r      "rmajda,  mayinit,  4!^. 

Sent  ..T II law  Tower  is  fair  on  the  brae,  323. 

iSeji-birds  are  asleep,  2(30* 

Seiitiien  thrett  1  what  men  be  je  ?  47, 

Keeds  with  winiEja,  l>t?tween  4?arth  and  sky,  4^1 

St+ek  ncit  the  tree  of  ailkiejit  bark.  TO.. 

SeeniB  not  our  breatbinjE:'  li(*bt,  ;!LKi. 

See  1^hai  ii  hx^lj  shell,  20^. 

Set  in  this  atorniy  Kortberti  sea,  M9» 

i?even  weekn  tjf  sea,  and  twice  seven  di^i 

storm,  4^*2. 
Rhake«peare,  thy  lef^aey  of  peerless  wmif.  ^ 
Hhall    mine    eyefl    behold     thy    glory,   0  tt» 

eonntr^^  5,H7. 
»Shall  we  not  weary  in  the  windless  davi,  d'^ 
She  diired  not  wait  tuy  coming,  and  aliall  loot 

517. 
She  priTe  her  life  to  love.      She  never  !»?<► 

507. 
She  has  a  beauty  of  her  o\sti,  o:e. 
She  bjis  a  primrose  at  her  brt-ftat,  ^27, 
She  ia  not  ffiir  to  outward  view,  57, 
She  iH  not  yet,  but  he  wbrise  ear,  i£!l. 
She  lendrt  me  on  throu^-h  Htomi  and  ciltn,  y^. 
She  lived  where  the  monntains  iro  down  t^tia 

sea,  m2. 
She  passes  in  her  heanty  bright*  278. 
[she  Hilt  and  wept  beside  His  feet :  tht  «f^ 

Sbe  flat  heaide  tbe  monntain  spiinijs,  32!*, 
She  ait-s  br«neatb  the  elder^tre'e,  .>IT. 
She  Htands,  a  tbotisund-winti^red  tT^e,  f>14. 
She  skHid  brtiiist  bij^h  amid  the  com,  11^. 
ShetumM  the  fair  pa^  with  h«r  fairer  ^»4 

She  wanders  in  the  April  wooda,  265. 
She  wnri*  a  wTealb  of  ros*^,  T,i. 
Ship,  t-i>  the  roadstead  roll^^  4^. 
Should  I  long  that  darlc  wer«  fair,  153. 
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fstccin**  tM<pii.rftt  aniAni  mom,  554. 

H<h  hi«  imnw  into  the  nipht,  5t$9, 

^iliMiett,     A  while  AffOi  diTi. 

binic*  i  inray,  A  liCtl«  M>u(r*  2t, 

Siair  tlie  BODfr  of  waT«-«otti  Cooc*t,  CoogiM  in 

tli«  dUtitf»e«  white,  625. 
Singer  of  ftoiifii,  do  jaa  know  that  your  yootn  ti 

Sister  SitnpUcitie,  mn^.  iiDf;  a  tonir  to  me,  370« 

8ti  down,  i«d  sotu,  atid  ooant,  21 » 

Sleep  thut  like  the  oonehed  dore,  {H . 

bo.  Freedom,  thy  grMt  quarrel  may  we  serrai 

Softly  sinking  tkroiivh  the  biiow«  445. 

So  1  arm  thee  for  the  final  ni^ht,  fVTH, 

^H>  loiiK  he  rode  he  drew  anigh,  4(>h. 

borne  clerks  arer  that  ae  the  tree  doth  fall,  364. 

i^wti  jHtire  hfcot  ere  time  and  taete^  48. 

So  Rweet  love  eeem'dthat  April  mom,  43R« 

S!!»oulltfsa,  colorleaa   Atnun,   tny   worde  are   the 

words  of  wisdom,  3^tK 
^H»  wlii^ti  the  ci]d  delif^ht  is  born  anew,  2112. 
bpare  all  who  yield  ;  ahUf  that  we  roust  tneroe, 

590. 
Sr^MiW   ,^  nu.t  Upa,  and  utter  forth  my  fate,  532. 
>;  '«'ed  on,  good  master,  <i2M. 

>  i  i  n^,  thy  oorerlet  of  miow  ,  61 1 , 

>l>tr)t  •>!    I  wi Light,  throttgh  your  folded  "  ' 

Spring  it  is  eheery,  117. 

bpring,  summer,  autumn,  winter,  112, 

Btanaehisa  around,  ye  ^ttytnan  set,  M. 

}^t     J-    -    f.  tiptoe  ev«r  simv  n      -      "'ur^ft. 

^.  rMl  the  Pole  StiM  .MkK 

Si.  1  would  I  fly,  mv  ' 

6till  I  4114  patient,  tho^  you^re  merditws,  23ti 

titliU  more,  still  more :  I  feel  the  dem 

ria5. 

fStop,  niortJiI !    Here  thy  brother  lies,  112* 
8umm«*r  dicth:  —  o*er  his  Kier,  375, 
Saneei  and  evening  star,  2V1. 
SttRooaded  by  annumb^rM  foes,  lijG. 
Hweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low,  U¥X 
^w«ietest  Kweets  that  tim«  liatk  riH«*d,  t"^. 
Siweet  in  her  green  dell  the  flower  of  beauty 

shimb(*ni«  17. 
Sweet  situir»r  of  the  Spring,  when  the  new 

world,  257. 

Take  M  imld  this  old  tradition,  fi2T. 

T«k<^  hnok  h^^  '  ♦^'v  Vu^^J^l^  earth,  133. 

Tnkit  Uek  nci. 

Tuke  t». ,  M  ii,  to  thy  eold  bmaat,  flR, 

Take  th«»  «^N  !  —  thert  are  good  and 

bod  i  I ! 
Tears  for  niv       r  1,408, 

Taaia,  idle  iuars,  1  know  not  what  they  tnean, 

lflf». 
T«»ll  m*»  not  of  morrows     -.     *    «-  > 
Trll  me  now  in  T*hiit  Ir 
Tell  mo,  what  \a  a  pixL 
1^1  me,  ^e  winged  witul^,  s7. 
Thaiea  fair,  nader  Um<  cold  n^t  Ivtng,  4412. 
Thanks,  thanks  I      With  the  Mttse  is  always 


That  wee  a  brave  old  epoch,  f^. 
The  aneient  roemoriee  boried  li<^.  434. 
The  anld  wile  nat  at  h«r  ivied  diMir,  ¥lliK 
Tlie  hainriee  oaddle  dcMin  st  nii^ht,  .VfJ. 
The  baron  hsth  I  ho  landwurii  pork,  the  1 

htith  thu  s«*ji.  74. 
Tlie  llHrfiiw  Mrl     T    1;  r     ^yj^ 

Tlir  W««i  aWal  f  ;i'. 

l*he  bitd*s  song,  :  '  ili-  wirnl.  *V*'.\. 

The  hleesed  daiii  n 

The  fiotikji  nay  v^;^,.,   r.,  ^i,it,lKi>.I   v^uh  iuaii\ 

lif«5.  247. 
The  bn^atht  of  kieting  night  And  dsy,  fi70» 
The  broken  moon  Lij  in  uir  ky,  16H. 

The  buds  awake  *t  toucli  <  i  .  /. 

The  HtilhuJ  wuird,  '*  <Jii,   I  i  night  I 

The  I  'in  flower  to  flower,  .XIO. 

The  i  luiiicvuur  mused  as  he  nibhleti  his  pen, 

mu 

The  changing  gnecti,  eaeh  in  a  diffefeat  mood. 

The  clioraoteri  of  great  and  small,  4<}7. 

The  chime  of  a  beU  of  fpid,  4;St}. 

The  ehnrchyard  leaui  to  the  sea  with  Ita  dead, 

The  oommisskmer  bet  me  ajpoiiy  —  I  v< 
The  (rrab,  the  hnllaoei  and  the  sloe,  2iH, 
The  crimson  leafagl 


oommissiotter  bet  m#  AJpoiy  —  I  veo,  I 
hallaoe.  and  the  sloe,  2iH, 
pafagi  fina  the  laira,  21CI, 
T1i«  eurtiiinon  the  gro«piiy>  danci^ni  falls,  507 
I  half  dra 


wn,  the  floor  waa 

in  the  pale  northwest* 

Though  elark  and 


TJia'rt       

That  *■  my  hmt 


light.  15». 


rMd,nO. 
loo  the  wan,  S44. 


The  curtaius    were  J 

swept,  ii7*i. 
The  dsy  was  lingering 

ltt7. 
The  dead  abide  with  oa  1 

eold,  ri22. 

The  d -1.  ♦    *he  viadowa  fast,  AM. 

The  1  memrM  enoiv,  12, 

Th0'i  met  o' wiM,  1(«». 

The  feast  9tm  crowned  with  moweold  hlooai. 

Ii05. 
The  fair  varii^tiW  of  north,  ll'^. 
The  flsm*"  ^  ^th  spnke  a  word.  2fff» 

Tlie  fr»v  I.  midd)«-gate,  SOW. 

Th^  f:  M,  u»  aoon.  A5li. 

Tlie  L  :>MHid.    T  is  focaet  bow,  fi<T7. 

Thf«  1'  '  L  the  gleam  of  hroead««,  tku. 

Hie  gray  »^ii  ikm\  tJie  long  block  lond^  .XM. 
Tlie  gmat  >of t  downy  st»uw  storm  like  a  cloak, 

Thfi  grvinnd  I  wnlkM  tm  f**lt  Ukt*  air,  2SD. 
The  hoUow   M>«-«h«U,    which   for  yearn 

stood,  .vifs. 
The  trie  was  yellow,  the  mooa  wis  pale,  521. 

TliH  inrwlMmHivi'  Hi1«<urt<  of  thi"  Liiul.  ,i7?K 

'I         '  ■  '  .ur  I  00. 


Tlie  lark  sl^ire  tmr  hwuls  doth  knnw,  iJXl, 
The  lark  is  singing  in  the  blinding  sk^,  ]iT7« 
Thekwiof  Ig^hHid:    O'er  the  taa,  my  da 

The  UamU  la  the  rueky  deOa,  153. 
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The  lover  of  child  M        y,  im. 

The  lores  that  doa1  the  kvea  th&t   dii^ 

■embled,  665. 
The  men  of  leftminff  i       she  moflt^  W^, 
The  meiTy-fl:o-rouna,        ^  tuerry-pj-rooiidi  the 

men7-fi:o-roiuic       Fowey,  2tjL 
The  monnment  outla        ^  biioiixe«  2W. 
The  moon-white  watr        ^atk  and  Ikaii,  M7. 
The  moorland  waste         !iti«hed  ia  the  dnak  of 

the  second  day. 
The  Mother  of  the  M.      ,  we  ai«  tJitteht^  16. 
The  mother  will  not  tc       who  thinkji  elie  Imais, 

996. 
The  monntain  peaks ' 
The  monntain  sheep  t 
The  mnsio  had  the  lu 
The  Mnsmee  has  bro' 
The  nest  is  bnilt,  the 
The  niirht  has  a  thon 
The  Northern  lights 
Then  saw  they  how  tL 

208. 
Theocritus  I  Theooritni 

sant  dreams,  ^' 
The  odor  of  a  rose : 
The  old  mayor  elim 
The  old  men  sat  witi 
The  orb  I  like  is  not 

The  play  is  done  — 1««  «, ux^/pHf  ouop 

The  roem  of  the  Univeree,  \dS. 

The  poet  stood  in  the  sonVbre  tnwti  >  51 1 , 

The  point  is  turned  ;  the  twillj^ht  ahaduw  filla, 

m). 

Tlie  poplars  and  the  ancient  etms,  514. 
The  pouring  music,  soft  and  if»m>n)^,  2*I2» 
ITie  primrwose  in  the  sheiwle  dn  bli>w,  1(17; 
There  be  the  greyhoundjs !  lii'k !    an^  there  'b 

the  heare !  107. 
There  carae  a  soul  to  the  g'ate  of  Heaven,  2^*7. 
The  red  tiled  towers  of  ths*  old  Chfiteau,  667. 
There  falls  with  every  weddiiifr  chime^^  12* 
There  is  a  book,  who  runw  nmy  read^  171. 
There  is  a  flower  I  wish  U*  wear,  Hh 
There  is  a  green  hill  far  awny,  i^"2» 
There  is  an  Isle  beyond  our  ken,  ^347. 
There  is  a  safe  ana  secret  pbite,  174. 
There  is  a  singling  in  the  siinimi*r  mr.  2^X 
There  is  a  soul  above  the  seuil  nf  eacn,  4fJ0. 
There  is  a  stream,  I  nami   not  it^  name.  2W, 
There  is  delight  in  singing,  tbnngh  nons  hear, 

l.i. 
There  is  no  land  like  England,  211. 
There  is  no  laughter  in  tb*^  natural  world*  4^*1. 
There  is  no  mood,  no  heart-throb  f  iigitlvp,  275, 
There  is  sweet  music  here  tbsit  swifter  fallsf  UH. 
There  lies  a  little  city  leagu*»s  awa}-,  CmI  . 
There  never  were  such  raf[iant  nomnit,  ri^vl. 
There  's  a  joy  without  canker  or  cark,  4lHi, 
Til  ere  the  moon  leans  out  and  bb'«Hi  s,  >m2. 
There  they  are,  my  fifty  yriit'n  juid  vinnjen,  ^'i^i. 
There  was  a  gather'd  stillness  in  tin:*  n»om,  14(J, 
There  was  a  lady  liv'd  at  Leith,  54. 
There  was  a  time,  so  ancii^ut.  recnrds  tell,  Sd, 
There  were  four  of  us  about  that  bed,  4fX'i 
There  were  ninety  and   nine   that  safely  lay, 

182. 
There  were  three  young  malda  of  Lee,  501). 


The  roar  of  Ntn^«ii  dies  away«  255, 

The  KM0  is  weeping  for  her  hrw^  tOl. 

The  rtne  thua  gnv'st  ut  imrting,  77. 

The  ros^  mnnk-inallow  blooms  where  the  »0\ 

wmd  blowi^  609- 
The  ruddy  flnn»et  lies,  670, 
The  i»ea  is  calm  to-nigbt.  22KI, 
The  Beo  I  the  mn  I  the  open  aea  J  19. 
These  drear>-  hours  of  buf^»<$Itiaa  g-Lootn,  159, 
These  lit  tlw  Songs,  319. 
The  skies  liave  sunk,  and  tiid  the  upper  »trv, 

met  IB  a  fralt  which  lon^  hath  slept.  J71 

nnet  ia  a  worid^  "wKere  I etrling^  t*w^t. 

75* 

il  of  mtm  h  lats^r  than  the  akyt  97* 

dl  of  Age  is  over  all,  l>f>8. 

endor  falls  on  easttlc  w  alls,  IPf^. 

e^dof^  of  the  kindlings  day,  ^7^. 

ring  wiU  eanie  agmn,  dear  fHend*.  IfE 

e&ni  was  smooth  as  g^lase,  ^e  Aidd,  ^^'1 

mmer  sun  is  faUin^  soft  mi  CarWri 

undred  klea,  97> 

ti»et  in  the  Posy  weal,  G69, 

n  ^ines  on  the  chamber  wnB,  321 

0  strikes f  through  th«  windowi,  m  th 

loor,  135, 

'sUow,  bonny  Hrdie,  ooxnaa  shai^  t^ 
.ering  o'er  the  sea*  K"i. 
Tlie  swarthy  bt^e  is  a  buccaaiijtr,  C64. 
The  tale  was  this,  2ii. 
Thf*  thing  w  but  a  stiittie  after  a!L  4^«T. 
The  time  shall  conic  when  -wT^^ng  shall  end,  1^* 
The  tnmb  of  Gmi  ht;for^  ns,  .'-ttJH, 
The  tongue  of  Klnghmd,  that  whieh  myriids,  11 
The  training-ship  Eurydiee^  31^1 , 
The  urifathonjahle  sea,  and  time,  and  teatin  <^ 
The  vale  of  Ternjie  had  in  vain  }>e^u  fair,  ,'ST. 
The  victor  stood  beside  the  spoil,  and  by  tk 

grinning  dead,  l^^. 
The  villeitLi  clustered  it»titid  the  bowL  f4l. 
Tlie  vcict:'  thjit  breathM  o'^er  Eden,  172. 
The  wattles  were  sweet  with  September's  mm, 

The  white  blnseom  ^s  off  the  bog  and  the  ]<«Tei 

are  oiY  the  trees,  5(N>. 
The  wind  fhLp])*d  loo^e,  the  wind  wasstiU,  391 
The  wind  of  death  that  stif  tly  bidWS^  675, 
The  wiw^st  of  the  wiR«<«  l."*. 
The  world,  not  huah'd,  lav  as  in  trance^  33^ 
Tliey  are  watting  on  thf>  sliore.  2*^\ 
Tliey  call  her  fair.     I  do  not  know,  H9, 
The  year  's  at  the  spring,  It4H, 
They  found  it  in  her  htdlow  marble  bed,  SSI 
Thr-y  bastflU,  Btill  they  luisten,  *^^>5. 
Tliey  lookM  on  each  other  and  spake  wA,  41{), 
They  mofkM  the  Sovereiirn   of  Gharam:  m^ 

saith.  2m. 
They  rouaM  him  with    mnffins  — they  k»8>'^ 

him  with  ice,  478. 
Tljey  ftfty  that  Pity  in  Love*«  aervice  dwtlli 

They  my  that  thoa  wert  lovely  on  thv  IsfcE 
5t». 


They  shot  yonng  Windebank  'mat  here. 
They  told  tne,  Haracleitufl,  tbey  toLi 
were  deadt  232. 


sro. 
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Tliey  told  me  in  their  shadowy  phraae,  41. 

They  went  to  sea  in  a  sieve,  they  did,  475. 

They  were  ishinders,  our  fathers  were,  606. 

Thick  rise  the  spear-shafts  o*er  the  huid,  413. 

This  case  befell  at  four  of  the  clock,  474. 

This  I  ffot  on  the  day  that  Goringr,  'S20, 

This  infant  world  has  taken  long  to  make  1 164. 

This  is  a  spra^r  the  bird  clang  to,  364. 

This  is  her  picture  as  she  was,  394. 

^iis  is  the  convent  when  they  tend  the  sick, 

060. 
^UB  is  the  glamour  of  the  world  antique,  434. 
Tliis  is  the  room  to  which  she  came  that  day, 

446. 
Tliia  is  the  way  we  dress  the  Doll,  477. 
This  new  Diana  makes  weak  men  her  prey, 

581. 
This  peach  is  pink  with  such  a  pink,  584. 
This  region  is  as  lavish  of  its  flowers,  641. 
This  relative  of  mine,  466. 
This  the  honse  of  Circe,  queen  of  charms,  415. 
'nioa  art  not,  and  thou  never  canst  be  mine,  70. 
Thou  art  the  flower  of  grief  to  me,  247. 
Thou  art  the  joy  of  age,  163. 
Thou  didst  delight  my  eyes,  438. 
Though  our  great  love  a  little  wrong  his  fame, 

.  639. 
Thomgh  simpng  but  the  shy  and  sweet,  585. 
Thou  nast  nll'd  me  a  golden  cup,  1(>3. 
Thou  hast  lost  thv  love,  poor  fool,  415. 
Thou  hast  thy  calling  to  some  pali&ce-floor,  131. 
Thou  only  bird  that  singest  as  thou  flyest,  400. 
Thou  that  hast  a  daughter.  318. 
Thou  that  once,  on  mother  s  knee,  240. 
Thou  tiny  solace  of  these  prison  days,  504. 
Tlion  too  hast  travelled,  little  fluttering  thing, 

62. 
Thou  vague   dumb  crawler  with  the  groping 

head,  604. 
Thou  wert  fair.  Lady  Mary,  67. 
Thou  whom  these  eyes  saw  never,  say  friends 

true.  364. 
"  Thou  wilt  forget  me."    **  Love  has  no  such 

word."    149. 
Three  fishers  went  sailing  out  into  the  West, 

309. 
Three  of  us  afloat  in  the  meadow  by  the  swing, 

523. 
Tlnee  twangs  of  the  horn,  and  they  *re  all  out 

of  cover,  :i33. 
Through  mat  Earl  Norman*s  acres  wide,  87. 
Through  laughing  leaves  the  sunlight  comes, 

533. 
Through  storm  and  flre  and  gloom,  I  see  it 

stand,  103. 
Through  the  seeding  ^raw,  548. 
Through  thick  Arcadian  woods  a  hunter  went, 
^       405. 
Thai  said  the  Lord  in  the  Vault  above  the 

Cherubim,  600. 
Thus  then,  one  beautiful  day,  in  the  sweet,  cool 

air  of  October,  245. 
Thy  glory  alone,  O  God,  be  the  end  of  all  that 

I  say,  668. 
Thy  greatest  knew  thee,  Mother  Earth ;    nn- 

sour'd.  374. 
Thv  name  of  old  was  great,  653. 


Thy  voice  lb  heard  thro*  rolling  drums,  200. 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord,  176. 

Time  has  a  magic  wand,  466. 

Tintadgel  beUs  ring  o*er  the  tide,  41. 

'T  is  a  stem  and  startling  thing  to  think,  117. 

'T  is  a  world  of  silences.    I  gave  a  cr^,  441. 

*T  is  bedtime ;  say  your  hynm,  and  bid  ' '  Gk)odi« 

night,"  266. 
'Tis  Christmas,  and  the  North  wind  \Aawf 

't  was  two  years  yesterday,  551. 
'T  is  evening  now  1 176. 
*T  is  sair  to  dream  o*  them  we  like,  80. 
'T  is  They,  of  a  veritie,  573. 
To-day,  what  is  there  in  the  air,  516. 
To  murder  one  so  young  1  144. 
To  my  true  king  I  offered  free  from  stain,  29. 
Too  avid  of  earUi's  bliss,  he  was  of  those,  565. 
Too  wearily  had  we  and  song,  569. 
To  sea,  to  sea  I    The  calm  is  o*er,  38. 
To  soothe  a  mad  king*s  fevered  brain,  526. 
To  spend  the  long  warm  days.  592. 
To  thee.  O  father  of  the  stately  peaks,  62^ 
To  the  forgotten  dead,  692. 
To  the  W&e  of  O'Hara,  282. 
To  turn  my  volumes  o*er  nor  find,  14. 
Touch  not  that  maid,  552. 
Touch  us  gently.  Time  I  22. 
To  write  as  your  sweet  mother  does,  14. 
Tripping  down  the  field-nath,  76. 
Trust  thou  thy  Love :  ix  she  be  proud,  is  she 

not  sweet?  157. 
Twa  race  doon  by  the  Gatehope-Slack,  679. 
*T  was  a  fierce  night  when  old  Mawgan  died, 

40. 
T  was  brillig,  and  the  slithy  toves,  478. 
'T  was  but  a  poor  little  room :  a  farm-servant's 

loft  in  a  garret,  244. 
'T  was  eve,  and  Time,  his  vigorous  course  pur- 
suing, 33. 
'T  was  evening,  though  not  sunset,  and  the  tide, 

8. 
*Twas  in  mid  autumn,  and  the  woods  were 

still,  493. 
T  was  in  the  prime  of  summer  time,  113. 
'T  was  just  before  the  hay  was  mown,  77. 
*T  was  the  body  of  Judas  Iscariot,  279. 
*T  was  the  day  beside  the  Pyramids,  1122. 
Twelve  years  ago,  when  I  could  face,  627. 
Twist  me  a  crown  of  wind-flowers,  379. 
Twist  thou  and  twine  I  in  light  and  gloom,  40. 
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Up  from  Earth^s  centre  through  the  Seventh 
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Up  into  the  cherry  tree,  523. 
Up,  my  dogs,  merrily,  643. 
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year,  Itti, 
Wlien,  loT*d  by  ijo^t  and  painter,  3lfi^ 
When  mirth  ia  fnll  and  free,  iiS*, 
Whi?ii  my  Clorinda  wnlk^  in  white,  5R1, 
^lien  my  feet  haife  wanderVl,  17J, 
When  cm  my  eoonti-y  w^ka  I  50,  ,T01* 
When  on  the  br^atli  of  autumn  hr««ae«  74 
When  our  beads  an;  bow'd  with  woe,  ITC^ 
Whelk  onr  two  souls  ertaud  up  erect  aad  mnm^ 

When  m«et  b^eeh-leaTW  drift  in  air,  29&* 
When  BtaLTK  are  in  the  qttiet  akiei,  4ct, 
When  tlie  dumb  Hour,  cloth 'd  iu  blacky  2l"2- 
When  the  flash  of  a  tiew-bom  sum  feU  fiis^ 

sm. 

When  thti  hounds  of  sprii^  are    on  wtntvV 

tra4?«f.  42K 
When  the  luiSt  bitterness  was  past.  *h«  bqrfi.5^ 
^\lien  the  soul  lumglit  refug^e  in  the  pbtoi  d 

rest,  tir^j. 
When,  thbk  yon,  <?om«a  the  Wind.  445, 
When  we  are  parted  let  me  lie,  *12S*, 
When  we  were  prl  and  boy  t*iewth**r.  .^, 
\Vben  yoa  and  I  have  played  the   litite  kea 

G7:i 
When  you  are  dead  some  day,  tiiy  dear,  5^ 
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370. 
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te  little  hands,  265. 
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thou|cht  18  old,  272. 
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dav,  :W8. 

i  will  away  to  Athens  with  me  ?  who,  3. 

^  groaning  so,  thou  solid  earth,  150. 

\  naving  won  her,  do  I  woo  ?  234. 
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673. 

',  when  the  world's  great  mind,  221. 
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there  never  oome  a  season,  571. 

1  breath  of  thyme  and  bees  that  hum,  488. 

I  deep  aff«*i*tion,  .V^. 

lerM  pansitHi  faint  and  sweet,  380. 

I  fingem  weary  and  worn,  120. 

I  half  a  heart  I  wander  here,  524. 

lin  a  low-thatoh'd  hut,  built  in  a  lane,  136. 


Within  the  isle,  far  from  the  walks  of  men, 

32. 
Within  the  unchanging  twilight,  146. 
Within  this  charmM  cool  retreat,  667. 
With  little  white  leaves  in  the  grasses,  564. 
With  me  along  the  strip  of  herbage  stiown, 

310. 
With  pipe  and  flute  the  rustic  Pan,  485. 
With  purple  glow  at  even,  654. 
With  rosy  hand  a  little  girl  pressed  down,  14. 
With  the  Orient  in  her  eyes,  666. 
Word  was  brought  to  the  Danish  king,  94. 
Would  Qod  my  heart  were  greater;  but  God 

wot,  422. 
Would  that  the  structure  brave,  the  manifold 

music  I  build,  362. 

Tea,  love,  I  know,  and  I  would  have  it  thus, 

603. 
Tea,  Love  is  strong  as  life :  he  easts  out  fear, 

336. 
Tear  after  year,  299. 
Tear  after  year  I  sit  for  them,  602. 
Te  are  youn(|^,  ye  are  young,  591. 
Tea,  Cara  mine,  I  know  that  I  shall  stand,  330. 
Tes ;  I  write  verses  now  and  then,  15. 
Tea,  love,  the  Spring  shall  come  again,  435. 
Test  thou  art  fair,  and  I  had  lov'd,  149. 
Tes ;  when  the  ws^  oppose,  489. 
Tet  ah,  that  Spring  should  vanish  with  the 

rose,  .'Vt2. 
Ton  silvery  billows  breaking  on  the  beach,  269. 
Ton  ask  for  fame  or  power,  <>45. 
Ton  had  two  girls  —  Uaptiste,  (i69. 
Ton  know,  we  French  storm *d  Ratisbon,  345. 
Tou  lay  a  wreath  on  murdered  Lincoln^s  bier, 

450. 
Ton  may  give  over  plough,  boys,  .567. 
Tou  must  oe  tnwbled,  Asthore,  57(). 
Toung  Rory  0*More  courted  Kathleen  Bawn, 

88. 
Toung  Sir  Giiyon  proudly  said.  254. 
Tou  promise  heavens  free  from  strife,  231. 
Tour  ghost  will  walk,  von  lover  of  trees,  352. 
Tour  pleasures  spring  uke  daisies  in  the  grass. 

13. 
Tour  tinv  incture  makes  me  yearn,  165. 
Tou  smil*a,  you  spoke,  and  I  believ*d,  13. 
Ton  take  a  town  you  cannot  keep,  60. 
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;et:(cati  Slttt^oloaf ,  i787^i0OOt 

*ECTIONS  illustrating  the  editor's  critical  review  of 
^meiican  poetry  in  the  nineteenth  centnry.  With  brief  ■ 
biographies^  a  valuable  introduction^  an  engraved  title- 
a  photogravure  frontispiece  of  a  group  of  American 
ngfellow,  Lowell,  Holmes,  Whittier,  Bryant,  Poe,  and 
arge  crown  octavo,  878  pages,  gilt  top,  $3.00  ;  Holiday 
It  top,  $5.00 ;  full  levant  or 


I  of  the  poHui^  ^nrury.     In  it«  wpuii.  vid 
Ire  3A  dutinclly  u  the  fear  in  wbidi  it  Ibu 

d  in  it  wiU  be  to  escape  tlir  dbKirioo  wbidi 
ksitRV  Stoddaki3v  in  MkiJ  amd  £.rfrvut 

tisi.  of  the  paiiJiiiE  centiuy  to  future  g^iiep- 
DUecticm  ol  AmenaLQ  vene,  —  WALUbCS 


a  i^fctorfan  anti^oiogt,  1837*1895. 

JELECTIONS  illustrating  the  editor's  critical  review  of 
British  poetry'  in  the  reign  of  Victoria  (**  Victorian 
Poets " ).  With  brief  biographies  of  the  authors 
quoted,  a  fine  frontispiece  portrait  of  Queen  Victoria,  and  a  vig- 
nette of  the  Poets*  Corner  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Large  crown 
Svo,  784  pages,  gilt  top,  $2.50  ;  Holiday  Edition^  full  gilt,  $3.00 ; 
half  calf,  $4.50;  full  levant  or  tree  calf,  ^6.50. 

There  is  no  one  on  either  side  the  Atlantic  better  fitted  than  Mr.  Stedman  to  edit  an  an- 
tholojry  of  the  period.  —  Boston  Advertiser. 

His  "  Victorian  Anthology'-  is  a  cyclopedia  of  modem  English  poetry  edited  with  signal 
discretion  and  delicacy.  —  The  Times,  London. 

*** 

poemjs  |5otD  fix^t  CollecteD* 

i2mo,  gilt  top,  $1.50. 

3R.  STEDMAN'S  lyre  is  one  of  many  strings,  all  care- 
fully tuned,  whereon  at  will  he  can  make  sweet  music, 
stately  or  gay  as  befits  his  mood  ;  and  al\vays  through 
his  singing  one  is  conscious  of  a  joyous  and  happy  heart  whence 
come  the  songs  —  a  heart  forever  young.  —  The  Book  Buycr^ 
New  York. 


€]^e  Mature  ann  dl^lemetttjS  of  ]^oetrr« 

JITH   Frontispiece  after  Diirer,  Topical  Analysis, 
and    Analytical    Index.     Crown    8vo,   gilt  top^ 

CONTENTS:  I.  Oracles  Old  a^d  New.  II.  What  is  Poetry?  III. 
Creation  and  Self-Expression.  IV.  Melancholia.  V.  Beauty.  VI. 
Truth.  VII.  Imagination.  VIII.  The  Faculty  Divine:  Passion, 
Insight,  Genius,  Faith.     Index. 

If  the  writer  has  not  said  the  last  word  on  **  the  faculty  divine,**  it  is 
doubtful  whether  any  better  word  remains.  And  it  is  all  said  so  rev« 
erently  and  modestly  that  even  if  for  the  moment  you  do  not  quite 
agree  with  him,  his  spirit  seems  to  hint  that  he  is  probably  right  and 
you  are  wrong.  —  Pubiic  Opinion,  New  York. 

i^tctorlan  ]^etji 

JEVISED  and  extended  by  a  supplementary  chapter 
to  the  fiftieth  year  of  the  period  under  review. 
Crown  8vo,  gilt  top,  {2.25  ;   half  calf,  ^3. 5a 

One  of  the  most  thorough,  workmanlike,  and  artistic  pieces  of  real 
critical  writing  that  we  have  in  English.  For  the  period  covered  by  it, 
it  is  the  most  comprehensive,  profound,  and  lucid  literary  exposition 
that  has  appeared  in  this  country  or  elsewhere.  —  Prof.  MosBS  Corr 
Tyler,  Comtll  University, 

l^etjS  of  Slmerica^ 

COMPANION  volume  to  Victorian  Poets.  With 
full  Notes  in  margin,  and  careful  Analytical  In* 
dex.  Crown  8vo,  gilt  top,  {2.25  ;  half  calf,  ^3. 5a 
Contents  :  Early  and  Recent  Conditions ;  Growth  of  the  American 
School;  William  Cullen  Br\ant;  John  Greenleaf  Whittier;  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson ;  Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow ;  Edgar  Allan  Poe ; 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes;  James  Russell  Lowell;  Walt  Whitman; 
Bayard  Taylor;  The  Outlook. 

It  is  doubtful  whether  any  other  living  American  man  of  letters 
could  have  written  a  volume  at  once  so  comprehensive,  so  appreciative, 
so  discriminating,  and  so  well  defined  in  respect  to  the  impressions 
which  it  makes.  —  The  Cangngationaiist,  Boston. 


ptosie  ano  pottit  WtixU^ 

INCLUDING  Poems,  Victorian  Poets,  Poets  of 
America,  Nature  and  Elements  of  Poetry,  4  vols. 
uniform,  crown  Sto,  gilt  top,  in  box,  $7.50. 

JITH  portrait  and  illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  bound 
in  a  new  and  attractive  style,   $r,so;  half  calf, 
$300;  half  calf,  p^ilt  top,  13.50;   half  morocco, 
$4.25  ;  levant  or  tree  calf,  ^S^SO- 

His  poetry  is  fresh  and  buoyant,  full  of  memories  of  great  deeds  and 
joyous  experiences,  and  seems  to  contaijj  iht  elements  of  tasting  popu- 
larity. —  TA4  Academy ^  Loadoo, 

ittatct  Coronata* 

JECITED  at  the  Bicentennial  Celebration  of  Yale 
University.     Svo,  $i.oo,  net.     Postage  6  cents. 

Its  measure  is  one  of  particular  felicity.  It  is  the  artistes  and  scholar's 
trumpet  salute  to  the  things  of  the  soul  and  spirit ^ — to  the  fountaiQ 
from  which  great  deeds  come.  ^  A'  K  Times  Saturday  Revieuu. 
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